CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
EDEN


Vengal sat in his office on the main Eden airfield. He had long grown accustom to the constant roar of the Raptors taking off and landing, and it filled him with pride at each surge of power the Raptor’s represented. Tareif’s office and command headquarters was on the far side of Eden so one attack did not kill them both. He had grown quite fond of the High Elf War Master, and over the last weeks he and Tareif had become fast friends, as had their wives. This was a non-training day for his troops, and the airfield was unusually quiet today. He looked out the window of his office while sipping the tea and plugged in the data pad to the desk monitor. He looked forward to these communications from Anuk each week, and he generally liked to listen to them alone at first. There were two this week, one from Anuk and the other from an unknown source Dekton did not know. He plugged in the one from the unknown source first and clicked on the monitor.

The face of the older ebony skinned woman came onto the screen and he sat forward in his chair. The background was similar to where Anuk usually sent her weekly messages from, but he had never seen this woman. Usually it was just Anuk, and sometimes Daniel would appear for a few moments to greet him in the message.

“Good day General, my name is Malaika, and I am Daniel’s mother.” Vengal’s eyes grew very interested and he set his coffee aside. “First I would like to tell you there is nothing wrong with Anuk, and her message to you should have come with this one if I am correct. I… I wanted to introduce myself, my family… to you. My husband is a Spartan and messages like this bore him to no end.” Vengal smiled at this news. “I wanted to thank you for the gift of your daughter to my son Vengal. There are many elves here in Sparta, but Anuk’s beauty is second only to our three Queen’s as far as I am concerned, but then again we would be bias would we not? She is a strong willed young woman, and she loves my son with all the fierceness of a pureblood wolf.” Vengal thought he could detect the pride in the woman’s voice.

“I understand you know what we are, and what Anuk now is due to Daniel’s actions. That her blood burns for him so… well… it is an honor to all of my family. If you would allow me Vengal, I understand Anuk’s birthing day is coming soon, the day you and your woman welcomed her into this world. It would be my honor if you and your mate would join us here in Sparta to celebrate this day… Anuk’s family is now our family, and I would hope you feel the same. The circumstances of your daughter coming into my son’s life are not spoken of here. Spartans consider what happen to Anuk to be the vilest of crimes one can commit. I know you probably wished to give her hand away in a large celebration and that was denied you and your mate. I hope my son’s actions gave back a small portion of what was taken from not only Anuk but from you and your wife. Daniel worships the ground she walks upon Vengal. My husband is not easily impressed Vengal, and when we are alone together, there are times when he can not stop talking about your daughter. She has been going through much of the training that our own Spartan women receive and also that of Spartan Centurions, and she has impressed many very old and cranky people with her skills. She has grown more beautiful with each passing day, and many of our friends and family have commented on the love that is so evident in her eyes for my son. I will not keep your attention for long, but please accept my invitation to this special day for your daughter. It would be a surprise for her, as I have not told her I am contacting you. Allow me… my family to give you the day you had always hoped for Anuk. Dekton can relay your response back to me or our King at your convenience. Thank you and I hope to see you soon.”


Vengal reached for the pad as a swell of pride coursed through him. What Daniel had done by saving Anuk’s life and then taking her as his mate had been quite enough in Vengal’s eyes and the eyes of his wife. They had never seen their daughter so animated and happy in their lives, and now to receive this message from Daniel Simpson’s mother. These Spartans truly were amazing.

As Vengal prepared to respond to the message he looked up at the chime on his door. “Enter!” He barked rather gruffly, annoyed at the disturbance. That quickly went away when the door slid open to reveal Aihola and another Drow elf that he did not recognize, as well as three Dragoons elves handpicked by Dekton that escorted Aihola or Tarifa when they split apart to do separate things.


“Queen Aihola.” Vengal spoke getting to his feet.


Aihola stepped into the office and held up her hand quickly. “Please Vengal… do not get up. I believe you and Tari have grown far too close for such formality to extend to his younger sister. He thinks very highly of you.”


Vengal smiled and moved around the desk, “And I of him. Please… come in.” He spoke moving some data pads from the chairs in his office so that they could sit down.


“We will remain out here Milady.” The Dragoon spoke to Aihola.


“Thank you Covar, we shouldn’t be too long.” Aihola replied. She touched the panel and the door slid closed. Aihola turned back to Vengal and stepped up to him to embrace him, which he returned. She was right that he and Tari had developed a friendship since their mission with Daniel to save Tareif’s sons, and they had maintained it over the weeks. He had received three transmissions from Tari explaining the training he was undergoing, and how some of the tactics might be well suited for the armies of Eden.


“What brings you here Aihola?” Vengal asked. “Would you like some tea?”


“That would be wonderful.” Aihola spoke. “I’m sure by now you have heard of Telan’s death.”

Vengal moved to the small counter and nodded as he poured two mugs of tea. “I won’t be crying over his demise.” Vengal spoke. “I only wish I could shake the hand of the one who killed him.”


Aihola laughed lightly and swept her hand to the second Drow that Vengal did not recognize. “General… allow me to introduce Nayeca, Telan’s killer.”


Vengal looked at the female and his eyes went wide. He finished pouring the tea and moved over to them, handing one to Aihola as he looked at the Drow assassin. He held out his hand. “I’m proud to meet you Nayeca. That was an excellent piece of work with Telan, simply excellent!”


The Drow looked at him stunned by his informal speech with Aihola, and his complete acceptance of who she was. She took his hand slowly. “I… thank you… I think.” Nayeca replied.


Aihola chuckled. “Nayeca has only been among us for two days now, and she is still trying to grow accustom to the acceptance our people receive from everyone.”


Vengal nodded. “It is an acceptance long overdue in my opinion.” Vengal spoke handing her the tea. “Please sit down. What brings you out here from the center of our city?”


Aihola took the chair directly across from Vengal and Nayeca took the second one after a nod from Aihola. “We have a dilemma, and Tarifa suggested I bring it to you.”


Vengal perched on the side of his desk and looked at her. “Please… go on.”


 “Nayeca has told me of the city she comes from.” Aihola’s voice was excited as she spoke, “A city of Drow; thousands of them.”

Vengal’s face and eyes showed his surprise. “This is true?” He asked looking at Nayeca.

Nayeca nodded slowly after looking at Aihola. “Not all of our people were butchered by the Alliance.” She said. “Several hundred were able to escape and find a place of refuge. Since that time our city has grown to over six thousand.”


Vengal looked at Aihola and smiled. “I’m sure that makes your heart sing Aihola.” He said. “I know Tari will be overjoyed as well.”

“It does.” She told him with a smile. “That is actually why we are here.”

“What can I do for you?” Vengal asked. “You are Tari’s sister and the Drow Queen. I am at your service.”


“Tarifa suggested that I come to you to develop a plan to bring the Drow here.” Aihola told him. “The distance is great and we would have to cross Alliance territory undetected with six thousand people. What I need to know is if it can be done.”


“Why not just send all of our transports?” Vengal spoke. “Surely they can be in and out before the Alliance even knows we were there.”

Aihola shook her head. “No one knows of this city.” Aihola told him. “It is well hidden in the mountains of what used to be Manitoba in the country of Canada. In order to reach it, we would have to cross Alliance territory, and we don’t want to reveal the location unless we might need to return to it in the future. Nayeca says it is massive and easily defensible and it would make an ideal position to fall back too if we ever needed too.”

Vengal looked at her. “May I ask why she did not suggest you talk with her father? Tareif is a brilliant military mind.”


Aihola nodded. “Yes he is, but you are more experienced with small unit operations than he is. Tareif is used to commanding much larger size forces than the one we would need to go into this area with. Your Wood Elf Rangers have been to this area before have they not?”


Vengal nodded after a moment. “On hunting parties when our stores for food were low, yes. It is wild and untamed.”


“We would need to keep one of you here in Eden, and Tareif is the logical one due to his experience with control of larger forces. I will be going with you, as will Nayeca and Dekton. He is already putting together a force of Dragoons to guard Tarifa while we are away. It was Tarifa who believes you would be better suited to this mission, as do I.”


“What does the King say Aihola?” Vengal asked her. “A military mission of this sort; one that crosses Alliance territory will need to be approved by him. It is how the three of you decided to establish things if I’m not mistaken.”


Aihola nodded. “Martin has already approved the mission. Tarifa told him she wanted you to plan and lead the operation and he didn’t hesitate. You will be going to Sparta to celebrate Anuk’s birthday soon will you not?”


Vengal looked at her surprised. “You know of that? I only received the invitation an hour ago from Daniel Simpson’s mother.”


“Danny’s mother mentioned it to Martin.” Aihola told him with a smile. “You forget Vengal, Tarifa and I are telepathic now, and if need be Martin can reach us even from Sparta.”


Vengal’s eyes went wide, “Truly? He has grown that powerful?”


Aihola nodded. “It really is amazing.” She spoke softly. “Even with the training Dekton gives us, I feel… I feel both Tarifa and I are still children in that regard.”


“Well if your skill with that improves as well as the rest of your skills, I have no worries you will be an expert in no time.” Vengal told her. He sat back in his chair and looked at Nayeca. “I will need Nayeca’s help.” He spoke.


“I will provide you as much information as I am able.” Nayeca spoke quickly. “I’ve been away from our city for several months but nothing should have changed drastically.”


Vengal looked at Aihola. “How many do we take?” He asked.


“To escort and provide security to that many men, women and children?” Aihola asked. “That is why I have come to you.”


“Anuk’s celebration is next week.” He spoke thoughtfully, his eyes looking out the window briefly. “I… we will put a plan together and bring it to Sparta with us to have Martin review it. His experience with small unit operations is far superior to mine, and I would like his input.”


Aihola nodded and got to her feet. “Then with your permission, I will leave Nayeca in your capable hands. I have already made arrangements for her to have quarters here on the airfield, as she does not prefer the confines of the city center.” She told him.


Nayeca stood as well and looked at her. “My… My Queen… you will not have me guarded?”


Aihola looked at her. “Do I need to?” She asked with a smile. “Nayeca… you are exceptionally skilled child, but you have quite a way to go before being able to pose a challenge to me or Tarifa individually. I also wish you to see that Eden is not what you are used to, and you will find acceptance here, without question; as will all of our people.”


Nayeca bowed her head slowly as Aihola turned and left the office. She turned back to Vengal. “I… I did not picture her as arrogant.” She spoke softly.

“You think what she just told you is arrogance?” Vengal asked with a smile.


“Isn’t it?”


“She escaped from an Alliance prison and lived on the run as an Assassin and mercenary for the better part of two years Nayeca.” Vengal told her as he got to his feet and went to the counter to freshen his mug of tea. He motioned her over and added more to her mug as well. “She survived on her skill and wits alone. You know what the Alliance did to her and those they held captive for so long?”

Nayeca nodded. “We heard stories of this when we went to trade among the other towns and villages in the mountains of Manitoba. They… they turned them into these… these creatures that drink blood.”

Vengal shook his head. “That is not entirely true. You have no doubt discovered that these creatures, these vampires now exist?”


“I’ve heard her speaking of them with the High Elf Queen.” Nayeca spoke. “And that… that strange man that is always with them. He watches me like I am prey! He is… he is a…”


“A Ngauro.” Vengal said with a smile. “Yes I know, as is our King.” He saw her eyes go wide.


“The intricacies of how this came to be are beyond me, and after what I have seen and experienced it does not matter to me. You know who I am yes?” Vengal asked.


“There are few who do not know who you are General.” Nayeca spoke. “Even my people speak your name with respect and honor because of what you have accomplished and your fighting skill.”


“Well… I will tell you something now.” Vengal said as he moved back to the chair and sat down. He watched as she joined him, intent on his words. “The High King could erase me from existence in less time it took for you to blink. His skills are far beyond what I have obtained in all my years, beyond Tareif’s skills and beyond even those of Dekton, the man who guards your Queen. The Alliance tried to breed vampires in their infernal laboratories, and instead what they got were Aihola, her brother and the others of your race. They are half elf half vampire, with all their strengths and none of their weaknesses. Aihola doesn’t drink blood, and her bite can not turn you. All of them find the prospect of tasting blood repulsive. I watched her refuse to do this, even though she was mortally wounded and it would have saved her life. It wasn’t until the King told her who she was that she took the blood of the one person she loves more than life itself.”

“You speak of the High Elf Queen Tarifa?” Nayeca asked.


Vengal nodded. “Your people’s customs and traditions made you what you were as a people, and you should remember them and honor many of those customs. However Aihola and Tari knew that for the Drow to survive, to prosper, many of your customs had to be rethought. When she found love in the arms of another woman… her decision was made.”


Nayeca nodded. “Would it surprise you to know that that custom is not one we follow anymore?” She said. “We too have changed.”


Vengal shook his head. “It wouldn’t surprise me in the least. I always respected your people and what they accomplished.” He smiled. “As I was saying… your Queen and Tarifa have fought and trained by the King’s side for nearly a year. She does not boast when she speaks. Her vampire genes combined with her own skills and those she has learned from Martin our King make both her and Tarifa exceptionally deadly individually and infinitely more so when together.” Vengal smiled. “There is not an elf or human in the confines of this city that could defeat either Aihola or Tarifa in single combat. That is not a boast… that is a fact.” He spoke. “And for those fool enough to attack them in numbers, well… they have someone trained to kill twenty times himself before he falls protecting them. And you yourself have heard the results of the attack against them recently?”


Nayeca nodded. “I… I thought it only to be rumors and such started by others.”


Vengal smiled as he got to his feet. “It is no rumor that much I assure you. There is not an arrogant bone in her body, or in Tarifa. They will deny it, but I would not hesitate to say they are the two deadliest fighters within our ranks. She is correct to say that against either her or Tarifa, you are but a child, even for all your skill. Do not take it as arrogance, or even as a criticism. She is a Drow just as you, and she knows what you are capable of. Take it as the compliment it was meant to be. Come with me child. The Command Center’s security system caught all of it on video. You have a right to know what your Queen is capable of. Would you like to see her in action?”


Nayeca felt a smile split her face, “Very much so.” She said.


Vengal went to the door and held out his arm for her to follow him. “Right this way.” He spoke.

SPARTA

Martin stood along the wall of the landing bay bent over at the waist as he unloaded the last of his breakfast onto the pavement. He clutched the flight helmet in his hand, his skin prickly and two shades whiter than normal. Endith and Tina were walking over towards him with huge smiles plastered across their faces, Dysea and Aricia walking next to them with equally large smiles. They stopped a few feet away and Tina propped her helmet on her hip.


“I thought you were a big bad Navy SEAL Skipper.” She drawled. “Can’t you take a few loop da loops?”


Martin looked at her as he stood up straighter and wiped his mouth. “Loop da loops I can handle. The full nelson twist at ten Gs was a little much!”


Aricia stepped up to him and rubbed his stomach. “Do I need to tell Anja to prescribe a lighter breakfast my love?” She asked with a huge grin, barely able to contain her laughter.


Martin looked at her with a scowl. “C’mere… let me lay a lip locker on you!” He spoke reaching out to grab her.


“No!” Aricia screamed scooting out of reach of his arms, but her laughter filling the landing bay.


Martin turned to Endith and Tina. “You learned to fly that in six weeks?” He asked stunned.


Endith’s smile was brilliant. “That is a X1A-SPAT, a Spartan Attack Transport.” She announced proudly. “And once I read the manual it was a simple matter of adjusting the control modulations for the two different configurations, and then taking it out.”


Martin shook his head. “Could you say that in English please?”


Dysea laughed this time. “She means she altered the positions of the controls for the two different types of aircraft.”


Martin looked at Dysea. “Ok… sure. How do you know that?” He said shaking his head.
“I asked Nauta Melme,” Dysea answered with a smile, “While you were throwing up.”

“Ha Ha very funny,” He spoke. He turned to look at Endith and Tina. “You named the damn thing?”


“Of course we named it!” Tina barked with a smile. “Ben says you should always name what you’re flying. He would be very unhappy if we didn’t.”


“That’s the smaller of the two ships.” Endith explained excitedly. “There are nineteen of them, and three more of the larger ones that we arrived on. This baby can carry three times the troops of the Raptor, is faster, has a tighter turning radius and has six kinetic energy cannons linked to the pilot’s helmet in the nose.”


“Kinetic energy who,” Martin asked.


Tina stepped up to him, her eyes looking around before turning back to him. “Skipper this thing is powered by a Cold Fusion Reactor Core.”


“What is this Cold Fusion Core?” Aricia asked, suddenly very interested.


Tina looked at her. “It was an alternate power source that the US government was experimenting with in 2068.” She answered. “To the best of my knowledge it hadn’t even gotten off the blueprint paper when the comet came. I’m a better EO than a pilot Skipper, and I pride myself on knowing the latest technology… but this thing’s power source is well beyond what we were capable of back then, not to mention today. When we asked the other pilots and engineers, the only thing they could tell us was that the ships just appeared one day, and someone knew how to fly them.”

Theron’s words a few days ago came back to Martin when Tina said that. “You’re sure that is what they said?” He asked.


Endith nodded. “We asked them at least three different times. We received the same answer every time.” She replied.


“One more thing Skipper… these babies are atmospheric ready.” Tina said.


Martin looked at her. “Meaning they can fly in space too?”


Tina nodded, “Inertia Dampers, navigational shields and thrusters. They’ll fly just as well if not better than the Raptors in space, and a whole hell of a lot faster.”


“How much faster?” Martin asked.


Tina shrugged. “If I had to guess… based on the design and specs and the fusion core power source… a trip to the moon would take no more than an hour.”


Martin’s eyes widened. “One hour?” he gasped. “Is that even possible?”


Endith nodded. “It’s not only possible, but likely.”


“I’ve never seen of some of the stuff on these SPATs Skipper. They make our Raptors almost like toys in comparison.” Tina spoke. “The only reason we haven’t come to you sooner is the fact that none of the Spartan pilots do either. They learn almost as fast as Endith though, and even the transport pilots are cutting time in the SPATs. They think she is a god for learning in two weeks what it took them two years. You give us another three weeks, and we’ll be able to light up the sky with these puppies.”


“I’m more interested in finding out where they came from.” Martin spoke softly. “Ships with this kind of technology don’t just appear out of thin air.”


“Well someone obviously built them.” Tina said with a smile. “And I for one would like to meet them and see what other toys they got? Ben is going to love them.”


“Could it be a different clan of humans somehow Nauta Melme?” Dysea asked looking at him. “A clan we haven’t seen yet?”


Martin shook his head. “It’s certainly possible. Aihola and Tarifa only just discovered that there is an entire city of Drow that survived the purge. But where would they hide this type of equipment. And why leave it with the Spartans?” Martin looked at Aricia. “Little Wolf have you heard of anything strange happening?”

Aricia shook her head. “I would not have heard of anything personally, but until you came into my life I was not privy to such information. I never heard Andreus speak of such things though, and he would always share things with me.”


He turned back to Tina and Endith. “Keep this information under your hats.” He told them. “I don’t want stories of strange things moving about the city. And tell the other pilots that is an order.”


Tina nodded. “No problem.” She replied with a grin. “All Endith has to do is smile at them and they fall over each other. They all want to get into her pants.”

Endith’s face turned red as she blushed, the color of her cheeks nearly matching her hair. “Stop it Tina.” She said embarrassed. “I only have eyes for you and Benjamin, you know that.”


Tina smiled, wrapping her arm around Endith’s waist. “I know that lover… but they don’t!” She laughed. “It’s hysterical to see sometimes.”


Martin laughed and shook his head. “I’m going to have a meeting of everyone from Eden in two days. Bring whatever you need to the villa at that time. You are the third person that has seen something odd while we’ve been here, and I’m beginning to think it ain’t coincidence anymore.”


Tina nodded. “Will do Skipper.”


Martin tossed her the helmet. “Next time… can we avoid the full nelson?” He asked.


“What… and miss seeing you blowing chunks? No frigging way!” Tina spoke as she laughed and took Endith’s hand.


Dysea and Aricia moved closer to him. “What are you thinking Nauta Melme?” Dysea asked. 


Martin shrugged. “That’s just it. I don’t know what to think.”


“Are these things… are they dangerous?” Aricia asked.


Martin shook his head. “So far… with the exception of what I saw… it’s been related to medicine and these aircraft. The way Theron spoke I’m guessing the thing in the Senate Building is some sort of power source.”

“In the Senate building,” Aricia asked, reaching out and probing his mind, quickly finding what he was talking about. Her face crinkled in confusion. “I have been in the Senate Building several times and I have never seen this.”


Dysea saw too what Martin was referring to and shook her head. “I have never seen anything like it either.”


“Me neither… and after what we had on EDEN I thought I’d seen it all. We supposedly had the most advanced equipment anywhere in the world.” Martin looked at them. “Theron told me this thing… he told me it was my final test to become King. He also told me four others from the line of Leonidas have tried to activate it, and they all failed and were killed.”


“You are joking?” Aricia stated in disbelief. “I have never heard of a descendant of the line of Leonidas in Sparta except you my love, certainly none that were killed.”


“So Dymas has never been back to Sparta?” Martin asked.


“No… he has been back, but he never brought anyone with him.” Aricia answered.


“Strange don’t you think?” Martin said.


“Very strange yes,” Dysea spoke.


Martin took their hands and led them toward the exit where Andreus had just come through. “We’ll figure it out.” He spoke confidently. “Melda Min you have another tour with the Minister of Education, and Little Wolf and I are going into the market to grab some new clothes since my Queens do not approve of my wardrobe.”


“What wardrobe?” Dysea teased him as they headed for the door. “If you aren’t wearing a uniform, you are naked.”

“And you don’t like it when I’m naked?” Martin asked leaning over to kiss her.


Dysea smiled and pushed him away gently. “I love it when you are naked… we all do. But we do occasionally have people over to our home Nauta Melme. You can’t run around naked all the time.”


“Spoil sport.” He spoke.


“Little Wolf,” Dysea said. “Will you do something with him? Get him something that makes him look presentable.”


Aricia laughed. “Don’t worry. I know exactly what you and I like on him, and Anja has already sent me images of what she thinks he would look good in.” Aricia took his arm as they reached the door. “I will make certain he is properly clothed.”


“Our contacts were correct.” The man spoke to the older figure as they sat at the small table of the outdoor café. “He is here with her, across the street at the clothing store.”

Autolycus turned slowly and let his eyes settle on Martin’s tall frame as Aricia placed a shirt in front of him, holding it out across his broad shoulders and measuring it. He watched Martin make a face and then Aricia broke into laughter as she turned to another rack of clothes.

Autolycus was nearly two thousand years old and had been a member of the Spartan Senate for the last fifteen hundred years. He had been instrumental in shaping much of what Sparta now was, and he was very close to finally achieving what he sought most, and that was the abolishing of the law allowing only someone of the line of Leonidas to be King. Once he had that law changed, then he could push to have the Eurypontid line restored and his ascension to the Kingship of Sparta would be relatively simple. Many considered him to be pompous and arrogant, though he considered himself to be forward thinking. Having the people of Sparta waiting for a King that might never come was in his opinion foolish. The Alliance and their vampire hordes grew stronger and pressed in all around Sparta, while his people grew stagnant.
Autolycus knew that his son Midlan abused the power that his status gave him, often reverting to coercion and violence to get his way, and while Autolycus used these tactics as well, he was not open about it. While he tolerated it from his son, Autolycus had no intention of allowing Midlan to continue his antics once he was King. His obsession with Aricia was only the latest of his annoying temperaments, and Autolycus was becoming more and more frustrated with his son.


This was the young Shifter from North America that had been seen within the halls of the Senate building with Theron. There were many rumors floating through the city in regards to this young man. Autolycus himself had seen him several times, studying intently the scrolls in the ancient library, as well as coming from the Chief Mage’s School. 
“What information have you been able to obtain?” Autolycus asked as he watched them.

“The old Royal villa where he is staying is heavily guarded. The Centurions are not in regular uniforms, and they are staying right on the estate. The three females go no where without a Centurion in civilian clothes with them, to include Aricia.” The man answered. 

“What about the other two females?” Autolycus asked. 

“The flame haired one is called Anja. She spends much of her days at the main hospital.” The man replied. “The she-elf is less predictable in her time spent, but she has been studying our educational systems for the most part.”
“And she is the one who assaulted my son’s companions?” Autolycus asked.

The man nodded. “They attempted to grab her at Midlan’s orders, and she defended herself.”

“Indeed…” Autolycus spoke. “She tossed one fully trained Spartan across a table, pinned another to the table with a knife hidden on her thigh, and then placed another knife to my son’s throat.”

“That is what the accounts say yes.”

“What about the villa?” Autolycus asked.

The man shook his head. “There are psychic dampeners ringing the perimeter; Class Nine dampeners, at least twenty of them, possibly more.”
Autolycus looked at him now. “Class Nine?” He asked. “Are you certain?”

The man nodded. “My contacts are positive. Is this important?”

“Class Nine Psychic Dampeners are only used to contain or block the most powerful Tier Six telepaths.” Autolycus spoke. “Twenty of them would render any type of psychic intrusion impossible. It would also block any attempt to scan the villa. That is very odd.” He spoke turning back to look at Martin and Aricia. “What else?”

“The villa’s workers will not be of any use.” The man spoke. “All of them are completely loyal to the line of Leonidas. Two of my contacts believe that the workers are part of The Watchers.”

“Ah yes… the mythical group of men and women who wait for the coming of the descendant of Leonidas.” Autolycus spoke, “Something that will never happen if I have my way, regardless if he exists or not. We do not need a war mongering fool in power again. We need to make peace with the vampires, not war.”
Autolycus watched Martin carefully, reaching out with his own psychic ability. He was one of the twenty-two Tier Six telepaths in Sparta, having been trained by the Chief Mage before Thr’won took that duty. Her appointment had not pleased him in the least, as no elf had ever risen to such a position before her. No non-Pureblood had ever held such a position before, and it had angered many of the older men and women. He kept his probe mingled in with the surface thoughts of the hundreds of people who were shopping in the stores and on the streets as he reached out to touch Martin’s mind.
He let the tendril of his mind wrap around dozens of others as he drew closer to Martin and Aricia, always hiding in the background of their surface thoughts. He closed his eyes as he detected no one higher than a Tier Two telepath with the exception of the two Spartans that stood nearby in civilian clothes. He easily avoided their Tier Four skills, while altering the perception of his own tendril of telepathic power. He moved closer to Martin and Aricia, shaking his head at how easy it was. This foreigner was nothing to be worried about, as he only had…

Autolycus detected the shimmer just under Martin’s surface thoughts and he reached for it slowly, winding his way through the mass of his outer thoughts, laughing with the three women, an older woman cooking for him, all very normal and basic surface thoughts.

Autolycus’s eyes sprang open. “What’s this?” He spoke softly. He worked the tendril of his power closer and then he felt it. It was a subconscious psychic shield, erected around Martin’s mind and using the surface thoughts as cover. It was the same for Aricia, her surface thoughts also providing expert camouflage for the subconscious barrier. Only a skilled telepath like himself would have detected it at all. He gently probed the subconscious barrier, skirting around the edges of the shield mingled among the upper thoughts of the hundreds of other tendrils. The barrier was black and quite seamless, and it was the most powerful subconscious barrier he had ever seen in all his years. He mixed in with the other tendrils of thoughts and simply observed the barrier. It was like staring at an endless black void, totally empty of everything. He realized now they surface thoughts they were radiating were a very advanced form of camouflage, to mask the barrier around their minds. There was something very intimidating about this black wall, and he pulled his thoughts back further to avoid detection. 

“This foreign Alpha is not who they claim he is.” Autolycus spoke finally.

The man looked at him. “Sir, are you sure?”

Autolycus nodded. “Oh yes… very sure.”

“None of the reports we have indicate anything special about him sir.” The man spoke. “May I ask what leads you to believe this?”

“He has a psychic barrier protecting his mind, as does Aricia.” Autolycus spoke softly. “A subconscious telepathic shield that as far as I can tell appears impervious to intrusion.”
“This is significant?” The man asked.

“Very.” Autolycus replied. “It means he is far more powerful than the aura he projects outward suggests, as is Aricia. And if I miss my guess the other two females he is mated with are also projecting limited auras so as not to draw attention to them.” Autolycus shook his head. “No… this is no mere foreign Alpha… he is much more, regardless of what your reports and contacts say.”

“What are your instructions?” The man asked.

“I will need to make some inquiries before I have instructions for you.” Autolycus spoke. “I will be able to reach you as normal?”
“Of course, sir. I have a dedicated frequency.”

Autolycus got to his feet, “Very well. I will contact you in three days. Until that time… continue to monitor what they do.”

“As you wish sir.”

Autolycus nodded and moved away from the table quickly.

EDEN


“He was planting directives to spy on the new Elder Council, as well as to map out certain portions of the command center here.” Lynwe spoke. She sat next to Selene, at the conference table, Selene’s hand clasped tightly within her own. Tarifa, Admiral Wallace, Dekton and Aihola completed the six people in the room.

“So he knows who she is?” Tarifa asked.

Selene nodded. “It would appear Marcus had an intense hatred for me that I was not aware of.” She replied. She looked calm and composed, even though two nights ago Graham had come to her apartment and grunted and groaned for three hours while he raped her, before finally biting her and leaving within minutes. Selene had never thought he would stop rutting like a pig and leave her, and it took everything she had to keep from vomiting all over him. Within minutes of Graham leaving her apartment Lynwe had been there, embracing her within her arms and soothing her. She also had bitten Selene, taking just enough blood to counteract the influence of Graham. Then she proceeded to make Selene come long and hard to expel Graham’s foul essence from her body. Then it was a long hot bath and nine solid hours of sleep within Lynwe’s protective embrace before rising. She had eaten two steaks then to regain her lost strength, and then Lynwe had made love to her for four breathtaking hours, making her scream out in pleasure the entire time. She had taken Lynwe’s blood during their last time, careful not to bite her thick jugular vein and only take enough blood to make them both feel the burning pleasure as it swept through them. And then it was back to bed for another long stretch. 
Now they sat in the conference room, and Selene felt better than she had in decades, and while she knew much of it was due to her now very active vampire genes, the rest was due to Lynwe’s love and care for her. 
“Marcus suspected I was still alive, and once I gave Martin the information which allowed him to target the two sites for the suitcase nuclear weapons, then Marcus knew I was alive. Graham was sent here specifically to find me by the Vampire Priestess. He thought it was an added bonus when he discovered I was the Chief Secretary of Eden.”


Tarifa sat back in her chair. “Was he able to learn anything from you Selene?” She asked, “From your blood?” 

Selene shook her head quickly. “I don’t think so.” She replied. “Nothing more than was not public knowledge already. I’ve already directed my office to make adjustments where necessary and complete changes if needed. Thankfully you have left me out of the military aspects of whatever it is you are doing.”


“Selene… I... we are sorry about that.” Aihola spoke.


“By the gods don’t be!” She exclaimed looking at Aihola. “If I had been privy to that he would know whatever we are doing. I could not live with that on my shoulders.”


“Everything went as planned then Lynwe?” Tarifa asked.


“The amount of time for Selene to recover will depend on how much blood that pig takes. The more he takes… the more I need to take to counteract his influence. Now that… now that I am a full vampire…”

Selene choked up at that, drawing Lynwe’s attention to her. “I am so very sorry for that Lynwe.” She said softly, tears forming in her eyes.


Lynwe brought Selene’s hand up in hers and planted a soft kiss on her knuckles. “We talked of this already my love.” She said in reply, her words warm and full of emotion. “It was meant to be… and I do not regret it in any way.”


Selene took a deep breath and nodded looking at this Drow woman who had stolen her heart and repaired her soul. “You’re right.” She said.


Lynwe turned back to Tarifa. “She can make a report the next day, but she will be drained and will need rest and food to replace what she loses each time. I will make the report if that is agreeable to you my Queen?”


“Of course Lynwe,” Tarifa answered without hesitation. “Whatever time she needs to recover her strength fully will not be an issue, I swear it to you.”


“Deval appears to be older than we first thought because Lynwe’s and my tolerance for the sunlight is considerably more than we guessed it would be.” Selene spoke again, having regained her composure. It did not go unnoticed that she held tightly to Lynwe’s hand. “Though I would prefer to wait until this thing with Graham is complete before we fully test it, we are both confident that we can withstand the direct sun for at least several hours.”


Aihola looked at Dekton. “How long will this vile arrangement need to go on Dekton?” She asked.

“I have spoken with the King and he is sending one of the Chief Mage’s Tier Six telepathic apprentices to Eden. He should be here tomorrow. The young man volunteered, as he has studied vampire physiology for a number of years. He will assist Lynwe and Selene in building their telepathic connection enough that Selene can tap into Graham’s thoughts directly while he is… less aware.”


“You mean while he is raping her?” Wallace spoke, the anger in his voice evident.


“I think we all are very aware of the Spartan view of rape.” Tarifa spoke quickly, saving Dekton from snapping at Wallace. “Dekton despises it just as much as you Admiral.”


Wallace sighed. “I know. I just feel this is my fault to begin with. I allowed it to happen on EDEN” He spoke. 


Selene leaned forward in her chair. “You did not allow this to happen!” She spoke, her voice firm and confident. “Admiral… you kept your word to me and rescued my family. I initially may have blamed you, but I have come to realize that you were just as duped by Graham and Marcus and Deval as I was. You must not do this. Lynwe and I have decided to do this for the good of Eden and all her people. I have found the strength and the love to do this Admiral… you must let the guilt go now.”

“Dekton?” Aihola said. 


“Chief Mage Thr’won feels that with the proper skills and limited training Selene could attempt to tap into Graham’s thoughts within three weeks. If her first attempt is successful, then on the next attempt she can retrieve all she can while Lynwe waits outside her apartment. With Lynwe helping her own abilities, allowing her to draw on her considerable will, they should be able to get what we need from him.” Dekton replied.


Selene nodded. “Four more times.” She said looking at Lynwe. “I can do this my love.”


“Then we will do it together.” Lynwe answered.


“Then what do we do with Graham?” Wallace asked.


Tarifa’s voice was filled with barely concealed rage. “Then Lynwe can do with him…”


“…what she wishes.” Aihola finished.


“There is something else we need to consider.” Dekton spoke. They all turned to him. “Lynwe and Selene are now fully vampires. While the pure blood genes in their systems will allow them to go much longer periods without feeding on real blood… they will need to do this. They can still eat normal food and take nourishment from that… but they will need blood to fully sustain them.” He explained. 

“How often?” Tarifa asked.


“My mate once told me that a pure blooded vampire could go nearly two months before needing to feed.” Dekton said. “I do not know how long it would be for Lynwe and Selene because the genes have been diluted. The King has already said he would donate his own blood for this, but unfortunately the blood of a Pureblood wolf will not suffice for these purposes. Therefore I can not donate either, or I would be first in line. Queen Anja is already working on cloning normal blood for your use, but it will be several weeks before she is able to complete this.”


“I will.” Tarifa spoke without hesitation.


“As will I,” Aihola echoed right after her.


Dekton shook his head. I thought of that. He told them within their mind link. I would recommend you donate quickly.


Why Dekton? Tarifa asked.


Once I claim both of you, my blood will cancel out any nutrients they might gather from yours.


Tarifa and Aihola looked at him. That’s quite a large presumption on your part Spartan. Aihola spoke. 
What makes you think we will allow you to claim us? Tarifa asked sternly.

Dekton’s face changed quickly and he blinked. Forgive… forgive me. He stammered. Perhaps… perhaps I was mistaken. I will… I will speak no more of it.

Tarifa and Aihola were surprised when that part of Dekton’s mind snapped shut like a steel trap, and suddenly the warmth and feelings he had been projecting and allowing to caress them for the last two days was gone. This caused both of them to flinch almost imperceptibly, for both of them had come to relish those sensations. When he had first touched them with his aura and they felt his desire for them it had been wonderful to say the least. They basked in the feelings he projected to them, letting it swarm around them. Last night they had decided to play with Dekton a little. They wanted to tease him and make him desire them even more. It appeared they had gone too far.

“I will ask my family.” Selene spoke softly, causing them to turn back to her. “They have a right to know what I have become. What we have become.” She said squeezing Lynwe’s hand. “They won’t turn us away.”


Dekton was silent, not knowing what to say. He had thought that Tarifa and Aihola had wanted him as much as he wanted them. He could smell the desire for him on both of them the other night yet now their reaction to his words was not what he had expected and it appeared he had misjudged what they wanted.


“Will keeping a pint or two of blood in their apartments be enough?” Aihola asked. She looked at Dekton when he didn’t answer, “Dekton?”


Dekton shook his head quickly and looked at her. “That should be sufficient for the moment.” He answered finally. Aihola looked at Tarifa with a puzzled expression on her face and then she shrugged imperceptibly.


“We will meet two days after each encounter like this.” Tarifa said. “Then Selene will have enough time to recover and gathered the thoughts she and Lynwe have into something they can present to us. I want this to be very clear. We will not sacrifice Selene for anything. We have already instructed Lynwe that should Graham attempt anything out of the ordinary she has our permission to end his miserable existence or capture him.”


Aihola looked across the table at Lynwe, whose face was an emotionless mask, void of any expression. “Lynwe… you have not spoken much. Can you endure this my friend?”


Lynwe looked up and met her eyes. “If Selene can endure then I will endure.” She replied evenly. “I will not allow any harm to come to her. She has become… Selene and Eden have become my reasons for living.”


Selene squeezed her hand tightly and smiled. “They are my reasons now as well.”


Tarifa nodded. “Good.” She spoke looking at Aihola. Their eyes darted to where Dekton had slid back further against the wall.

Nya Istel… did we overdo it? He has closed that part of himself to us. She asked within their private link.

It makes me feel empty Tarifa. Aihola said. I do not wish to play games with him any longer my love. I think that was a bad decision on our part, to tease him. We thought to be playful and he has taken it to mean something else.

I do not want us to be second to a woman that is long dead Aihola. Tarifa spoke. You can still feel the love he holds for her.

Yes… but I also feel the love that flows through him for us.

Tonight Nya Istel, Tarifa spoke. I don’t want to wait any longer. Do you?

No. I want to feel him inside me, inside you. I want to feel his arms around us. It burns within me just as strongly as you do.

Tarifa nodded, For me as well. Tonight Nya Istel, tonight we will claim what we both so want.

Tarifa looked at everyone at the table. “We should allow everyone to come in now and begin our normal routine. These meetings we should have in either my office or Aihola’s before our normal day begins so as not to arouse suspicion. We have quite a bit to cover today, and we need to get started.”

They all nodded in agreement.

NEW MIAMI


Moran sat in his small office looking at the monitor and watching the face of the man on the screen. The moon reflected brightly off the white powder on the ground behind him, all around him snow covered mountains in the background. This was one of his most trusted Lieutenants, like him a Genome that had been turned into a vampire. 


“This facility has been stripped completely bare Colonel.” The man spoke. “But it has been done recently, within the last decade or so.”


“Any signs of the reactor we need?” Moran asked.


The man smiled, the skin on his face still tanned. The hood of his parka was pushed back revealing the form fitting white ski mask. “It was here Colonel, a Russian Class Five Nuke Reactor, just like you said. Whoever cleaned out this place, they took it with them.”

“They aren’t exactly in the most hospitable of terrain Marks.” Moran spoke. “Any signs of where they went?”

“The top of the reactor shaft was cranked open Colonel. They took it out by air, which narrows the field down to our own people, unless someone else has a transport big enough to lift out a three thousand ton reactor.” Lieutenant Marks reported.


“Damn!” Moran spoke. “We have two bases in that area, both of them commanded by slobbering fools who fancy themselves old vampires.”

“They are old Robert.” Yuri’s voice came from behind him.


Moran turned to watch her walk into his office. She wore a long flowing gown, almost transparent in nature, which wrapped around her lithe figure. Her raven colored hair cascaded past her shoulders elegantly. Moran fought down the surge of sexual energy that Yuri always elicited from him when she was nearby.

“Yuri I didn’t mean to…” Moran started to speak.


“Yes you did Robert.” She spoke with a smile, as she placed her hand on his shoulder. Her fingers danced across his neck as she stepped up next to him and looked at the monitor. “The governors of those two bases are over fifteen hundred years old each.”


Moran nodded. “And they consistently come up short in their tribute and their respect for you.” He spoke. “The reactor does exist, and one of them has it.”


“So it would appear.” Yuri said, handing him the glass with the rich red blood in it. “Lieutenant Marks you said it was removed by air?”


“Yes Mistress.” The man answered.

“Then I suggest you begin your search on Prefect Blacke’s base.” Yuri spoke. “You operate with my authority now Lieutenant, and that of my Military Commander. Find out if he has the reactor and if he doesn’t, dispose of him and his cronies and move to Prefect Uniglnia’s base of operations.”


Marks nodded. “I will need more men to complete that task Mistress.”


Yuri nodded while meeting Moran’s dark eyes. “I’m sure Colonel Moran will see to it Lieutenant. Please advise us when you have new information.”


Marks nodded, “As you order, Marks out.”


Yuri waited for the screen to go black before turning to watch Moran rise to his feet and meet her black eyes. She watched his brown eyes looked her up and down hungrily and she felt a surge of sexual energy course through her. She struck a small pose for him, dipping her head slightly, pushing her full breasts out to strain against the top of the gown.

“Do I meet your approval?” She asked softly.


Moran stepped up to her quickly, backing her up against the wall near his desk and wrapping his arms around her waist. “You always meet with my approval.” He growled lowering his lips to her neck and sucking on her warm soft skin.


Yuri smiled. “And that means I do not have to worry about you wandering on me one night in the future?” She spoke.


Moran pulled his head back and looked at her. “Wandering?”


Yuri traced her index finger along his jaw, “Seeing some luscious young female elf that catches your eye and stirs your blood.”


“Is that what you think I would do?” He asked.


Yuri dropped her gaze quickly. “No… I’m sorry for speaking of it.”


“Yuri… I’ve wanted you since the first day I saw you in that cell; and only you.” Moran told her honestly. “There isn’t a female alive that could stir my blood like you do.”


“My father will not be pleased I have chosen you.” She spoke.


Moran looked at her. “Why?”


“You are not a Pureblood.” She replied. “He would rather see me take a Pureblood Vampire male. He has one already picked out in fact.”


Moran smiled. “Does he now?” He spoke as his hands dropped from her hips to stroke the outsides of her thighs. “Do his fingers make you burn like mine?” He asked.

Yuri grinned, feeling the heat ignite in her belly at his caress. “No.” She whispered.


Moran found the slit of her dress in the front and he pushed it aside, his hand delving between her satiny thighs as his lips went to her bare shoulder. Yuri gasped when he took the thin white panties in his strong hand and ripped them away in one pull. His fingers returned to her center, caressing and stroking the thin line of her black pubic hair. She felt him go to his knees in front of her, and her stomach clenched when she felt his warmth breath on her skin, her hands and fingering entwining in his dark brown hair. “I understand Pureblood male vampires don’t do this.” He spoke looking up at her.


Yuri smiled, her eyes closed as his lips caressed her belly, sending tiny jolts of pleasure through her skin. This was very new to her, as he had never done this. “Don’t… don’t do what?” She asked in a husky voice. “Don’t tease me Robert, I want you inside me.”


“They don’t do this.” Moran spoke softly before lowering his lips to her pussy and engulfing her semi erect clit in his warm mouth. Yuri’s eyes flew open and her body arched forward as she was rocked with an orgasm of incredible power. 


“Ahhhhhhh!” She exclaimed as he sucked her clit hard, his tongue flicking madly across the now throbbing bud as her thighs quivered. He gripped her legs and lifted her spasming body up, draping her legs over his shoulders as he continued to suck her clit, his tongue delving deeply into her pussy as her cum soaked his lips and lower jaw. Yuri’s upper body jerked and her arms griped the wall for support as another orgasm ripped through her before the first had even subsided. Her asscheeks clenched in his strong hands as he fed. Not on her blood this time, but on the sweet tasting juices of her delicious pussy as they erupted from her with a force she had never experienced in almost three thousand years. No man had ever feasted on her this way in all that time, and her body was screaming out the pleasure of it. Her hips bucked several more times, splashing his face with her juices, and she could feel his tongue lapping away at her pussy like a cat. She gripped his head, knowing that she had to be pulling his thick hair hard, as she rode his tongue with fervor, never wanting the incredible sensations to stop. Her chest heaved the nipples on her large breasts painfully hard and standing out, pressing against the fabric of the dress she wore.

Moran drank her pussy like he drank her blood, with as much gusto as he could. The fluid pouring from her pussy was almost as sweet as her blood tasted, and her grip on his head told him this was not something she had experienced often. He felt her hips buck weakly a few more times before she slumped against the wall completely spent. He held her easily in his hands, propping her against the wall as he drained the sweet come from her, getting every drop that lingered. He planted a soft lingering kiss on her still erect clit, feeling her quiver as he kissed it tenderly, before he kissed his way back up her abdomen and slowly lowered her legs until they were around his waist and he was looking at her beautiful face. Her eyes were closed in the aftermath of the successive orgasms, and she was biting her lower lip.


“They don’t do that.” Moran spoke softly, watching her eyes fly open at his voice.

Yuri’s normally black orbs had changed to vampire cobalt blue now, her fangs extending as she looked at him, “That… that was utterly amazing!” She gasped.


“Three thousand years and no one has ever done that before?” Moran asked.

Yuri shook her head quickly. “I… I never allowed it.” She spoke. “I… I always thought oral sex to be disgusting.”


Moran lowered his head and nibbled her throat. “I hope that doesn’t mean I have to stop.” He spoke.


“Gods no!” Yuri exclaimed. “I no longer consider it disgusting!”


Moran chuckled and drew back his head to look at her, his eyes now also the cobalt blue of a vampire. “You will never have to worry about me wandering Yuri.” He told her. “I have tasted your blood, and now your sweet pussy. I don’t need anything else, especially not another woman, unless we are using her for food. And I don’t particularly care what your father will say. Do you?”


Yuri shook her head. “I have tasted your blood Robert.” She said. “I don’t desire to taste anyone else’s.”


“Then that is settled.” He spoke, leaning over to kiss her hard, plunging his tongue between her lips to take what he wanted.


Yuri’s body was singing out at what he had just done to her, and she groaned against his dominant and possessive kiss, pressing her body tightly to him allowing him to plunder her own tongue. She had never been one to allow this type of submissiveness in herself, yet with Moran it enhanced her pleasure greatly, and she very much wanted it to continue. He treated her like the Princess she was, sating every desire she had in bed, but knowing his place when out of it. And she had already witnessed his possessive nature when it came to her, attested to the fact that two much younger vampire troopers now lay in the morgue, their throats ripped wide open from his hands after he had over heard them discussing what they would like to do with the High Priestess.

“We have… we have a Ministerial Dinner to attend, and… and you have left me with no panties Robert.” Yuri told him with a smile.


“Yes… I know.” He answered with a smile of his own. “I prefer you not cover yourself tonight.”


“Whatever for?”


Moran leaned over and let his lips graze hers. “I might just happen to drop my fork during dinner. I’ll have to look for it under the table.” He said softly.


Yuri looked at him wide eyed. “You wouldn’t dare.” She gasped but with a seductive twinkle in her eyes.


Moran grinned. “Are you so sure?”


Yuri reached up and stroked his cheek slowly, gazing into his vampire eyes. “I came here to get a progress report on Graham before we went to the dinner.” She spoke softly. “It seems I have discovered something and someone far more invigorating. You are so different than other men I have known.”


Moran nodded, “Maybe because I don’t just want to fuck you Yuri. I want to possess you for myself.”


Yuri smiled. “I like when you speak those words to me.” She told him.


“Get used to hearing them now that I have tasted your blood and your passion.” He spoke. He lowered her completely to the floor, straightening her dress for her, even though her panties were a shredded mess on the floor. He pulled the chair over to where she was standing noticing that her legs were still quivering ever so slightly in the aftermath of what she had just experienced. When she sat down he handed her the glass of blood as he went to the corner of his desk and sat down on the edge. “I heard from that prick this morning.” He spoke.

Yuri lifted the crystal glass of blood to her ruby red lips, her hands still shaking with the receding passion she had just experienced. She took a long sip of the delicious blood and met his eyes. “And what did the good Senator have to say?”


“He’s made his second contact with Selene Torcrum.” Moran spoke. “He’s not much of a field operative, but at least he can write a decent report.”


“Has he curbed his more vile tendencies with women while he is in Eden? If he doesn’t they’ll discover him.” Yuri spoke.


Moran nodded as he moved to the small wet bar and poured a glass of fresh blood. “I told him if he didn’t I’d gut him myself and watched the rats eat his entrails.” He spoke. “He’s changed his appearance as well, so he’s not easily recognized. He implanted his instructions to Selene on this last attempt. He’ll see her three more times to reinforce the commands to the point where all we have to do is trigger them.”


Yuri nodded. “Excellent. Not only will we gain valuable information, we can use her to kill Tarifa and Aihola. And once Graham is gone, nothing will tie her actions to us, and Leonidas can’t launch his missiles.”


“Then can I kill Graham?” Moran asked.


Yuri chuckled. “Yes Robert. Then you may kill him. He will have outlived his usefulness then.”


“Good.” Moran spat. 


“I must ask you something Robert.” She spoke.


Moran detected the change in her tone of voice and he met her eyes. “What?”


“I… I told you my father would not approve that you and I have shared blood.” Yuri spoke. “I do not wish to tell him.”


“Why?” Moran asked.


“He will have you butchered and there is nothing I can do to stop him. He is far more powerful than I. There… there is however another way that we can always be together, and that is what I wish, for us to always be together, more than anything.”

“I’m listening.” Moran spoke.


“As Princess… I am entitled to have one male concubine who I have turned that is bound to me.” Yuri spoke looking at him. “I may have to wed a Pureblood, but I can still choose who shares my bed.”


“And you want to know if I will do this?” Moran asked.


“You… you are not the type of man to take second place to anyone Robert.” Yuri told him. “And I would prefer you know the truth of everything.”

“You’ll still have to sleep with this man your father has chosen for you though right?” Moran spoke.


Yuri nodded slowly. “Yes… but only enough to make a child.” She answered. “And I have enough power to determine who gives me that child, though that is not something my father or anyone else knows.” She looked at him. “The man he has chosen for me is a pompous child half my age. He is the son of one of my father’s strongest supporters, a decadent fool who has any number of whores that share his bed. I don’t expect that will change even if I am his wife. We will be together in name only really. I will endure his touch upon me once or twice before I declare myself with child. That child will be yours.”

Moran looked at her. “And your father will not find this out?”


Yuri smiled. “My father wishes a Pureblood grandchild, and that is what I will give him, a Pureblood child of my blood and yours. Xerxes has more bastard children then he can keep track of, and my father wishes a heir once he is finally gone. I will give him that heir, and that child will be of our union, not someone who I vomit even thinking about.”


Moran shifted on the desk, settling completely on the edge his feet not touching the floor. “May I ask why your father desires a heir so much?”


“Xerxes refuses to take a bride of Pureblood.” Yuri explained. “He enjoys his liaisons with hundreds of women far too much. None of the Pureblood females are twisted enough for him. And my younger sister is a traitor to her own kind, and will never have a child.”


Moran’s eyes went wide, “Sister?” He spoke. “You have a sister?”


Yuri nodded. “She is a Pureblood Princess like me, but she is the product of my father’s affections with his royal concubine, not my mother.”


“I take it from the tone of your voice that you and she do not like each other?” Moran spoke.


Yuri looked at him. “We despise each other.” Yuri answered. “Isabella betrayed my father and with her mother’s support she is now a part of the rebellion against us. My father butchered her mother for this, cutting her open in front of Isabella’s eyes. It was wonderful to see.”


“So your sister… this Isabella… she is in Sparta?” Moran asked.


Yuri got to her feet, the breeze from the open window fanning her bare pussy. “No.” She replied. “There are some things that I should probably inform you of before events begin to overtake us.”

“This ought to be good.” Moran said with a grin.


Yuri looked at him. “My father controls an empire Robert, a large empire, vast beyond your imagination.”


“I don’t know… I have a pretty good imagination.” Moran replied with a grin.


Yuri chuckled. “Yes you do.” She replied. “However… outside of our bed… does your imagination extend to beyond the realms of this planet?”


Moran’s eyes narrowed. “Excuse me?”


“My father’s empire consists of three thousand seven hundred and eighty-six planets in three hundred and four different planetary systems Robert.” Yuri told him. “He has been trying to make Earth one of those planets, as well as this planetary system. Leonidas and his kind have prevented that for more than four millennia.”


Moran laughed loudly, shaking his head as he did. Yuri did not take offense, as she had expected this reaction. He looked at her, and saw the seriousness of her face, and the smile slowly drifted away. “You… you are serious?” He said.


Yuri nodded. “I’m very serious.” She replied. “This is not something that I would joke with you on Robert. My feelings for you have only grown since I turned you almost five hundred years ago, and now that we have shared blood and professed our love for each other, I want you to know all that I do.”


Moran got to his feet his eyes never leaving her face. “Shit… you aren’t kidding!” He said trying to make sense of what she was telling him, and unable to comprehend the enormity of it.

“No… I’m not.” She said. “Vampires did not originate on this planet and neither did Werewolves. They were our slaves as you know, for many thousands of years prior to Leonidas. Earth was a farm of sorts for us to collect slaves. We have many such planets, though that number has dropped over the last few millennia due to Leonidas’s actions. He was not only a King of Sparta in earth history, but he was the son of a King to nine hundred other races and species that served us. His actions started the rebellion that continues to this day, in hundreds of systems on hundreds of planets. The war is a stalemate for the most part; we take a system and the rebellion takes one back from us. That is why Xerxes was first assigned here. We knew the leaders of the rebellion sent their child here to earth to be safe. We did not know that the leaders of the rebellion chose 10000 fetuses, including Leonidas and implanted them into Spartan women over the next decade. Even though we managed to kill Leonidas’s parents, they were able to spirit him here to earth. Those 10,000 children became the foundation for the rebellion that would take place here on earth. When we discovered this, Xerxes came here to destroy Leonidas. Xerxes underestimated the power Leonidas had over those within Sparta and the training the human Spartans themselves had begun. As Leonidas and the others grew and trained, the legend of the Spartans grew; their fearlessness in battle, their superior training, their laconic bravery and their undying loyalty to Leonidas. And as they grew, they took wives and mates and made more of their kind. 


“Xerxes underestimated him and Leonidas almost succeeded in killing him that last day. Instead his death served to spur the remaining Werewolves and even the humans to greater deeds and feats, until finally Xerxes was defeated. Father was incensed with this outcome and he striped Xerxes of the title of High Guard Commander and gave it to me. We knew Leonidas fathered at least two children, one who was a boy when he died, and the other was conceived on the night he left for Thermopylae. We have been searching this planet for centuries trying to find those two sons and their descendants. The first born we killed many years later, but the second son we never found alive. We found remains a hundred and fifty years later that appeared to be this son, and it was evident that he had fathered many children, so that began our vigil for the descendant that would one day rise up and begin anew what Leonidas started all across the universe the day he was killed.”


Moran got off the desk and walked to the window, shaking his head. “Man.” Moran spoke. “This is some wild shit.”


“You don’t believe me Robert?” Yuri asked.


He turned to look at her and shook his head. “No… it’s not that. After what I have seen and experienced in the last five hundred years with you, I believe it. You have to admit it’s very hard to absorb right now.”


Yuri nodded. “I don’t doubt that.” She said.


“And the elves, what about them,” He asked. “Do they exist off… off of earth?” 


Yuri nodded. “In much larger numbers than you would believe. Dymas… Walter somehow had the genetic code of elves imprinted on him so that he was able to create them with little difficulty. At first we thought it was a boon for us, more elves that we could make slaves and not have to worry about them knowing the history of their people outside of earth.” She shook her head. “That became a mute point when he gave them the desire to be free. If Martin is this descendant and he escapes earth, not only will he spur the rebellion on, but Dysea will become Queen to more than three trillion elves across the universe, Anja will become Queen to even more of her people, and Aricia will be Queen of all Werewolves and Shifters. Now you begin to see why we must stop him here.”


Moran looked at her. “So that is why Xerxes said it would be months before he got here. He’s not even on earth?”


Yuri nodded. “He is in an adjoining system putting down a revolt.” She answered. “Earth is closest for him to bring his forces when he is finished to rest and recuperate. And take another load of slaves off world.”


“And vampires are much more in number than here on earth?” Moran asked.


Yuri smiled and nodded. “Oh yes. Our last census put our total population at thirty-nine trillion.” She told him.


“And your father is the boss?”


Yuri nodded again. “He is the High Overlord, yes.”


“So where is he?”


“Our home planet is called Usu’Ozeib 7.” Yuri replied. “It is roughly thirteen months from here traveling on our fastest ship.”


“And how fast is that?”


“I am not skilled in engineering or physics, but I believe it is roughly seven times the speed of light.” Yuri answered.


“And it takes thirteen months to get there!” Moran asked in disbelief.


“I told you our empire was vast Robert.” Yuri spoke. “The rebellion has claimed about two thousand planets in roughly a hundred and thirty systems. Their home planet is called Apo Prime and it resides roughly the same distance from earth, so now you understand why earth is considered so strategic.”


“And what is their population?” Moran asked.


“I do not know for sure… as we have never been able to get clear data on them. Our estimates put their overall population at twenty-two to twenty-five trillion.” Yuri answered. “Our military forces are nearly equal in size and capabilities, so you see why we have been in a stalemate for so long. Once Leonidas’s actions became known, the rebellion began training their men and women to the exact specifications that the Spartans used. We have the larger fleet; they have the better ground forces and in many instances the more cunning and innovative leaders. They have also been able to secret away advances in technology within Spartan culture, much of it revolving around those damn Shi Viskas they all wear, and more advanced medical technologies that you would normally find here on earth. I do not know what else they have been able to bequeath to the Spartans, but it has allowed them to withstand us through the centuries here on earth until things are as they are now.”

Moran stepped up to her and looked dead into her dark eyes. “Yuri please tell me you aren’t busting my balls.” He said.


Yuri laughed and put her hands on his chest. “I will do much to your balls in the future Robert, including bathing them with my tongue after what you did to me earlier, but no, I am not lying to you in any way. I can show you many things now… but first… I meant what I said earlier Robert.” She said looking at him. “About you and I. Before we go any further I need to know if you can tolerate that arrangement I spoke of. If you will stand by me for all eternity, so that our children can one day rule my father’s empire, and we in their stead until they come of age. Can you do that?”


Moran’s arms slid around her slim waist, pulling her tightly to him. “You are sure I am what you desire? Out of all the suitors you could have?”

Yuri smiled and melted into his arms. “Oh yes.” She spoke softly, “Quite sure.”

“Then I will endure.” He spoke. “If it ultimately keeps you safe, and keeps us together, then yes.”


Yuri smiled and wrapped her arms around his waist. “Then let me show you the wonders that exist off this world my husband.” Yuri spoke softly. “Put your forehead to mine and close your eyes.”


Moran hesitated for only a moment before doing this and Yuri smiled when his skin touched hers. “See what I have seen Robert. All I have experienced. And finally know what I know.” She whispered as she closed her eyes and initiated the telepathic link that would bind them together for all time.

EDEN


“So how do I look?” Aihola asked as she did a quick spin in front of Tarifa. The soft white robe clung to her shapely figure, and reached to the floor. Aihola was naked underneath, the robe tied just under her firm breasts.

They had gone shopping after leaving the Command building, picking out matching the matching robes for their planned seduction of Dekton. As the day wore on, and they spent more time without the feel of Dekton’s aura embracing them, they began to need him more. Both of them were filled with guilt, having been together for so long, they had forgotten what it was like to lure a man into their bed. That he desired them was without question, as they both could feel that aura pounding against his psychic shields, even as strong as he was. That they both would feel so empty without his presence swarming around their minds had surprised them both and it became the largest indicator to them that he was meant for them.

Tarifa looked at her lover with hungry eyes, “You looked delicious.” She spoke in a husky voice.


Aihola stepped up to Tarifa and pulled her body tightly against her own flesh. Their breasts touched and even with the thin fabric between them, they could feel the blood pounding in their veins. And for the first time since they had become lovers, it pounded for someone other than each other.


“Are… are you as nervous as I am?” She asked.


Tarifa nodded before she kissed her softly. “We need him Nya Istel. We need him badly.” She said.


Aihola nodded. “Yes we do. Are you ready?”


Tarifa nodded and they both reached out with their minds.


DEKTON! Tarifa exclaimed in what was paramount to a shout for telepathic connection. Come quickly, something is wrong with Nya Istel! Hurry!

He must have been taking a shower for when he appeared in their doorway twenty seconds later; his Nehtes gripped in his fist, the skin of his upper body was dripping in water. He had hastily thrown on a pair of loose pants and was barefoot. His long brown hair, down past his shoulders was plastered to his skin, his dark blue eyes wide. He came up short when he saw them standing just inside the door, the robes doing little to cover them, their eyes almost glowing in the dim light of their main apartment.

“What… what is wrong?” He asked confused.


“Nothing,” Tarifa spoke.


“Everything is fine.” Aihola echoed her.


Dekton’s eyes moved back and forth between them, his senses alive for danger. He caught the scent of peach and cherry blossoms strongly and his eyes finally saw what they were wearing. The robes did nothing to their bodies from his eyes. The fabric was designed to entice and attract, not cover. Their nipples were erect and pressing against the fabric of the two robes, the fronts barely folded over their breasts, the deep valley between their breasts exposed for his eyes to devour. His eyes went lower and he saw they wore nothing at all, the flaps of the robes open below the waist, Aihola’s thin line of shimmering white hair clearly visible to his hungry gaze, Tarifa’s bare skin between her thighs clearly visible.


Dekton felt his aura begin to pulse madly behind his psychic shields and he fought to suppress it, push it down as he looked at them. “What… what are you doing?” He asked.


“You haven’t been answering us…” Tarifa said. 


“This is the only way we could think of to get you to come to us.” Aihola spoke.


“Come to you!” Dekton demanded, his anger rising. “Are you… are you playing with me?” 

“Dekton…” Aihola spoke stepping closer to him, her amber eyes now holding worry in them. “We… we only thought to tease you, as we… as we tease each other.”


“We did not intend for you to be put off.” Tarifa spoke now. “That was not what we wanted to do.”


“I will not allow you to manipulate my feelings.” Dekton spoke harshly. “I have made known what I desired, and I had thought you both desired the same. I could smell it all over you. Then you told me today to not presume, that you had no intention of letting me claim you? Do you take me for a boy?”


“NO!” Aihola replied quickly. “Dekton… Tarifa and I do this to each other. It… it heightens the experience for us. To tease each other like how we teased you today.”


Dekton glared at them. “I am an Alpha wolf!” He spoke sharply. “I do not need such… teasing.” He allowed his shields to come down entirely, and Tarifa and Aihola gasped at the power of the desire he had for them. It was alive and it swarmed around them in that instant, making them lightheaded and very wet between their legs. “Perhaps… perhaps when you have grown up you will see that your beauty and intelligence alone is enough to entice any male… and you need not resort to such… teasing.”

They stepped close together as he slammed his shields back down in place, severing the feel of his aura sweeping over them. They both let out small gasps, and stood there in shocked silence.


“I will leave you now!” He snapped, turning to walk out the open door.


“Dekton?” Aihola gasped softly.


He stopped and they could see him take a deep breath, his head lowering slowly to his chest. “There is… there is something you should know.” He spoke, his words soft. He turned to look at them… their eyes moist and both of them shivering. Dekton slammed his hand on the panel of their door and dropped his shields completely. “I am teasing.” He said before stepping forward and scooping both of them into his arms, and lifting them off the floor.

Aihola recovered first, and her amber eyes narrowed as his arm lifted her. “Why you…” The rest of her sentence was muffled as his warm lips came down on her and he kissed her as he walked forward into their home. Aihola’s body ignited as his tongue sought hers and quickly began dancing across her teeth and the insides of her lips. Her hands tried to push him away, but as the fire in her body spread quickly, her arms wrapped around his broad shoulders and she returned his kiss.


Dekton pulled away quickly, leaving her gasping for air and he looked at Tarifa, her sapphire eyes wide and her lips parted in surprise. He claimed her lips then too, kissing her just as thoroughly, feeling her body become hot and willing. 


They didn’t know he had carried them into the bedroom until he dropped Aihola and her onto the bed. They scrambled up quickly pulling at his loose pants, the vibrant power of his aura combining with their own need and inescapable desire for him. They yanked his pants down, revealing Dekton in his entire splendor. He was already hard, his impressive cock standing at attention, so thick and pulsing with a life of its own. Amber and sapphire eyes hungrily gazed upon him, the rippled abdomen and powerful thighs. Both of them felt their blood racing like it never had before except for each other. Soft lips descended to either side of the jutting shaft, and they could feel the heat wafting from the length, the bulbous head standing out proudly at the end of the thick ten inch shaft. Two small pairs of hands reached up to stroke the throbbing cock and they heard Dekton hiss between clenched teeth.

“No!” He gasped, pulling them up from what they so wanted. They looked up at him, towering over them like some sort of granite god, their faces flushed with want and passion. His hands quickly grasped their robes and they were shredded on the floor in seconds. His eyes had changed to wolf greenish/gold and he slowly dropped to his knees in front of them. “Tonight I will show you how a Spartan loves his mates.”

Dekton’s kiss pushed Aihola back on the bed, his steel hard body stretching out on top of her, his tongue plunging into her mouth. When his burning skin touched hers, Aihola arched off the bed against him, her hands wrapping around his powerful back. Aihola had never given herself willingly to a man, and when his lips descended to her neck and suckled her soft dark skin, all her doubts and fears fled her mind. Tarifa lay next to her on the bed, her hands stroking the powerful muscles of Dekton’s shoulders and arms as he showered Aihola with soft kisses and licks of his tongue. His aura had enveloped them within its embrace, magnifying their own yearning and need for him. As his kisses descended lower, Tarifa’s lips took their place on her neck and shoulders.

Dekton took his time exploring Aihola’s supple dark flesh. The contrast of their skin was an incredible arousal for him, almost an aphrodisiac, and he lapped at her every curve and contour. He felt her fingers entwine in his hair when his lips found their way to her thighs, and he gently placed her legs on his shoulders. Her cherry blossom scent, combined with Tarifa’s peach scent next to her was driving him mad with lust and need. He dropped his nose to the soft line of white hair and inhaled deeply, burning Aihola’s scent into his mind. Aihola’s clit was standing unhooded and fully erect, as if begging him to take it between his lips. Something Dekton did without hesitation.


Aihola’s eyes flew open wide and she gasped loudly as the orgasm came upon her in a massive wave, ripping through her more quickly and stronger than she had been prepared for. She heard Tarifa gasp loudly next to her, and turned her head as her belly quivered in delicious jolts of pleasure. Dekton’s tongue was lapping away at her center like a starving child, her come pouring into his mouth. She heard Tarifa whimper again and then she bit down gently on her shoulder, lost in her own orgasm. Aihola glanced down to see Dekton’s hand between Tarifa’s thighs, his fingers obviously working her madly to make her come so quickly. Tarifa claimed her soft lips and their tongues came together in a carnal dance of ecstasy and pleasure that Aihola knew was only just beginning.


Dekton did more than claim them that night. He possessed them both, just as completely as they possessed each other. 


His lips never ceased dancing across their supple flesh, always touching and tasting. He lavished their breasts with licks and nibbles, his hands just as busy as his tongue. He did not take them one at a time; he took them as he knew they would always be. He took them together. Their times with Lynwe drifted into distant memories, Tarifa’s times with Martin locked away in a box as this Spartan warrior drove them to heights of pleasure that neither had ever experienced, even with each other. Dekton had unlocked all he was to them, leaving no barriers in place, and they swam within the confines of his mind, even as they melded together in the flesh.


Aihola felt him inside her first, plunging deep into her, stretching her tight walls with his length and thickness. Even as he stroked into her tight body with powerful even thrusts, his lips claimed Tarifa’s moist pussy, her thighs quivering in delight as he flicked her piercing gently with his tongue, nipping on it, pulling it gently with his teeth, each time causing unbelievable ripples of pleasure to wash over her. He contorted them into positions they never thought of, just so his lips never ceased to touch their flesh in some way. His hands were everywhere, delving into their dripping pussies, or stroking their skin igniting small fires throughout their bodies. Even as Aihola screamed out in one of the most powerful orgasms of her life, her come erupting from her spasming pussy, Dekton remained as hard as iron. She clutched at him in pleasure and joy, feeling him deep inside her, reaching parts of her that Lynwe never could simply because of the depth of feeling he made love to her with. Even as his body went rigid, his cock swelling within her and his come blasting deep into her womb he remained ready for more. Aihola relaxed on the bed totally spent for the moment, and she relished in the sensations of his lips spreading kisses all over her chest and shoulders as he withdrew from inside her.


Tarifa barely felt him shift on the bed, so engrossed in the orgasm his lips had given her. And then he was inside her, spearing her completely in one heart stopping plunge. Aihola kissed her as she cried out her pleasure, her legs wrapping around his waist and locking her ankles at the small of his back. His hand dropped between Aihola’s slick thighs slipping his fingers into her even as he stroked deeply into Tarifa, adorning her neck and shoulders with butterfly kisses.

It continued like this for three hours, Dekton taking both of them more times than they could remember. The moment came when their minds were one and it happened completely by instinct. Dekton was pounding into Aihola, one arm holding Tarifa pressed against their slick bodies, his finger delving between her ass cheeks, teasing her puckered asshole, his lips holding her left nipple in his mouth while his thumb tickled her clit. 

Dekton bit down into Tarifa’s luscious breast, his wolf fangs spearing her deeply, her blood splashing into his mouth as his salvia mingled with her blood and the virus raced through her system like a burning wave of heat. Pleasure surged through both of them and Tarifa jerked, causing his thumb to sink into her slick pussy and his index finger to slip deeply into her ass. As she screamed in rapture, her own fangs extended, longer now that Dekton’s blood was coursing through her carrying the virus throughout her body. In that moment Tarifa bit down into the soft flesh of Aihola’s shoulder causing her lover’s blood to splash across her lips. The virus racing through her system now quickly spread to Aihola, her amber eyes growing wider as the wave of wanton pleasure surged through her. Aihola completed their bonding as without thought, she bit into Dekton’s neck, his warm blood splashing across her tongue as she fed.

There was a flash of intense hot white pleasure that burst through all of them and it ended in wanton bliss as they all erupted together as one, their bodies melding together in a mass of flesh even as their minds embraced and became forever united in a way that nothing would ever separate.

And then they knew the love their King and his Queens knew.

Tarifa’s sapphire eyes opened lazily as she felt the sunlight pouring into the room through the window bathing her in warmth. The first thing she saw was Aihola’s shimmering white hair splayed across the pillow next to her, her soft pink lips slightly parted. The memories of the previous night came flooding back to her and she felt the sheet slid away from her body as she sat up half way, her black hair brushing against Aihola’s sleeping face as she looked around. She felt wonderfully sore, every muscle stretched and aching, but it was a beautiful ache, and one she wouldn’t have traded for anything. The scents in the room were so much sharper and pungent than anything she remembered, her eyes focused and seeing small details that she had never seen before. She could hear the sounds of Hoppers and people walking and talking on the streets below their apartment, the sun and breeze across her skin touching her in ways that she had never experienced. Aihola’s cherry blossom scent was the most vivid, as close as she was, and Tarifa could detect the wonderful smell of warm leather saturating both of them.

Tarifa sighed as she realized last night was not a dream, and she snuggled close to Aihola, nuzzling her cheek.


“Wake up Nya Istel.” She said softly.


Aihola groaned with a small smile. “I don’t want to my love.” She said softly, her amber eyes opening slowly. “I was having a wonderful dream of you, Dekton and myself. It was…”


“It was no dream Aihola.” Tarifa said with a smile. Tarifa saw Aihola’s eyes open wider and she stretched like a cat, albeit a much shapelier cat. Aihola also groaned with the same ache as Tarifa. Tarifa watched her, taking in the pulsing blue light that seemed to outline her figure, her hearing so acute she could detect Aihola’s always steady heartbeat, her pulse never more than 68 beats per second unless she was brimming with heated passion.

Tarifa looked down to her breast and saw the extremely faint twin puncture holes just outside the line of her nipple. They were nearly hidden and one would only notice them if you looked carefully.


“Yes.” Dekton’s voice filled her ears, both she and Aihola looking up quickly.


He walked into the bedroom wearing the same loose black pants as when he first appeared in their apartment last night, only this time he carried a tray heaping with food and juice. They watched him step onto the bed, their eyes wandering over his powerful form with desire. He squatted between them on the bed and set the try down as he sat lotus style next to the tray.

Dekton looked at Tarifa with those dark blue eyes of his and allowed his aura to sweep over both her and Aihola, surrounding them, wrapping them within its embrace. “You are wondering if you have become like me? The answer is yes.” He told her. “The virus will have already altered you enough to detect many of the major changes, your sight, hearing and smell being the most prominent.” He answered her unasked question. “The rest I will help you to discover as time passes.”


Tarifa’s hand went to her bare breast, exposed for his hungry eyes to see, and she traced the two small puncture wounds. Aihola sat up now as well, the sheet falling away from her. After what they had shared, it seemed ridiculous to hide from each other. 


“Dekton… I…” Aihola stared at him.


His blue eyes fell on her now and he nodded. “Yes you did. We will need to explore what this has done to our telepathic connection. The sharing of blood usually increases the sensitivity of such connections ten fold.”

Aihola moved up onto her knees and reached out to his shoulder, touching the two puncture marks on the lower portion of his neck. “I’m… I’m sorry Dekton.” She said softly.


Dekton smiled, his hand reaching up and stroking her cheek. “Do not be sorry Little Drow.” He said in a voice kinder than any they had heard from him yet. “I am not.”

Tarifa gasped now, as her eyes saw the marks she had left in Aihola’s shoulder. “Nya Istel… I…”


Dekton chuckled. “Yes… we have all tasted each other’s blood.” He spoke. “It is done, and I for one am not shy about wanting to do it again. Between the three of us there can be no secrets now. Little Drow… you relish the taste of Tarifa’s blood do you not?”

Aihola looked at her quickly, and then brought her eyes back to him. She nodded slowly. “It… it is… sweet like…”

“Like peaches.” Dekton answered, “Tarifa… what does Aihola’s blood taste like?”


“It was… it was warm and… and so very sweet.” Tarifa replied remembering the taste and the surge of pleasure it caused within her.


“And my blood Little Drow?” He asked.


“It was like… it was very warm and very spicy.” She answered more confidently this time. “It… it actually tasted very good.”

“There is nothing wrong with what we have shared.” Dekton spoke gently. “The two of you have already been doing it, and you merely added me into the mix. It is something I did willingly, and would do so again given the opportunity and your permission. So can we dispense with the shock and surprise at this act? It is rather pointless now don’t you both think?” He smiled as he picked up the glasses and held out the juice to them. “It is the juice of a Papaya fruit and it will replenish the proteins in your blood more quickly.”

“Dekton we don’t…” Aihola started as she took the glass.


“You and Tarifa think I wish to replace my lost mate?” He spoke softly as his hands used the small knife to cut up the fruit on the tray. “I loved my mate… with everything that I was. I have not felt that way for anyone since, until I met the two of you. You remind me of her yes, but make no mistake; my feelings for both of you are because of who you are. Not because of whom my mate was.”


“It was silly of us to think that wasn’t it?” Tarifa asked.

Dekton smiled. “Not as much as you might think.” He answered. He lifted the juice to his lips and drank down half the glass before looking at them. “We will need to be discrete about what we share, at least for the immediate future.”


“Why?” Tarifa asked. “I don’t… I don’t want to keep what we feel for you a secret Dekton.”


“Nor do I.” Aihola echoed quickly.


“I do not wish to either, however for safeties sake… for the two of you we must.” He told them, their words meaning more to him then they could ever imagine. He had never thought he would find another mate that he could love as completely as he did his first, and then fate gave him two that loved him just as strongly as they loved each other. And he firmly believed that fate made them the two most beautiful elfin females he had ever set his eyes upon. “The two of you are synonymous with each other; I am an after thought, your bodyguard, nothing more. That gives me a certain amount of leverage when it comes to protecting you. I wish to keep that until we have succeeded in the goals we all have.”


Tarifa was the more politically astute of them, and she nodded her head. “I… I see your point.” She spoke. “But… here… this is our home and you have become a very large part of it, of our lives.”


Aihola nodded. “We will smash the walls down if we have to.” She said. “In our home we share everything… including our bed. And that includes you now. We want it to include you Dekton. Promise us that.”


Dekton smiled brightly and he nodded. “That is a promise I will gladly keep.” He spoke. He held out the pieces of fruit he had cut. “Your first meeting is in ninety minutes.” He told them. “As much as I would like to take both of you again right now, you need your strength. Finish the juice and eat the fruit. I will make you a more filling breakfast while you shower and dress.”


Tarifa and Aihola moved with one mind, each taking a position on either side of him. He kissed them both fiercely, transmitting his love and devotion to them via their telepathic link and his lips. He slapped them both on their perfect assess after a long moment and smiled at them. “I have been awake for several hours already. I do not wish to have to explain another delay to the Elders. Go on now!”

Dekton watched them climb from the bed with seductive movements of their bodies, feeling his aura pulse with desire and lust, and there was no doubt he felt theirs. He looked at the fruit he was eating and then glanced up to see Aihola’s firm perfect ass disappear around the corner of the room. He looked at the fruit once more before tossing it aside.


“Damn the Elders!” He hissed as he scrambled from the bed and moved quickly around the corner, following them into the bathroom.


No one heard Tarifa and Aihola’s excited yelps of surprise and desire.

SPARTA
TWO DAYS LATER


“…No way any of this stuff was made on this planet.” Paul Taggert exclaimed.


Paul joined everyone else who had come to Sparta with Martin as they lounged around the sitting area of the villa. All of them were dressed casually; no uniforms in evidence, and Andreus and his mother were also included in the group. Martin sat on the floor with his back to the couch, sitting between Dysea’s long legs as she sat on the couch. Anja leaned against her side, while Aricia sat with Martin on the floor, leaning against his side. Dan occupied a space on the floor, Anuk sitting casually between his legs, while Tari occupied one of the couches, Julie sitting on the back of the couch, her legs on either side of Tari’s shoulders.


Martin looked at Paul. “How can you be so sure?” He asked.


Paul looked at him. “I’ve run tests on everything that we have seen.” He answered. “From the medical equipment that Anja and I have witnessed to the aircraft that Endith and Tina are flying. In short, the medical equipment that they have should not exist, and the metal on the SPATs is an alloy not found on this planet.”

“You’re… you’re joking right?” Danny asked.


Paul shook his head. “Not in least. I’ve examined over a thousand men, women and children since we’ve been here.” He told them. “I found nothing wrong with any of them, quite the opposite in fact.”


“That is a bad thing?” Aricia asked him.


Paul shook his head, “Not at all.” He answered. “It’s just not normal.”


“I have seen it too Little Wolf.” Anja told her, her hand dropping to Aricia’s shoulder. “There is none of the usual diseases that infect others. No cancers. No colds. There are the normal injuries we all have endured, cuts, scrapes, broken bones, but these all heal within hours, not days and weeks. The medicines here are… they are wondrous… but they do not exist outside of Sparta.”


“Melyanna… you know how to use these medicines though.” Dysea spoke looking at her. “If they do not exist outside of Sparta how is that possible?”


Anja looked at Martin. “I don’t know.” She answered softly. “It’s almost as if they… it’s almost like I have always known what they were. What they are used for.”

“When we first came here,” Martin spoke now. “I felt like I had been here before. When I smelled the dirt in the landing bay, I reached past the smell of the engines and fuel and found the scents of pines. Almost as if I knew they were there.”


“You are a Pureblood sire.” Andreus said from his chair, “Born from two Pureblood Shifters, as are Aricia and I. It is not uncommon for the children of Purebloods to retain some portion of their parent’s memories when they are born.”


“The smells as well?” Martin asked.


“Our sense of smell is our most powerful asset, you know this. We can track across miles of terrain by just our smell.” Andreus replied looking at him. “If such a smell was so imprinted on your parents, then yes.”


“Andreus pine trees haven’t grown where the landing pad is for centuries.” Dasha spoke now. “There are not many alive who can remember the last time such trees surrounded our city in so great a number that they would leave that much of an imprint.”


Andreus shrugged. “Perhaps… but it would explain why he smelled the pines in the dirt.”


“Well no one on this planet built those SPATs.” Tina spoke up now. They all turned to look at her. Endith sat next to her, her hand resting on Tina’s thigh. “Endith and I have been flying those things for over a month. It was the easiest ship I’ve ever learned to fly. It was almost as if the SPAT knew what it wanted us to do.”

“As if it was reading our thoughts,” Endith said.


Tina nodded as she leaned forward. “I used a secure channel to transmit the specs back to Ben in Eden Skipper.” She spoke looking at Martin. “He has never seen anything like this aircraft, and you know Ben was part of the experimental wing at Area 51 before he joined EDEN Base.”


Martin nodded, “Yeah.”


“He told me we had nothing like this even in pre-concept art.” Tina spoke, “And certainly not with a Cold Fusion Reactor. Ben has a PhD in Astro Physics and Mechanical Engineering. He also studied Quantum Theory with the President’s Scientific Advisor. He’s the finest pilot I have ever seen next to Endith, and I’ve seen all the fighter jocks Skipper. He says that with a Cold Fusion Reactor and the right Quantum Inductors, these SPATs are theoretically faster than light capable.”


“What?” Martin gasped, his face mirroring the looks of everyone in the room.


“Tina… even I know that… that is not possible.” Anuk said from between Daniel’s legs on the floor.


Tina sat back and shrugged. “I’m just telling you what he said, and he’s far smarter than anyone I have ever known.”


“Faster than light speed?” Paul said. “That’s interesting… and certainly plausible. And it would account for the metal alloy we can not identify on the outer skin of these SPATs; an additional layer of armor to protect against the stress of that type of travel perhaps.”


“Wait you agree with him?” Martin asked.


Paul shrugged his shoulders as well. “I am no where near as well versused in those fields as Ben.” He replied. “The few times we interacted on EDEN were in regards to deployment of biological weapons. You seem to forget Martin, he is… he was the most decorated pilot anywhere in the world, and he authored half a dozen books that were used in the academies. He chose to stay a pilot, and he jumped at the chance to be assigned to EDEN under your command. I know he turned down a very lucrative offer to leave the military and take a position at Lockheed Aeronautics as head of their Space Deployment Department to remain under your command. The man is exceptional.”


There were chuckles as everyone saw Tina and Endith look at each other and smile knowingly. “He’s damn good in bed too.” Tina spoke.


Endith nodded quickly. “Oh yes.” She added.


“I never knew that.” Martin said softly. 


“Well… it’s not something that we throw out there you know.” Tina said. “Endith and I want to keep him for ourselves!”


Martin looked at her with a lopsided grin. “That isn’t what I meant.” He said.


Tina chuckled again. “I know… but you left yourself wide open for that one.”


“Ok… let’s say all these things are true.” Danny spoke now, “How do we account for them here in Sparta and no where else?”


“Sparta has the largest concentration of Shifters on the planet.” The new voice spoke from near the door.


They all turned to watch Walter/Dymas walk slowly into the room. Martin started to get up but Walter waved him down. “I was surprised when I wasn’t invited to this.” He said.


“Walter I…” Martin began.


“”Do not apologize.” Walter stopped him. “I would have done the same thing. But you forget that I am one of the oldest Spartans within the city limits, and unlike many of the others, I have lived outside of Sparta for the better part of my life. I have asked these same questions over the years.”


“And?” Julie asked.


Walter walked up and stood next to Andreus and Kenny. “I’ve always wondered how I had the knowledge to create the elves, the Genomes. Like with you Anja it came naturally, as if the knowledge was already there somehow. The technology… well that is something that has always been here. The times that I did return… I never thought to question how I knew to use it. I just did. Listening to all of you now however, it brings back the questions that I have always had.”

“Like what?” Martin asked.


Walter looked at him, “How and what.” He answered. “How did we come to be, Shifters or Werewolves if you choose that term. How were we created? How have so many of us lived for so long? What is our purpose?” He looked at Martin. “I believe King Leonidas knew… and buried in your mind Martin I believe you know as well.”


“Me?” Martin gasped.


Walter nodded. “Was not the motto of NASA to explore the unknown, to reach into the stars?” He spoke. “There are many things we can not explain even here on our own planet. The finest minds in the world could not come to an agreement on how the comet came to be on such a course that it passed between the moon and Earth. I have been trying for centuries to determine how it was that the moon essentially stopped rotating while hundreds of years past on earth. What were only a few hours for you on the moon was almost five hundred years here.”

“So you think some alien race just dropped these toys off to us Spartans for shits and giggles?” Dan asked with a great deal of humor in his voice.


Anuk punched him in the thigh. “Daniel… you will behave!” She berated him, but with a smile on her face.


Dan grinned and nuzzled the back of her neck, his arms wrapping around her upper body. “Does that mean you’ll punish me later tonight?” He asked softly, though his words carried to everyone.


Anuk’s cerulean blue eyes glittered in the light of the room, “Perhaps.” She told him.


Walter chuckled with everyone else. “We as Spartans have always been able to adapt more quickly to outside events. Martin… your team’s ability to adjust to changing events is what made you so unique. The powers that be back then knew this. They knew that if their plan went awry at any point, you and the others would adjust immediately, and more times than not you would succeed where others could not.”


“Humans adjust quickly Walter.” Anja spoke.


“Yes they do… but not with the same speed and seamless transition as Spartans.” Walter spoke. “We are another species… we all know this. The elves are another species, albeit one I created… and the vampires are another species.” Walter looked at him. “Who is to say that there are not more species out there among the stars?”

“Do not fear the unknown.” Martin spoke softly though everyone could hear him. “Fear is a constant… we must learn to harness that fear, and become stronger for it.”


Walter looked at him, his heart racing. He had heard those words before spoken with a different voice, “Where did you learn that Martin?” He asked.


Martin looked at him. “I don’t know.” He smiled. “I think I dreamed it a while ago.”


“It is an interesting statement.” Walter spoke, “And very true.”


“Why doesn’t the Alliance have any of these cool toys?” Dan asked.


“Who says they don’t?” Tari spoke for the first time. “There were many places we were not allowed to go. Things we weren’t allowed to see. Only the most senior of the Ministers were allowed access to them. Who is to say that they aren’t doing what the Spartans have done here. Not allowing this technology to escape the confines of the city unless it was absolutely necessary.”

“What are you saying Tari?” Julie asked, taking his arm in her hands.


Tari looked at Martin. “I am a Drow elf and I’m also half vampire.” He spoke, “Holy One could you have combined such DNA to make me?”


“Tari you were born like you are.” Walter replied, “As were Aihola and the others in your unit.”


“Then how do you explain the vampires in the Dysea’s capital. They moved around freely during the day, even in direct sunlight.” Tari spoke, “As did Marcus.”


Walter nodded. “The older the vampire the more resilient they become to the effects of the sun.” He said. “We know Yuri turned Marcus… and that would account for his ability to move about during the day.”


“Do you think she bit all of those that Martin fought?” Tari asked. “I know they have breeding farms, places where vampires are born and raised. I have never seen one, but they do exist.”


Walter shook his head. “Tari… the level of technology needed to splice genes at the molecular level in the way you suggest does not exist. Even we could not do that, and I believe that may be the reason my genomes began to snap and go insane. We can combine DNA and mold genetic material, but to actually create DNA as you suggest… that isn’t…” Walter looked at him, his eyes growing larger.


Tari nodded. “It isn’t possible. Just as the technology we have seen here so far should not be possible.” He said. “But it is here. We see it every day, so it does exist.”

“And if it is here… and we can operate it but not build it…” Anuk spoke.


Aricia nodded. “That means someone else built it and brought it here.” She finished Anuk’s statement.

EDEN

ONE WEEK LATER


“Anlain is behind most of it.” Thimina spoke. “The movement is very small… numbering no more than a few hundred in all the cities outside of Eden’s embrace, but it is growing.”


“And the vampires we have discovered?” Aihola asked from her seat next to Tarifa.

This meeting had been called hurriedly, only twelve of the full Elder Council present. The rest would receive a full briefing when they returned from wherever they currently were. Thimina sat in her normal chair, Treblar to her right. On the far side of the table Anotan sat beside Selene and Dysea’s mother, Normya who had recently been appointed to the Elder Council. Vengal and Tareif sat in two chairs usually occupied by other ministers, while Dekton stood in his usual place behind Aihola and Tarifa. Wallace and Anari also sat in chairs at the table, while Lynwe stood slightly behind Selene. 

The young man who sat against the wall had become their shadow from the moment he had arrived in Eden. He was dressed in casual clothes and black boots. His hair was shoulder length and his skin deeply tanned. His dark eyes swept the room intelligently. This was the Tier Six telepath that Thr’won had sent from Sparta, and true to her and Martin’s word, he was rapidly teaching them all he could in such a short time. He was nearly eleven hundred years old but did not appear a day over thirty-five. He had been working diligently with Lynwe and Selene, and even in a week he was quite impressed with how far they had come.

“They are lending assistance when they believe it does not reveal what they are.” Tareif replied.


“How many are we talking?” Tarifa asked. 


“We have positively identified sixty-seven so far.” Tareif answered. “Spread out over four of our remaining High Elf cities.”


“That is a manageable number.” Selene spoke now. 


“They’re vampires Selene.” Anotan said looking at her. “You and Lynwe among all of us know how dangerous they are.” 
No one caught noticed Anari’s eyes settle on Lynwe where she stood. Anari had to admit, she looked just as beautiful as she always did, if not more so now. And she was very possessive of Selene, who seemed to bask in that attention, and surprisingly she returned it. This was the first time Anari had seen Lynwe in the several months since she had gone to the moon. She suspected Lynwe knew of Hetyon and had remained away for that purpose, but seeing her now, she looked calmer and more in control than Anari had ever seen her.


 Selene nodded. “Yes we do. And I do not disagree with you Anotan, not in the least. They are dangerous, very much so, but I would rather deal with under seventy of them, then the hundreds that must have infiltrated the human settlements by now. It is much easier to get away with killing a human for a vampire. They do not have the natural resistance to a vampire’s bit that elves do. It is much harder to kill an elf that is fighting back than it is a human. And our elf strength is nearly the equal of a full vampire, and it would cause problems they do not need.”

Anotan nodded slowly. “Then how do they survive within our cities. There are no humans for them to hunt and feed off of.” He asked.


“Elves like Anlain.” Tarifa answered coldly, “Those willing to sell their own people out for the taste of power.” She looked at Aihola. “You were right Nya Istel. I should have had him arrested and killed that first day.”


“He is telling everyone you had Telan killed without a trial Tarifa.” Treblar spoke. “And that the manner of his death was not pleasant. The details surrounding his demise are not known to us. Perhaps you should tell us what happened, at least then we can combat what he is saying.”


“Telan was a threat to both Tarifa and Aihola.” Dekton spoke stepping forward. “After the attack against them on the steps of this building I ordered our people to begin searching the Western District for him. One of the assassins revealed he was here in Eden before he died. When they discovered Telan, I terminated him, with our King’s blessing.”


Dekton what are you doing? Aihola reached out to him.


They do not need to know about your city yet Little Drow. He answered. The longer we keep that secret, the better off we are.

Aihola had come to love it when he called her that. He never used the term in public, only when they were alone with Tarifa, and the way he said it made shivers course through her.


You don’t trust the man and women in this room? She asked finally.

I trust no one but the King when it comes to the lives of you and Tarifa. Dekton answered without hesitation.


He is right Nya Istel. Tarifa spoke. Nayeca is a boon for Vengal so he reports to me.  And not just with the information of where this city is. To reveal who she truly is would put your people at risk. I’m not willing to do that.


Aihola nodded her head. “You all know how Martin… how our King feels about the crimes Telan committed against Tarifa and her father. You can tell our people they should be more worried about the crimes Telan was guilty of than the manner of his death.”


“I agree.” Normya spoke for the first time. “And I know Dysea feels the same way.”


“I for one have no intention of disagreeing with the High King.” Thimina spoke. “It is he who has brought us all together, as we had hoped for so many years. If he chose Dekton as the instrument of Telan’s punishment so be it. Who are we to argue that, especially considering the crimes he was guilty of? We need to focus more on what he has tasked us with doing.”


Selene nodded. “He has stated that he will not interfere with what we do as long as it is done for the good of our people. All of our people.” She spoke. “We have come so far in such a short period of time. Now is not when we should allow one man to begin fracturing what we have built. There are ways to render Anlain impotent with his words and deeds. We fight his lies with the truth.”

Treblar nodded quickly. It was his duty to do this as Eden’s Information Minister. “I will draft a short statement in regards to Telan’s death. Dekton… with your permission and approval of Aihola and Tarifa, I will reference you as acting by order of the High King, which you were.”


Dekton nodded, “As you wish.”


“Now… what do we do about Graham and his cronies here in Eden?” Anotan spoke.


All of them present knew of Graham and what had happen with Selene and Lynwe. All of them except Anari, and she leaned forward to listen intently.

“With what Peder has been able to teach us in a short time, I was able to do a gentle probe of Graham while he was rutting.” Selene spoke. “With our continued lessons I am quite sure that I can penetrate what minimal physic shields he does have and learn what I can. I do know that not only did they intend to use me to gather as much intelligence as they could, but I was also supposed to be their instrument in the deaths of Aihola and Tarifa.”

“How?” Tarifa asked.


“One of Graham’s implanted commands was to kill the two of you at all costs.” Lynwe explained. “We surmise that they would have waited until an appropriate time and then triggered that command within Selene. She would have acted as executioner without thinking.”


Tarifa sat back in her chair. “And then they could claim they had no knowledge of this, as everyone would know Selene was the killer. Someone within Eden’s own command structure.” She said. “Martin would not attack because of this. His hands would be tied.”


Selene nodded. “They made two mistakes. The first was not realizing that when Graham first bit me, he triggered the dormant vampire genes within me that Deval left. And because Deval was a Pureblood, he would never know the difference.” Selene looked at Lynwe and smiled. “The second mistake was not realizing that Lynwe had come into my life.”


“Milady, if I may?” The Spartan spoke.


Tarifa nodded. “Please Peder, go ahead.”


The young looking man stood up and moved to the table. “Allow me first to introduce myself to those of you who don’t know me. My name is Peder and I am a Spartan sent here by our King to work with Selene and Lynwe. My people… my King’s people are telepaths. We can communicate through connections we are able to establish with someone else’s mind.  I can not however read minds, so please everyone relax. Your thoughts are your own.” 
Tarifa smiled at the chuckles from around the table. Dekton had introduced Peder immediately to her and Aihola when he arrived and they found him to be intelligent and witty, and seemingly overjoyed to be out of Sparta and working in another country. He was not an Alpha wolf, and he had immediately sensed Dekton’s aura on both her and Aihola, as well as their own auras burning brightly for him, and he had treated them almost like the plague after that. When they had questioned Dekton that night about his reaction to them, he explained to them the hierarchy of wolf society and how it was inappropriate for Peder to be anything but respectful with the chosen mate or mates of another wolf, but especially an Alpha like Dekton.  

“My abilities allow me to communicate with those who are also telepathic, like Selene and Lynwe. Unlike my people, most individuals are not born with this ability, and it takes many centuries for it to manifest itself. We have found that elves are far more capable of establishing telepathic connections than humans. We rate ourselves on a Tier status, six being the highest. There are currently twenty-two Tier Six telepaths in Sparta, and four who do not have a ranking of sorts. I am one of the twenty-two.”

“Wait… you said there are four who don’t have a ranking?” Thimina spoke. “What are they then?”

Peder smiled. “The four I speak of are our King and his three Queens.” He replied. “And they are not ranked on our scale because their telepathic abilities are unable to be charted, which in layman’s terms means their power exceeds our ability to rank them. I was chosen to assist Selene and Lynwe due to my abilities and the fact I have studied vampire for several centuries.”

“And just how old are you?” Tareif asked.

“One thousand one hundred and thirty-two years old War Master and still going strong,” Peder replied, smiling at the murmurs that swept the room. “Essentially what has happened is this,” He began. “The man we know as Minister Deval is a Pureblood vampire, and during his times with Selene, while unbeknownst to her, he very slowly over a period of time turned her into a vampire herself. It was done in such a way that the genes he passed to her remained dormant until Graham bit her, just as she has explained.” He walked around the table slowly. “I am one of the few in Sparta who have actually studied the vampires and their history. Only the very old vampires have this skill, and this fact alone implies this Deval is far older than we first suspected. We have dossiers on many of the Pureblood and senior vampires within the Alliance, gathered over many centuries. Most of them remain hidden or out of sight, but many work within the upper structures of the Alliance close to the Priestess.


“I dare say if not for the vampire witch’s sadistic side, Lynwe would not be here among us now, and we would not know of this plot. The fact that Lynwe was already half vampire negated the main effects of Selene’s bite to her during their moment of passion, and essentially all she did was transfer the Pureblood genes to Lynwe from her. If this had been someone else, they would have been killed almost immediately, or at the very least be a mindless vampire soldier by now. Instead… because Lynwe already possessed many of the vampire genes, all Selene’s bite did was complete the change fully within her, and basically give them a very powerful telepathic connection between each other. This works in our favor for two reasons. Due to their relationship, Lynwe is able to take Selene’s blood almost immediately after Graham leaves her. This allows her to counteract any commands he may have implanted because of the Pureblood genes within her, enforcing Selene’s natural resistance to such commands. The Pureblood genes will always overpower a lesser vampire like Graham. The second reason, as Selene has hinted at, due to the amount of blood they have already shared they are linked telepathically quite strongly. Due to the elf genes within them, the physic connection is made even stronger. Selene was strong willed to begin with, and when added with Lynwe’s considerable will, and a few more classes in controlling their new skills, we can crack Graham’s mind open like vault and get whatever information may be in there. He is a new vampire, and does not fully comprehend what it is he is doing.”

“He won’t know this?” Thimina asked.


Peder shrugged. “Whether he knows it or not will not matter. The moment we have everything his mind can provide, he will be eliminated. I have studied the imprint he has left on Selene, and he has done nothing in Eden except act decadently. His only directive has been to not kill or bite anyone within Eden. If he needs to feed he is leaving Eden and finding prey outside the limits of the city which consists of mainly wild animals.”


“Tarifa… would it not be better to try and turn him in such a way that it will help us?” Vengal asked from his chair.


Tarifa shook her head. “We thought of that already and there would be no way for us to control him, or even be sure he could complete such a command.” She replied. “And we don’t want the Alliance doing the same thing we are.”


Vengal nodded. “Yes… I see your point on that.”


“By the way General; when will you be leaving for Sparta?” Aihola asked with a smile.


Vengal couldn’t hide his smile. “The transport leaves tonight. We should be there by morning if what Daniel tells me is correct.”


“You bastard Vengal,” Thimina spoke. “I so wanted to go with you. I am dying to see this city of Sparta.”

“Then enjoy yourself Elder Thimina.” Aihola said with a smile. “With the King’s recommendation you are now the emissary of Eden to Sparta.”


Thimina looked stunned at this news and she looked at Aihola and Tarifa with wide eyes. “Oh you honor me my Queens.” She spoke.


“You will only be gone a few days this trip, but once Martin is established; you will return and live in Sparta.” Tarifa told her.

“What about the rest of us?” Tareif bellowed in his customary booming voice. 


“In time my friends.” Tarifa spoke with a laugh at her father’s words. “Martin has assured me all of us will spend time in Sparta. Aihola and I want the surveillance on the elf vampires in the mentioned cities pulled back to a distance for a time. Not removed completely, but done from a far. With Anlain making waves such as he is, it might make all of them nervous and more attentive to their surroundings. Better that they don’t detect our people, even by accident.”


Tareif nodded. “I’ll send word to Cantel.” He spoke.


“All of us have had a long day, and I suggest we get some rest before returning for tomorrow’s final draft of Eden’s constitution.” Tarifa said. “Thank you all for coming and we will keep everyone informed of what is happening.”


Anari waited by the door to the conference room and watched as Selene walked out whispering with Aihola. Several others filed out before Lynwe approached with Tarifa, both of them whispering to one another.


“Lynwe?” Anari asked, stepping forward.


Lynwe and Tarifa stopped and Lynwe met Anari’s amber eyes. “Anari,” She spoke. “How are you?”


Tarifa squeezed Lynwe’s hand and leaned up to kiss her gently on the cheek. “We will talk later Lynwe.” She said softly.


“Thank you Tarifa.” Lynwe answered.


Anari waited until Tarifa had continued past them before returning her eyes to Lynwe. She smiled. “You are looking well Lynwe.” She spoke.

“As are you,” Lynwe told her. “I understand you are doing great things with Admiral Wallace in training the new soldiers.”


Anari smiled. “I have found something I love.”


“And someone.” Lynwe said.


“Lynwe… I was going to tell you. I…” Anari started.


Lynwe gently placed a finger to her lips and stepped closer, her eyes bright. “It is I who should be apologizing to you Anari.” She said. “How I treated you was… it was inexcusable. I allowed my hatred and anger to cloud everything I did. I took that out on you. I would hope one day you can forgive me.”


“You are not the same Lynwe.” Anari said. “I no longer sense those same emotions flowing through you.”

“Oh they are there,” Lynwe said with a smile. “But I have learned not to allow them to rule who I am anymore. Tarifa and Aihola showed me I could love and not be weak. I am so happy that you found someone who loves you as I should have.”


“Lynwe?” The soft voice spoke from the side. They both turned to see Selene standing there, her hands clasped in front of her. “I was… I was waiting for you my love.”


Lynwe smiled and held out her hand to Selene, who took it quickly, moving to stand next to her in an almost possessive manner Anari noticed. “Selene this is Anari.” Lynwe spoke.


Selene’s steel blue eyes filled with recognition and her face relaxed almost immediately. She held out her hand to Anari. “Lynwe has spoken very fondly of you Anari. I am very happy to meet you.”


Anari smiled and took her hand, bowing her head slightly. “It makes my heart sing to see that Lynwe has found what makes her happy.”


Selene looked at Lynwe and squeezed her hand. “She did not know whether to approach you.” She told Anari. “I have been telling her to talk with you, but there are times when she is as stubborn as a mule.”


Lynwe nodded slowly. “I will not deny that.” She said with a smile.

“Will you join us for dinner?” Selene asked. “Lynwe makes an incredible venison stew and it has been cooking all day. We have wine and bread at our home, and we would love to meet…”


“Hetyon,” Anari spoke her eyes bright. “Her name is Hetyon.”

“Please Anari.” Lynwe asked her. “Whatever may have happened in our past, your friendship means more to me than you know. You were always there for me, even when I shunned you. Allow me to try and make it up to you.”


Anari smiled. “I think I would like that.” She said. “Should we bring anything?”


Selene shook her head. “We have everything. Shall we say seven?”


Anari nodded. “We will be there.”


“I look forward to it.” Selene told her.


Anari nodded with a smile and left them in the conference room. Lynwe looked at Selene and leaned over to kiss her softly.


“Thank you.” She spoke softly.


Selene slipped her arms around Lynwe’s waist and pressed her head to her chest. “No matter what we have become Lynwe, I won’t allow it to change who we are in our hearts. You and she were friends, and we can start by rebuilding what you may have lost, and then moving from there. And we will do it together.”


Lynwe smiled and wrapped her arms tightly around this petite half elf and now complete vampire female. No matter what else happened, as long as she had Selene that was all that mattered to her.
SPARTA

Dysea’s eyes opened slowly, the dim light from the hall casting a soft glow on their bed. She remained still and let her wolf eyes adjust, noting that her head was resting on Anja’s firm abdomen. She could feel Aricia’s silky soft raven hair splayed across the back of her neck and shoulder and she lifted her head slowly seeing Aricia’s face tucked comfortably within the crook of Anja’s neck and shoulder, her free arm resting gently over the top of Anja’s large breasts. Dysea smiled and turned, searching for Martin. She had originally fallen asleep within his embrace, her head on his powerful chest. As her eyes scanned the bed, she realized he was not with them. Slowly she extracted herself from the bed, smiling once more as Aricia and Anja shifted and melted against one another when her weight was gone.


Dysea grabbed the robe and reached out with a light psychic probe to find him. Dysea padded softly from the bedroom, closing the door behind her and headed down the corridor. She found him in the sitting room, the rugs and pillows still strewed about. He was naked as he always was when it was just them within their home and Dysea just stood there watching him as he sipped the tea and reviewed the data pads scattered about around him.


The six weeks of training with the Spartans had sculpted his body even more than it was when she first saw him. Her life had changed so much in the last year and Dysea relished the events leading her here with him. Martin had swept her off her feet literally, and she had never looked back. More than Anja and even Aricia, Dysea was enchanted with her wolf form, and she and Martin had gone running on many nights through the mountains that surrounded the villa. They didn’t fear discovery or predators, for Martin’s size when in wolf form was massive and intimidating. Aricia had learned from birth how to be a wolf, while Dysea had been forced to learn as an adult, but she had taken to it almost naturally.  She knew the tricks now. You propelled your body with the back legs, braking and turning with the front and movements of her tail. Her legs had become more muscular and powerful, and Martin had spent many hours exploring just her legs, much to her delight. She learned that you always had to be alert to the type of terrain you were on whether it be soft dirt, mud, rock or sand, for each surface called for different pressure and tension of her body. There were times when she kept her muscles tight as coiled springs and sometimes she relaxed like old rubber. The biggest lesson Martin had taught her was you always remained aware. Aware of her surroundings, the beat of her heart, the pumping of her blood and the rumble of her lungs combined with the rhythm of her four powerful legs. She had developed into almost as fine a hunter as Martin, always able to detect the scent of small game around her, to her right, left and even behind her. She knew what game scattered at their approach and what game tried to hide. Dysea was always aware now.

She was aware of the effect Martin had on her, the power of his aura over her, and hers on him. She was the first he had turned and Helen had said that gave them a special bond that Anja did not have. While Dysea knew he loved them all equally, there was a place inside him that she would always have to herself, and while she loved Anja and Aricia just as deeply as she did Martin, the knowledge that she held that small part of Martin all to herself always made her feel special. And Martin always made her feel special.

Dysea knew he was aware of her just standing there. His sense of smell was beyond anything she had seen. Martin could pick her scent or that of Anja and Aricia out of a crowd of thousands, and track it across a continent if needed. Helen had also told her that an Alpha wolf would always recognizes the scent of his mate, no matter if she had altered her appearance and even gone so far as to mask her unique scent. He would find her. This knowledge thrilled Dysea, knowing that Martin could find her no matter where she was or what she was doing. The love she felt for Martin and Anja and Aricia had gone far beyond that of simple physical pleasure. They craved each other’s presence within their bond, within their minds. Just the sensation of their auras was enough to fill them with peace and pleasure, the physical aspect of their love only adding to the depth of what they shared.


Dysea moved slowly up to him, her fingers reaching out and caressing his broad powerful shoulders as she settled to the floor next to him. She nuzzled her nose against his skin, breathing deeply of his mint like scent, allowing it to fill her.


“What are you doing Nauta Melme?” She asked softly. “You should be sleeping my love.”


Martin smiled and nodded his head. “I was thinking about all the things everyone was saying tonight.” He told her, turning to look into her emerald green eyes.


Martin could not get over Dysea’s natural beauty. No matter the time of day or what her condition, she looked simply gorgeous all of the time. Perhaps it was the elf part of her, as Walter had made them to be irresistible to men, but there was something about Dysea that called to him just a tad more intensely than Anja and Aricia. Martin didn’t really care, for he loved all of them with all that he was, but whenever Dysea turned those smoldering eyes on him, his skin would tingle as it did now.


“What awakened you Melda Min?” He asked.


Dysea smiled, “The rumbling of Anja’s stomach.” She answered softly. “She did not eat this evening. I will have to scold her in the morning.”


Martin chuckled and set aside the data pad he was reading. He pulled Dysea into his lap, her platinum hair reaching almost to her buttocks now. She situated herself on top of him, the light robe falling from her shoulders. Dysea simply pulled it completely off as she preferred to be completely nude whenever Martin held her. She reached down and picked up one of the pads he had been reading, perusing the contents quickly. She looked at him oddly, questions in her beautiful eyes.

“Nauta Melme what is...?” She started to ask.


“Let’s just say I don’t believe everything is as it’s supposed to be.” He told her softly.


“Where did you get these my love?” Dysea asked him. “I was under the impression this information was… how you say… compartmentalized by the Spartan Senate. These are the personal files of every Senator and Council Member, and scrolls on vampires and their history. Nauta Melme even I know they are held utterly secret except by those on the Senate. Theron would never have given them to you.”

“Theron didn’t give them to me.” Martin told her.


“Then who?” She persisted.


“Melda Min do you trust me?” He asked softly.


“Nauta Melme I think you know the answer to that question.” Dysea answered. “Why do you ask it of me?”


“Have I ever lied to you?”


“Never,” Dysea replied instantly. 


“I have not spoken with anyone about this except Andreus.” Martin said softly. “Lock what I say to you deep within your mind Melda Min.”


“You are frightening me Nauta Melme.” She said.


“I’ve felt it since I came here.” He told her, “A tendril of power. It has tried to touch me half a dozen times since I arrived.”


“A threat?”


Martin shook his head. “I don’t believe so. It… it has been telling me that everything is not as it seems. It is like a whisper in my dreams, faint and barely detectable, but it is there.”


Dysea took his rough face in her hands, her thumbs stroking the outline of his neatly trimmed goatee. “You have grown far more powerful in your time here than I think anyone realizes my love. I have felt it, Anja and Aricia as well. Your mind was vast to us before, but now it is like… it is like all the stars in the universe. It is such a wonder to lose ourselves within your thoughts.”


“Do not discount the power you and they have gained Melda Min.” He said. “You hide it well… but you have grown far stronger telepathically than even Anja, and she is beyond Thr’won now. They may not be able to sense it in you… but I can.”


“Helen… Helen has told me that because… because I was the first you turned there would always be a unique connection between us.” Dysea spoke softly. “I love Anja and Aricia with all that I am, just as I love you, but I wanted to keep that part of us to myself.”


Martin smiled and nuzzled her neck. “Do you think because you are an elf, my feelings for you would be different in any way?”


“Perhaps,” She answered shyly.


Martin pulled her closer to him, grabbing her ass cheeks and holding her tight as he stared into her emerald eyes. “Look into my thoughts Melda Min.” He said softly, “Second door to the left.” He added with a chuckle.

Dysea laughed gently and placed her forehead to his, closing her eyes. It was such an easy thing for her to enter his mind, he never closed it to the three of them, and it always filled Dysea with joy when she could swim within his thoughts. She waited as he formed the door in his mind and she went to it.


Open it Melda Min. His voice told her.


Dysea did not hesitate and pushed open the door. She gasped as it opened to reveal a wild and lush green forest with towering trees and a glass like lake far off in the background. Snow capped mountains rose in the distance, a breeze blowing through the tall grass and flowers. She projected an image of herself on the hilltop and gasped once more when she could feel the breeze on her skin and the smell of wildflowers in the air.


This is where I come. Martin’s voice spoke to her from the dazzling blue sky above, and then an image of him was next to her reaching for her hand. This is where I come when I want to center myself and be at peace. I come here because it reminds me of you. I have always come here.


Nauta Melme it is beautiful. It… Dysea’s image turned to look at him surprised. Always?


Martin nodded. This place has always been here Dysea, in my mind. It is pure and alive, like you. I knew the moment that Tarifa and I found you that you would be with me forever. The love we share, the four of us… it is unique. It flows through all of us with equal power and intensity. Aricia and Anja have an added connection, more in common if you will. It is why they gravitate to one another. They have become an inseparable pair in our lives, loving each other as well as you and I. You and I have that for now.


Nauta Melme what do you mean for now? I don’t want to lose that ever.


We won’t Melda Min. He told her quickly. There is another that will join us soon. She is like you and I in more ways than I can begin to explain. As Anja and Aricia gravitate to each other, you and she will gravitate to each other. 


But what about you Nauta Melme, She asked him. Who will…?


All of you, He answered with a smile. You and she more so than Aricia and Anja, but we are all parts of a whole. If they think we are powerful now… when she joins us Melda Min, it will truly be wondrous.


Who is she? Is she here?


Martin looked up and suddenly the blue sky had become billions and billions of stars in the night sky. Dysea looked up her eyes wide in awe. She’s out there somewhere. And we’ll know when we meet her.

Dysea looked at him. That… that is why you did not react as I thought you would when everyone was speaking tonight. What have you seen Nauta Melme? Tell me.  I beg you.


Martin’s image smiled at her. They are only fleeting images really; planets, stars, two suns, three moons; all of them out there. And five chairs, all very ornately carved, made of white marble and trimmed in red.


The night sky disappeared again to return to the dazzling cloudless blue sky above her. Dysea looked around before turning her eyes on him once more. There is something out there isn’t there. You believe it to be true; I can see it in your eyes Nauta Melme.
It is out there. I don’t know what it is, but it is there, and soon we’ll know all of it.

Dysea was quiet for a moment, allowing the breeze to caress her skin. It is truly amazing here Nauta Melme.


It is always open to you Melda Min. Only you will have the key here, and if you ever need to you come here, I want you to come here. And I will be here as well.


Dysea’s eyes sprang open and she pressed her lips to his and kissed him hungrily, her tongue joining his in a delightful waltz of their feelings for each other. They pulled apart after a long moment and she stared into his dark eyes.


“You are so good to me.” She spoke softly. “How is it that I can be so blessed?”


Martin grinned. “I’m just lucky I guess.” He said before nibbling her shoulder. “The three most beautiful women in the world and they are mine.”

“And this other?” Dysea asked.


“If her beauty is anything like yours Melda Min… I will die a happy man.” He told her.


Dysea kissed him softly. “You will not die Nauta Melme.” She spoke in a whisper. “Not for many hundreds of years. And I will be able to enjoy your touch on me always.” Dysea took his face in her hands once more. “You said… you said this tendril of power you have felt. It warns you of something, some danger?”


“I don’t know if it is a warning or a sign of danger.” He replied. “All I know for sure is it keeps telling me something is not right.”


“Then we will be more cautious.” Dysea spoke.


Martin chuckled looking at her. “You have an uncanny way of cutting through all the bullshit and getting right to the point you know that?”


 Dysea stared into his eyes and hit him with her aura as hard as she could. His reaction was instantaneous as she knew it would be, his whole body tensed, and his aura burst forth wrapping around her in a heartbeat. Dysea gasped and immediately felt her belly clench in undisguised desire and need. Her grip on his face tightened and she looked at him, her emerald green eyes now blazing with wanton lust. Martin watched them change, becoming smaller and outlined in black and now the yellowish gold of his eyes. He smiled as he looked into those eyes, now so different with the myriad of colors in them, but oh so much more beautiful.

“Take me Nauta Melme!” Dysea gasped, grinding her hips down upon his lap and feeling his huge cock spring alive and thicken. “I don’t care how, just take me and possess me with every ounce of your power!”


Martin growled lustily, his cock now standing at full mast, and Dysea groaned as it brushed against her pierced clit. It was so hot, nearly burning her with its touch. She felt his aura wrap around her tightly, focusing only on her now, and her blood began to pound in her veins as she released all her restraints and returned the sensations back upon him with her own aura. She was a female yes, but she was also an Alpha female, and she wanted her mate at this moment more than anything else in the universe. Her juices were already pouring from her center, her labia fully engorged and opened like a butterfly. He claimed her lips and she whimpered against his kiss as she dropped her hands between their bodies and grasped his molten shaft in her small hands. Her groan of need become more pronounced as he was hotter and thicker than she could remember and she lifted her hips slightly, directing the flared head of his cock to her opening. Her thighs quivered in anticipation, her nipples hard beyond memory, as his hands gripped her hips tightly.

She broke their kiss and bit his bottom lip with her fangs, nibbling just a bit harder than normal. “Don’t… don’t tease me Nauta Melme.” She gasped. “Take me damn you!”


Dysea screamed when she felt his hands grip her skin even harder and he pulled her down on top of him. Her head flew back as every wonderfully thick delicious inch of his pulsing cock drove into her belly in one powerful time stopping plunge.


Martin rolled over smoothly and suddenly she was under him, and then he did possess her. He slid his arms under her back, her tan and tattooed flesh pressed tightly to his burning skin. Her breasts were crushed against his iron like chest, her nipples sizzling against his flesh. His hands curled around her shoulders and he didn’t pause or hesitate. He drove into her hard, smashing her pierced clit with his steel hard lower abdomen, causing the flames of desire to rip through her. She spread her legs wide, curling her thighs along his driving hips, her hands dropping to his powerful ass and she licked his neck and throat like a female wolf in heat. Each downward smash of his hips drove his massive cock into her belly, tidal waves of pleasures spreading outward from her pussy, reaching places she’d never felt them reach before. He was not holding back, and Dysea was lost in a kaleidoscope of luscious pleasure, every nerve ending in her body singing out its joy. His powerful body molded hers, shaped it to his whim, and he possessed her in every way. His pile driving cock rammed home again and Dysea felt the scream erupt from within her lungs as everything tore free. Her body shuddered violently within his embrace, as her orgasm spilled over the top of the dam. Her sweet come flooded from her with such force, it squirted around his thick plunging cock, and bathing their lower bodies in her essence and stealing her breathe away with its intensity.  

And he did not stop, even as Dysea felt her belly clench once more in another impending orgasm. Her eyes opened wide as he continue to drive into her, his lips and tongue dancing across her shoulders and neck, nibbling and biting and kissing her skin. Dysea would be deliciously sore in the morning, but that did not stop her from urging him on, biting his skin, her fingers gripping his powerful ass and driving her hips upwards on every incredible downward stroke of his dominating cock. He filled her, stretched her to the point where she thought she would split apart, but her body eagerly gobbled up every inch he gave her, and demanded more. She could feel the length of his shaft as it moved within her pussy, reaching places he had never touched before. His cock throbbed with power, making her his in every way. She gasped when he drove into her with such power their bodies inched across the soft rug. His muscles clenched tightly, his volcano hot balls pulsing with life pressed against her upturned ass. His arms pulled her closer, his lips going to her neck as he ground his hips against her, the base of his massive cock rubbing hard against her pierced clit and forcing the waves of agonizing pleasure to surge throughout her burning body. His cock swelled even larger within her, his balls drawing tight against her asscheeks and Dysea howled her delight as he erupted into her with the force of a raging hurricane, triggering the most massive orgasm she had ever experienced.

Her entire body went rigid within his arms as every muscle screamed out wanting to rip from her skin. She crushed him to her with strength she did not know she had as her come flooded from her like a bursting dam. His scorching hot come blasted directly into her accepting womb four times… five… six times… seven glorious times, each powerful surge causing her to shake in her own orgasm.

Her ears were ringing, the blood pounding in her head, racing unchecked through her veins as she clutched at him, unable to do anything but lovingly accept his warm seed into her. Their auras swarmed around each other, thick with passion and desire, and Dysea finally and completely felt like she was totally one with him.

Martin lifted his head from her neck, his face shiny with sweat and his chest heaving, but he remained as hard as steel within her. He claimed her lips and kissed her passionately, her toes curling in happiness as she felt her pleasure receptors begin to fire once more.

Then they felt it, two more auras combining with theirs, both of them hot and heavy with passion and desire.

“Wow!” Anja’s husky voice spoke from next to them. “Can I get some of that?” 

Martin and Dysea looked at her, Anja’s eyes changed and her body burning with need.

“Dysea… you must share him when he is like this!” Aricia’s voice spoke form the other side, equally husky and laced with desire and lust.

Martin’s senses were in full lust mode now, smelling the sweet aromas of the three of them so close, feeling their auras enveloping him. A low growl escaped his throat as his yellow/gold eyes settled on Aricia’s azure blue ones. She returned his lustful gaze as Anja settled onto the rug next to Dysea, extending her four inch tongue out and licking her shoulder longingly. Martin slowly withdrew from Dysea’s dripping pussy, his twelve inch cock slick with their combined come and still hard as a rock and he watched as Aricia turned slowly away from him, stretching out on the floor, offering herself to him. His hungry eyes followed the line of her calves and thighs, the perfect curves to her beautiful ass. He moved over the top of her back slowly, his tongue tracing a long line up the center of her spine, eliciting powerful shivers of pleasure from Aricia as his overwhelming aura embraced her. Lost as she was in the lustful feelings, she didn’t remember him shifting position and lining up his cock with her dripping slit from behind.

Anja watched Aricia’s beautiful face contort in exquisite pleasure and she screamed out her joy as Martin speared her from behind in one powerful downward plunge until his balls pressed against her ass and he filled her completely. She turned her jade green and black eyes to Dysea, and saw her staring at her, a look of intense desire in her emerald and gold eyes.

“You… you really got him worked up Dysea.” Anja spoke with a smile. “You must give us your secret.”

Anja yelped softly as Dysea sprang at her, rolling over and pressing her body against Anja’s, new fire burning in her blood and her eyes. “Perhaps I should show you Melyanna.” She gasped.

Anja screamed in rhythm with Aricia as Dysea’s head descended to her overheated center and her tongue plunged into Anja’s honey tasting pussy, preparing Anja for what awaited her. As Anja’s fingers entwined within her silky soft platinum blond hair and she cried out in pleasure, Dysea felt the tendril of Martin’s mind touch her. 

Remember our place Melda Min, for it is ours alone.
Dysea felt his aura embrace her once more even as he possessed Aricia in much the same manner as he had her only moments ago. She could feel Aricia’s mind awash with staggering pleasure as he hammered into her, his wonderful cock filling her younger lover beyond anything she had ever imagined, yet everything she had come to expect from Martin. Dysea smiled as she delved deeper into Anja’s sweet essence with her tongue, her hands reaching up to pinch the nipples of her flame haired lover. 
Tonight she would be an Alpha female and claim what she wanted.

Anja’s eyes flew open in that instant as Dysea quickly brought one hand down to Anja’s firm tight ass and buried her index finger completely into her puckered asshole even as her soft lips encased her raging hard clit within their warmth. Anja’s body convulsed once and then she too joined in Aricia’s howls of pleasure.

