CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
SPARTA

Theron looked up from the data pad he held, his eyes surveying the full Senate of Sparta from were he sat in the Steward’s chair.


“The motion to expand Sparta’s northern border is passed by a count of 138 for and 22 against.” He spoke. “Sparta’s Corp of Engineers will begin construction of the wall extensions at the beginning of next week.” He saw the murmurs and nods of approval from the majority of the Senate. Only those whose constituents would lose some of their business traffic during the two year construction had voted against the measure even though they knew it was best for Sparta. Theron set aside the last data pad on his desk, signaling the end to a long day of bill passage and debate. He got to his feet, seeing Dymas and Panos sitting in the gallery, waiting for him and the meeting they had after the day long Senate gatherings. “Very well… that concludes our administrative business for the day. Does anyone have any new business to bring forward?”

“I have something.” Autolycus spoke up from his seat.


Theron nodded. “As Steward of the Throne I recognize the esteemed Senator Autolycus. You have the floor sir.”


Heads turned as he walked down to stand in front of the gallery of men and women. He let his eyes play across the ninety-seven men and fifty-three women. “My new business is not entirely business related.” He began slowly, before settling his eyes on Theron. “It is more related to the notion of wanting information from the Steward.”


 Theron looked at him puzzled. “Go on.”


“Perhaps the Steward could advise this esteemed gathering as to why Spartan funds are being used to house a foreign Alpha male and his mates in the Royal villa. Perhaps the Steward could explain why Spartan Centurions are being used to guard these people, including the daughter of Xenos, who as we all know is dishonored among Spartans due to the actions of her brother.” Autolycus spoke evenly and clearly, seeing the looks of surprise on many faces, and the looks of shock on others. “Why is it that this foreign Alpha is receiving Spartan training with Centurions who only just passed their own Agoges? Why has he received several guided and unguided tours of our government facilities? Why is the Spartan Chief Mage working so closely with him and those females he calls mates? And why is the she-elf he calls a mate being allowed to walk around after brutally attacking my son and two of his companions?” Autolycus’s eyes bore directly at Theron. “Perhaps the Steward could explain all this to the members of this Senate.”


Theron sat back in his chair slowly staring at Autolycus. “May I ask where you have gotten this information Autolycus?” 


Autolycus shrugged, “Here and there.” He replied casually. “Where I got my information has no bearing on the questions I just asked. The Guardian of the Line himself has been back in Sparta for a time period unprecedented in our history.”


“Dymas is allowed to return home whenever he wishes!” Panos exploded from the gallery. “He need not explain his reasons to you!” Dymas reached up and took his father’s arm to urge him to return to his seat.


“Yes he is.” Autolycus spoke. “However this time he returned with the body of his brother.” He spoke bringing murmurs from the men and women gathered. “Androcles was lost to us nearly fifty years ago, and apparently he has passed to the next life. His death was not made public knowledge Panos. Why is that?”


“I wasn’t aware there was a law saying I had to announce the death of my son!” Panos snapped.


“He was a Spartan Centurion.” Autolycus replied, “In service to Sparta. Yet he returns home dead. I would think that deserves an explanation.”


“The circumstances around my son’s death are none of your concern!” Panos roared. “And you dishonor him by inquiring about them!”


“Do I?” Autolycus spoke. “Then there is truth to the rumor that this foreign Alpha is the one who killed him I take it.”


Theron got to his feet quickly. “Where did you acquire that information?” He asked the question far too quickly and was not able to catch his words.


Autolycus looked at him. “I assume from your reaction that this rumor is true then.” He spoke calmly.

“What does it matter how my brother died?” Dymas asked. “He has passed onto the next life with honor, and that is all that need to be made public.”


Autolycus looked at Dymas. “The death of any Centurion is cause enough for questions.” He spoke. “This foreign born Alpha arriving with the body of your brother and his entourage elicits more questions. The way he and his arrogant mates have been treated allows for even more. Why is it the flame haired one is allowed to work in our main hospital, and even to direct our senior staff? Why is it that the she-elf, the same one who perpetrated an unwarranted attack against my son and his companions, is allowed unlimited access to our educational institutions and records? And why is it that the dishonored daughter of a former member of this Senate, a daughter who has been denounced publicly by her father, why is she living as if she has not a care in the world?”


“I turned him many years ago.” Dymas/Walter spoke quickly. “He has been raised on the North American continent, as well as the two females you speak of; Anja and Dysea.”


“Is he responsible for the death of Androcles?” Autolycus asked.


“Yes.” Theron replied.


“Then why is he not in chains awaiting trial and execution.” Autolycus demanded. 


“The circumstances of Androcles’s death are well recorded by Dymas and others.” Theron answered. “Martin acted in self defense of his own person and innocents. Anything more is not your concern.”


“I beg to differ.” Autolycus spoke. “This Alpha is responsible for the death of a Spartan Centurion. That alone demands an investigation. That he is brought back to Sparta and treated as if he is royalty leads many to believe we are not being told everything. The reasons Dymas turned him to begin with.”


Theron looked at Autolycus. “You seem to have a problem with our actions so far Autolycus. Why is that?”


“I merely wish to understand why a foreign Alpha responsible for the death of a Spartan Centurion is allowed to walk freely within our city, without even an investigation. Why he is allowed to take training with our soldiers, and why the she-elf he calls mate has not been brought up on charges regarding her attack on my son and his companions.” He answered. “These are all legitimate questions Theron.”


“Dysea defended herself and her companions!” Dymas exclaimed, “From an unwarranted assault by your son’s companions at his direction. And there are many witnesses to this event.”


“That is not how my son or his companions describe it.” Autolycus spoke. “Midlan tells me he was only trying to make conversation with Aricia, and that in turn she was being verbally disrespectful to him.”


“Since when has turning away the advances of an Alpha male become a crime in this city? And being your son does not afford Midlan the luxury of demanding respect where none is given in return.” Panos spoke. 
“He is a Pureblood.” Autolycus spoke. “Surely that fact affords him the respect due him from others.”

“Being Pureblood does not automatically grant respect Autolycus, as much as you would like to think so. It has never been that way, though many of our younger Alphas seem to think that, including your son it seems. Even dishonored as she may be, she is still a Spartan female and it is only she who will decide who it is she takes as a mate. It appears she already made that decision.” Dymas answered.
“There is no may be to it.” Autolycus spoke. “She is dishonored, as is her entire family. Their status is only just above that of servants and house people.”

“You seem to forget Autolycus; this is not the Sparta of old.” Dymas spoke. “We no longer look down upon the men and women who tend our homes and gardens. Our laws were changed many hundreds of years before you ever came to this Senate, the laws that made those men and women full citizens of Sparta. And it has made us stronger because of it.”

“That is debatable.” Autolycus replied casually. “And it is not something I would have supported.”

Dymas smiled. “And that is why you will never be Chief of this Senate.”

“Mind your place Dymas!” Autolycus spoke. “You are not a member of this Senate.”

“But he is the Guardian of the Line!” A female Senator spoke up loudly. “And therefore he can speak to you however he wishes! Or have you forgotten the status the Guardian wields with this Senate Autolycus?”
Autolycus turned and looked at the women, his eyes burning in anger. “Forgive me. I would like to return to what we were discussing earlier.”

“There is nothing you can do about Aricia. Her decision has already been made.” Dymas spoke.


“Yes… a decision she made while in North America.” Autolycus spoke, “Where no other Alpha could vie for her attentions, or barter with her father for her betrothal. That is very convenient don’t you think?”


“Aricia is past the age of consent and does not need her father’s approval to take a mate.” Theron spoke.

“And if I told you I have documentation from her father promising her hand to my son the year before she came of age?” Autolycus spoke.


“It is well known that your son has sniffed after Aricia for many years. She has rebuffed all his attentions, with no rebuttal by her father that this Senate is aware of. If you have this documentation then I suggest you produce it, or your words mean nothing.” Dilios spoke now rising from his seat in the first row. 


“Do you now accuse me of lying?” Autolycus asked calmly.


“I accuse you of nothing!” Dilios spat. “You bring business in front of this Senate that has no place here. The matters of family do not extend to within these walls.”


“The matters of contract do.” Autolycus spoke.


“If such a contract between you and Xenos exists then produce it.” Dilios demanded now. “If there is such a document then the Senate Advisory Committee will review it and decide if it is legitimate or not. And they will decide what actions to take, if any.”

Autolycus nodded. “Very well, I will have the document delivered to the Advisory Committee first thing in the morning.” He spoke. “That still does not address my other concerns in regard to this rogue Alpha. I formally request that an official investigation be initiated into the circumstances surrounding the death of Centurion Androcles. Additionally I would like a formal investigation into the assault by this she-elf on my son and his companions, to include interviews with all present and telepathic supervision by someone of my staff.”


“That is outrageous!” Dilios spouted. “For what purpose is telepathic supervision required?”


“As I stated earlier, this rogue Alpha and his mates have been studying with Chief Mage Thr’won, who as we all know is notorious for her stern decisions on who studies beneath her.” Autolycus spoke. “Furthermore… I also request that she not be involved in any part of the investigation.”


“She is the Chief Mage of Sparta?” Theron spoke in shock.


“Yes she is, an appointment I did not approve of I might add.” He answered. 
“Do you now call into question the honor and integrity of the Chief Mage of Sparta?” Dilios asked stunned.

“It is customary for those involved in this type of investigation to be excluded from duties and other commitments until the investigation is complete.” Autolycus spoke. “I merely want to follow custom and procedure.”

Dilios looked at Theron his eyes wide. “Theron… do something!”


“Autolycus is within his rights.” Theron spoke. “As Steward of the Throne I have to allow these investigations to go forward.”


“Of course you do.” Autolycus said with a smile. He moved closer to Theron. “I want them expelled from the villa until the investigation is completed. Aricia is to be ordered to return to her parent’s home. The she-elf and the rogue Alpha I want detained to prevent any attempt they might make to flee Sparta and possible justice.”


Theron looked at him and shook his head. “That I will not allow.” He spoke evenly.


“You can not…”


“Until such time as an investigation is completed and their findings brought before this Senate, nothing will change!” Theron spoke firmly. “We in Sparta do not convict before the evidence is fully in! That has always been the law!”

“I suggest we begin to review our laws.” Autolycus spoke, “To include the One Line Ascension law.”

 
Theron looked at him. “Is that was this is all about?” He asked. 


“Not at all,” Autolycus responded. “However you have presided over this Senate as Steward for nearly three millennia. We have waited for a descendant of Leonidas to appear for almost all that time, and it has not happened. Perhaps it is time to review the One Ascension Law and reinstall the second Spartan Line of Kingship.”


“You speak of changing a law that was put in place with good reason!” Panos spoke loudly. “The Eurypontid line was responsible for great treachery in our history!”


“And also great bravery!” Autolycus spoke heatedly.


“The treachery of the Eurypontid line is well documented Autolycus.” Theron spoke. “And that is why the One Ascension Law was instituted.”


“We wait for a descendant that will never come!” Autolycus snapped. “And I for one am tired of waiting. I will draw up the necessary paperwork to have the One Ascension Law brought before this Senate to debate.”


Theron nodded. “That is your right.”


“And I want this rogue Alpha and the she-elf confined!”


Theron shook his head. “I forbid it.” He spoke.  


“You do not have that authority.” Autolycus spoke.


Theron looked at him. “I have the authority to call a vote on that action.” He spoke firmly. “A vote you will not win. Do you wish to test that?”


Autolycus remained silent as he glared at Theron. “So be it.” He spoke finally. “I look forward to the results of the investigations, and I am confident they will prove me correct.”

“We shall see.” Theron spoke. “We shall see.”


“Why are you allowing these investigations to proceed?” Dymas asked Theron after the Senate hall had emptied and they had moved to his office.


“I have no choice.” Theron spoke. “Autolycus is a senior member of the Senate and I can not just dismiss him.”


“No… but you don’t have to allow these investigations to take place.” Dymas told him. “They will ultimately expose who Martin is, and then his life will be in danger.”


“And if I don’t let them proceed, the suspicion Autolycus has planted among the others that we are indeed hiding something will grow. Theron said.


“Martin is not going to be happy about this.” Panos spoke. 


“He will endure.” Theron said.


“And if Autolycus produces such a document in regards to Aricia?” Panos said. “What then? She is Martin’s mate… and he will never allow it. And I would be suspicious of any such document presented now.”


Theron rose from his desk. “As I’m sure many on the Advisory Committee will agree. However if Autolycus has such a document, then Martin will abide by the law!” He told them heatedly. “Whatever relationship he has with her will be dissolved and she will become Midlan’s mate. And it would behoove him to honor that custom in accordance with our laws. He will be King and he is not above the law.”


“You do not know Martin very well Theron if you think he will allow that to happen.” Dymas said. “I have known him far longer than you my friend, and he will leave Sparta without a moment’s hesitation. And all those with him will go as well.”

“Nonsense!” Theron spoke. “He is the King. And how would he leave, I would not allow him to have a transport.”


Dymas shook his head. “You underestimate him Theron. Just as so many others have throughout the years. Do you honestly believe you can keep him here if he does not want to be here?”


“He will have no choice!” Theron snapped. “There are thousands of unmated females within Sparta, just as beautiful as Aricia! As King he will have his pick of mates! I will not see him bring down the Agiad line over something as petty as a squabble over a female!”


“We’re not talking about any female!” Dymas barked. “This is the female he has chosen as his mate!”


“Then he will have to find another!” Theron yelled. Dymas looked at him his eyes wide in shock and surprise.


“Let him take the test now.” Dilios suggested. 


Theron shook his head as Dymas settled back into his chair. “He is not ready.” Theron spoke.


“That he is the descendant of Leonidas is irrefutable!” Panos spoke. “The strength of his aura alone says that. His telepathic powers do nothing but reinforce that fact. He is strong enough to take the test!”


“If he takes the test while these investigations are going on, Autolycus will only move to discredit them, or have him killed.” Theron spoke. “We’re trying to prevent that until he is ready.”


“With the influence Autolycus has among the other Senators, how do we know the investigations will be unbiased?” Dilios asked. “He is not above bribery and other acts to get what he wants. And he made very clear what he wants today. He wants to abolish the One Line Ascension Law and be installed as King.”


“I will insure the investigations are conducted properly.” Theron told them. “They will only reveal the truth, and by the time they are finished, they will only help our cause.”


“Are you so sure?” Panos asked.


Theron nodded and returned to his chair. “Yes. I have not been Steward of the Throne for this long only to see Martin throw it away over petty differences with Midlan and Autolycus. I need time to think and plan. It has been a long day and I want to have a clear head, so please everyone just relax and we will get through this. I will meet with all of you in the morning after the documents have been presented.” They watched him stand up and move to the door of his office. “Have faith my friends. Things will fall into place accordingly.” He spoke just before walking into the corridor and leaving them alone.


Dymas looked at his father and Dilios. “He is wrong.” He said softly.


Dilios leaned forward. “Dymas… will he leave Sparta?”


“Dilios… he has built a city in North America.” Dymas said slowly, measuring his words carefully. “The elves consider him their High King. He may be the descendant of Leonidas… but unlike Leonidas he will follow his heart first and he will not care for the consequences. You have not seen the unit he now commands Dilios. This Spartan Phalanx that everyone dismisses out of hand. He has forged them into a single cohesive mind. The Spartans who barely passed their own Agoges have now become the foundation for what he will build if he is allowed. Added to them are Andreus and the others of his Royal Guard and the men and women who came to Sparta with him. Who do you think they will follow? They know who he is Dilios, eighty-six men and women who would willingly throw themselves into a burning building for him.” Dymas got to his feet and moved to the window. “If Autolycus or Midlan attempt to take Aricia from him they will die, without question, without thought. And if they kidnap her away from him… or attempt to arrest Dysea…” He turned to look at them, shaking his head. “Of all of them I believe it is Dysea who he treasures most of all, for it was she who he turned first, and she has been at his side longer. He loves them all equally, but she is the true power behind him. If they attempt to arrest her or harm her, harm any of them, in any way, Sparta will see retribution on a scale not seen in the annals of our history. And I will be beside him, as will well over five million elves and humans in North America.”

“As will I,” Panos said quickly. “And hundreds more that he and the Queens have touched since they have been here in Sparta.”


Dilios looked at them for a long moment. “He must go to Thermopylae.” He said finally. “He must be baptized at the shrine of Leonidas and then he must return here and take the test. It is the only way to stop this madness before it goes any further.”


“Theron has said he is not ready.” Panos spoke.


“What choice do we have? Dymas… will he do what you say?” Dilios asked.


Dymas nodded slowly. “I watched him march across the African continent to kill the man who betrayed him and his team. And then he led them out of there carrying their wounded. Oh yes… were any harm to come to any of his Queens, Sparta would burn, make no mistake about that.”


“Then it must be done.” Dilios said. “I have no doubts that he is the Descended. None! They were washed away the moment I felt his aura in the landing bay. Autolycus is doing this in an effort to revoke the One Ascension Law. You both heard some of his passions this very day. He would reverse decisions that are hundreds of year’s old, decisions that have made Sparta what she is today. He cares only to be King, and regardless of what Theron says, the best way to combat him is to confront him head on. Martin must go to Thermopylae.”


“Then I will tell him.” Dymas spoke, nodding his head. “I will go to him tonight and speak with him.”


“What of Theron?” Panos asked. “Do we tell him?”


“No!” Dilios said quickly. “He would forbid it. And…”

“And what Dilios,” Dymas demanded seeing the look on Dilios’s face. “What are you not telling us?”

“He has not been the same since Martin returned to Sparta. He has been reclusive and there have been many times when I have tried to reach him and his House Boy does not know where he is.” Dilios told them. “I fear… I fear he does not want to lose the power he has wielded all these years. And he knows if Martin takes the test, he will become King and Theron… he does not want that.”

Dymas’s eyes were wide in disbelief. “Do you… do you have any proof of this Dilios?”

Dilios shook his head. “Only what my instincts tell me.” He said.


“Events are beginning to cascade on us.” Dymas spoke. “Dilios is right, Martin must go to Thermopylae. I will speak with him tonight. Dilios you must inform Thr’won of our plans, and tell her to guard her actions carefully for I have no doubt Autolycus will have her watched for anything he can use against her.” He turned to his father. “Father you…”


“I will do what must be done son.” Panos answered cutting him off. “And so will you. You know what you need to do Dymas. Martin needs to go and see the Oracle before he goes to Thermopylae.”


“Father you…”


“I speak the truth Dymas… and regardless of what you may think of the Oracle, she has never been wrong. And she has always been a friend to us, even if the Ephors weren’t.” Panos spoke. “Autolycus must not be allowed to take the throne.”


Dymas looked at his father for a long time before slowing nodding his head. “Very well, I will tell him. But I can not guarantee he will listen.”


Panos smiled. “The descendants of Leonidas not listen to you? I find that impossible to even believe.”


The three men chuckled together, relieving some of the tension that had built. Dymas finally nodded. “We have our tasks, and now we must conduct them. We will meet back at my father’s house tomorrow evening.”


Vengal looked at the towering mountains in the distance and could not help but be in awe. He stood on the patio of the villa nestled above the city of Sparta, the glass of Spartan wine in his hands. The morning had been just as he imagined it. He and his wife had not been able to sleep the last three hours of the flight, and were content to simply gaze at the land below them as it passed by. When he had stepped foot off the SPAT and seen his daughter and the way her face had lit up, everything else had fallen by the wayside. 

Anuk looked very different. Her hair had grown longer, and her skin was somewhat darker than before, though her pale skin would never fully be tanned. She looked as if she had lost all of the baby fat he had grown accustom too on his daughter, and now she was lean and muscular, and as far as he was concerned far more beautiful. Holding her in his arms and feeling the firmness of her body and the beating of her heart had nearly brought him to tears. She was shaking with joy at seeing him and her mother, and could barely talk. She had looked so tiny standing next to Daniel Simpson, but the love that they held for one another was obvious. They were almost never apart, always touching each other in some fashion. This was customary in Spartan culture he discovered, between an Alpha male and the mate he claimed under the moon as Daniel had his daughter. 


Meeting Daniel’s family and the warmth and love with which he and his wife were accepted moved him right down to his core. Daniel’s father was just as massive as his son, and Vengal learned quickly that he had a soft spot for Anuk, as he could not stop praising what she had accomplished since being in Sparta. They had come to the villa where Martin and his Queens were living, and after at least two hours of small talk and laughter, Vengal finally had the time to pull away and absorb it all. His wife and Anuk were inside still sitting with Anja, Dysea and Aricia, as well as Daniel’s mother and one of his sisters. They could not be pried apart it seemed, and he was able to take his wine and come out here to the patio to gaze at the mountains and the wondrous picture of Sparta below the villa.

“Impressive isn’t it?” Martin’s voice spoke from the side, causing him to turn.


Vengal nodded and noticed that his King carried a similar glass of wine. “It is my King.” He spoke.


“Vengal… to those I consider my friends and family, I am just Martin.” He spoke with a smile. “Danny is and always has been my brother, if not by blood, then by combat. We’ve never considered ourselves otherwise. That makes Anuk, your wife and yourself members of my family as well. Please… my name is Martin.”


Vengal smiled and nodded. “You honor me… Martin.” He spoke.


Martin shook his head. “It is you who honor me.” He told him. “We’ve laid out your plan in the foyer; let’s take a look at it.”


Vengal nodded and followed him around the side of the villa to another section of patio that had a cover draped over it alive with vines that had grapes bursting from the stems. The table had been set up directly under the center of this wood and concrete cover and Vengal noticed Daniel, his father and the young Spartan called Andreus standing around it.


Melancton looked up as they approached. “My son tells me you designed this operation Vengal.” He spoke.

Vengal nodded. “I’ve spent a week putting it together. It wasn’t easy I assure you.”


“No doubt, but it is a masterful plan.” Melancton spoke with no small amount of respect. “And one I would very much like to be a part of, with your permission sire.” He added looking to Martin.

“Me and Tari too Skipper.” Danny spoke. 


Martin looked at them. “May I ask why?”


“I have spoken with Kim So and Lander sire. Specifically about this half Drow half vampire elf that accompanied you here. Tari I believe his name is.” Melancton spoke.


Martin nodded. “Yes.”


“Kim So tells me he has never seen a man more devoted to the one he loves than this Tari is to Kim So’s daughter. And Lander tells me he is one of the most skilled operators he has ever seen.” Melancton spoke. “Daniel and Anuk have spoken of this Drow Queen Aihola often, and this is his sister?”

Martin nodded. “Yes. All of the Drow elves in Eden were subject to the Alliance and their experiments, some of them quite hideous in nature.”


Melancton nodded. “This Tari has a tail sire.” He spoke. “And from what Lander tells me, he uses it as a third arm. That is quite amazing to me.”


Martin smiled. “That’s not quite common knowledge Melancton.” He spoke. “Let’s keep that between us ok?”


“It would be a great honor to fight beside this Tari and his sister.” Melancton spoke. “The Guardian of the Line made them to be most like Spartans did he not?”


“That’s what he has told me.” Martin said.


“Daniel has fought beside him before, and that accounts for his desire to go on this mission.” Melancton said. “Myself… I wish to see these Drow in action, and perhaps learn from them, and pass on what I can. Two others besides me have expressed an extreme interest in accompanying Vengal back to North America and assisting him, under his command of course.”


Martin looked at the holo chart for a long moment, taking in the labels of forces and locations, as well as logistics and terrain. Vengal had added it all to the plot board. He looked at Vengal. “General?”

“The Spartan Dienekes has assigned ten of the men and women he has been training to be our advanced scouts Martin.” Vengal replied. “To have three additional Spartans on this mission would, I believe, increase our chances of success greatly. It would also allow Dekton to maintain his primary mission of protecting Aihola. The insertion calls for us to move fast for three straight days. Having Daniel and the other Spartans is not an asset I would refuse.”


Martin nodded, “Approved.” He said without preamble. “Dan… make sure you load up enough body armor to outfit the entire team Vengal has assigned. I assume Anuk will go with you?”


Dan chuckled, “Like I have much choice in that.” He said. 

Melancton laughed loudly and pounded his son on the back. “You are beginning to discover the wiles of beautiful women son.” He spoke. “No matter how you protest, one caress from them in the right spot and all of us become boys.”


Dan nodded his head. “Nice to know I ain’t the only one it happens too.”


“Make sure Anja loads her out with medical supplies from Sparta.” Martin said. “She can use it all right?”


Dan nodded. “She’s been working with Anja for the last three weeks at the hospital.”


Martin nodded. “Aihola has already informed me that Vengal has command even though she is going along. I don’t want anything to happen to her gentlemen. At any point if the mission looks like a bust… get her out of there. Is that clear?”

Vengal nodded. “That was already my plan sire.” He said, “Though only Dekton and I are aware of it right now.”


“My advice is to keep it that way.” Martin said. “I’ve noticed she’s just as stubborn as Tarifa. And now that Dekton has taken them both as mates… they’ll be even worse.” Martin stepped up to the plot board. “Ok… give me a quick rundown, and then let’s get back to Anuk’s party.”


“This asshole Autolycus and his son are beginning to try my patience Walter.” Martin exclaimed as he poured two mugs of coffee from the pot in the kitchen. He carried them to the table and set one down in front of Walter, before taking the seat at the head of the table.

“You know our history Marty.” Walter told him. “This is the only way he can maneuver and push forth his agenda. He’s trying to make you and the others look bad, and in the process it seems to the Senate that we have been lying and withholding information from them.”


“Which you have,” Martin said sitting in the chair.


Walter nodded. “Well that is neither here nor there.” He spoke calmly. “The fact remains that Autolycus wants the throne, and he has chosen to get it through you.”


“Does he know who I really am?” Martin asked.


Walter shook his head. “Unlikely. If he did, he would have revealed it to the Senate today in the chambers.” He answered, looking at Martin, “In which case he could very well force you to undergo the test immediately.”


“Or try and have me killed.” Martin spoke.


Walter nodded. “I would not put that past him, yes.”


“Walter has any other descendant of Leonidas been here to Sparta and taken this test?” Martin asked.


Walter shook his head again. “Not to my knowledge, and I would know this if it happened.” He answered. “Why?”


Martin shrugged, “Just curious.” He sipped his coffee. “So who is this Oracle you tell me I need to go see?”


Walter looked at him. “She is a prophet of sorts.” Walter answered. “She is the Oracle that appeared to Leonidas after he sought permission from the Ephors to go to war with the Persians. It was her meeting with him that convinced the King he needed to follow his own course of action.”


“Wait… this is the same Oracle that told him he needed to honor the Carneia, and that one of the line of Heracles needed to die in order to save Sparta.” Martin said.


Walter nodded. “She knew the Ephors were corrupt and traitorous… but she could not warn Leonidas until after he came to the Ephors. It was then that she told him Sparta would fall unless a King of the line of Heracles died to preserve her.”


“That she was playing both sides of the coin doesn’t inspire a whole lot of confidence.” Martin said. “She is the one who sent my ancestor to his death.”


Walter nodded. “A fact she has lived with all of her life. Nearly four thousand years of it.” He told him.


“Yet you’re telling me I need to go see her and listen to what she has to say?” Martin asked. “Jesus… how old is she?”

Walter nodded, “Older than I that much I do know. You need to hear what she tells you no matter what it is.” He spoke softly. “Whether you listen to what she says is for you to decide. I will arrange it for tomorrow evening.”


Martin nodded. “Have you ever spoken with her?”

Dymas/Walter shook his head. “I am not one of the chosen that she uses to pass on her messages. There is a small group of Spartans that call themselves the Watchers. They are fanatically loyal to Leonidas’s blood line and anyone who has it. Many of the messages she has passed onto the Senate and others have come through them. They are not trusted by many of the members of the Senate due to their fanatical devotion, but the Senate does regard the Oracle quite highly.”

“Ok… if you think I need to do this.” He spoke, “Now what about Autolycus?”


“I fear he will convince Xenos to sign some document he has had drawn up in the last few hours.” Walter replied. “And knowing Xenos… he will sign it. I’ve looked into the circumstances regarding the actions of Atropos. The evidence against him, all of it was circumstantial.”

Martin nodded. “I looked into it as well. His supposed confession was not in the records I saw.”

Dymas looked at him. “That is odd. Perhaps I will have to look deeper into this. The events surrounding Atropos aside, Xenos didn’t appear to back his son at all during the events. I have no doubts that Autolycus will have the dates and times forged. He has many on his payroll who have other skills. Xenos it seems is only interested in restoring the honor he was stripped of, and he cares not who he injures in the process. Dilios has told me he can delay the Advisory Committee for two days, possibly three.”


“Do you trust him?” Martin asked.


Walter looked at him. “He is the first born son of one who fell at Thermopylae with King Leonidas. His loyalty is beyond reproach Martin, regardless of his outer jovial appearance.”


“I did not question his loyalty.” Martin spoke. “I asked if you trust him.”


“I trust him with the same regard that I trust you.” Dymas replied.


Martin nodded. ‘That’s good enough for me then. I will…”


“Send me away my love.” Aricia’s voice came from behind them.


Martin turned as Walter looked up to see Aricia standing with Anja and Dysea in the doorway leading into the dining room. “Why on earth would I do that Little Wolf?” He asked looking at her.


“What do you think the outcome of Autolycus’s so called investigation will be?” Aricia spoke moving forward to sit in front of him on the table as he pushed the chair back. Anja and Dysea settled on the single chair on Martin’s other side, their shoulders touching. “Autolycus owns many votes on the Senate. Dilios may be able to delay the outcome, but he won’t be able to stop it. They will undoubtedly side in Autolycus’s favor, and order me to leave you and return to my father. Then Midlan will bring his arrogant pompous ass to collect me. I desire no man’s touch on me if it is not yours my love. I will kill that bastard before I allow him to have me.”


“He has to get you first Little Wolf. Something I guarantee he won’t do while I live.” Martin said.


“Nor us.” Dysea spoke in agreement.


“You know I am correct in this my love.” Aricia said.


“She’s right, as much as it galls me to admit Marty.” Walter said.


“Nauta Melme… Little Wolf can return with Daniel and Vengal back to Eden.” Dysea spoke again. “You and I are who he is truly attempting to come after. Aricia is merely a ploy to get to us. If she is no longer in Sparta… then he will not have the option of using her against you.”

“I’ll go with her Martin.” Anja said now. “Anuk is turning out to be an excellent field medic, but there are a lot of unknowns that Aihola and the others could face, and they have six thousand men, women and children to escort back to Eden. It wouldn’t hurt to have two extra sets of hands… as well as teeth.” She finished that with a smile.


“That would neutralize the issue.” Walter spoke. “At least until you became King. Then it becomes a different issue altogether.”


“How so?”


“It was wrong to do… but having Aricia and her family bear the shame of her brother’s actions…” He held up his hands before Aricia could speak. “Curb your tongue child… I do not believe your brother guilty of such a crime. However that is something we can deal with at a later date. Much about that incident rings fabricated and I intend to look into it, but we need to deal with the immediate problem right now.”

“Theron…” Martin said.


“Dilios believes Theron will do everything to remain in power as long as he can.” Walter spoke. “Dilios believes, and my father agrees, that Theron has grown accustom to the power he wields as Steward. He is more concerned with keeping his status then seeing you ascend to the throne.”


“What do you believe?” Martin asked him.


Walter met his eyes. “I think there is more going on then all of us realize.” He replied.


Martin got to his feet slowly and moved around the table deep in thought. He stopped at the doorway into the living room where not hours before there were laughing and celebrating men and women. “Andreus… what are your thoughts?” He asked as if speaking to the air.


Andreus stepped from the shadows with a sheepish grin on his face, his mother next to him. “Forgive me sire.” He spoke. “I did not… I did not wish it to appear as if I was eavesdropping.”

“This concerns you and Dasha as well.” Martin spoke. “I want the opinion of you and your mother.”


Andreus looked at his mother and nodded to her. They had spoken many times since she had come to stay with them in the villa, and now he realized that his mother loved her children without regret or regard. Dasha looked at Martin. 

“Send Aricia back with Daniel sire.” She said without hesitation. “I will go with her if that meets with your approval. I will not see my child subjected to what her father intends. It seems everyone but he knows that Autolycus will never return the honor of our family, no matter what he does. I may still love him, but that does not mean I have to endure him, or what he intends for Aricia. I have many skills that this elf Queen Tarifa may find useful while Aricia goes on this mission.”

Martin looked at Andreus, “You?”

“Lexi has trained them intensely for the last month sire.” Andreus spoke confidently. “She reports to me every day on their progress. I do not fear for Queen Anja or my sister were they to go on this mission. She says Aricia will one day best me with the Nehtes, and whoever is struck by a blow from Queen Anja will never get up. Both of their personal guards have also volunteered to accompany them.”
Martin looked around at all of them shaking his head. “You guys have given this some thought uhu?” He said with a smile.

Anja got up from her chair and moved to him, putting her hands on his arm. “I think we saw it coming because we are women Martin. We love you with all that we are, and none of us is willing to give that up. Walter is right.” She said softly. “Andreus is right. If we eliminate a potential thorn in this Autolycus’s side, then it ultimately helps you. That is what matters to us most of all. Aricia and I can look after ourselves quite well… and it would not look good if Dysea suddenly up and left. She is nearly your equal in skill Martin, even though Andreus and Lexi seem to think I am. Once everything is the way it is suppose to be here, well by that time… Aricia and I will desire the two of you so badly we’ll swim across the ocean to be back with you both.”

“I don’t like the idea of sending you away.” He spoke. “It leaves a bad taste in my mouth, like I am abandoning you.”

Aricia got off the table and moved over to stand in front of him, wrapping her arms around his waist. “I think I speak for all of us when I say we know that is something you would never do.” She spoke softly. 

Anja and Dysea stepped up to them and joined her embrace of Martin, his arms going around all of them. “Then I will not give him the chance to act.” Martin spoke. “I want you to gather your things and leave tonight. Andreus inform Vengal and the others quietly. Have Tina select the two pilots they trust the most to fly a SPAT back. I want Endith and her to remain here because I have a feeling I’ll need them.”

Andreus nodded and moved quickly to depart. Aricia looked up at him. Martin gazed into her azure blue eyes and leaned over to kiss her deeply. After a moment they parted and he turned to kiss Anja just as deeply. Dysea smiled and took both Aricia and Anja’s hands. “Come Little Wolf, I will help you and Melyanna prepare your things.”
Walter stepped up next to Martin as the ladies headed for the bedroom. “This is the best way Martin. You know that.”

“That doesn’t mean I have to like it.” He replied.

Walter smiled and looked at him, once more stunned by the striking similarity between Martin and the King he knew so long ago. “There are many things that make you and Leonidas so similar Martin my boy, one of them being the fact that you hated having to do things that were right, but that you regarded as cowardly. Do you worry for Dysea?” He asked finally.

Martin chuckled. “I worry for the fool that attempts to lay his hands on her.” He said. “Anja is right… regardless of what Andreus and Lexi think, Dysea is exceedingly more lethal than Aricia or her.”

“You love them all equally my boy; that much is obvious, but Dysea will always be closer to you because you turned her first. She has more of you inside her and that, when everything is said and done, that will matter most.” Walter spoke. “I need to go and prepare for your meeting and the events that will be coming. Stay sharp my King.”

Martin met his eyes. “I intend to.” He said.


Dysea stood next to Martin as they watched the SPAT lift off and rocket into the stars. They both wore the Spartan armor, their Nehtes secured to their thighs. The Spartan Weapons Master Nehtes, the elf the weapons were named after, had forged all of their weapons right down to the millimeter of specification. Dysea’s Nehtes was four inches shorter than normal, due to her height and weight, but when she wielded the weapon it was an extension of her body. Standing next to Martin, he realized that Anja had been right. Dysea was a warrior, she would always be a warrior, and her love of him and his of her insured that fact for all time. Martin’s Nehtes was the standard size, but weighted perfectly for his combination of speed and power, and it was also ornately carved with Spartan symbols of Kingship, the letters of Ancient Greek spelling out the words Molon Labe along the side.

“We will see them again soon Nauta Melme.” Dysea said softly, taking his hand in hers.


Martin nodded. “I know.” He replied. “Part of me is glad that they will not be here for what we may need to do.”


“What do you think we will need to do?” Dysea asked looking at him.


Martin turned and gazed into her emerald eyes. “I have a feeling that you and I are going to have to put a serious hurting on some people. And it will not be pretty for them in the least.”


Dysea smiled; a thing of beauty to Martin, a savage grin to anyone else who saw her. She wrapped her arms around his waist. “You say the most wonderful things to me Nauta Melme.” She told him with adoring eyes. “It always gets my blood pumping.”


Martin laughed and they turned as Andreus walked up. “Sire we are ready.” He spoke.


Dysea looked at him. “Nauta Melme… we are not returning to the villa?”


Martin shook his head. “Not just yet.” He replied as he watched the cloaked figure take shape from the shadows and stand next to Andreus. “Helen, how are you?”


The figure looked up and pulled back the hood to reveal Helen’s older face. “I have come as you asked sir.” She spoke. “Though I don’t understand why?”


“I think you do Helen.” Martin answered softly. “You have known who I am since that first night. Did you think I wouldn’t notice you and the others whispering among yourselves when we were at Demetrius’s tavern, or the fact that they always deferred to you?”


“I… sire I…” Helen looked fearful for a moment.


Martin stepped up to her quickly. “You have no need to fear me Helen; we have cooked in your kitchen side by side. Made some pretty good meals too haven’t we?” 


Helen looked at him and couldn’t help but smile. “We… we have waited a very long time for you my King.” She said softly, reaching up to touch his face. “And you have honored me with your trust all this time, knowing who I was. How long have you known?”


“Part of me has known since the first time I saw you.” He replied. “You… you looked familiar to me somehow.”


Dysea looked at her oddly, confused. “Nauta Melme… what… what do you mean? Who is this?”


Martin smiled gently. “This is the Oracle that so many have spoken of Melda Min.” He answered. “The Oracle that Walter wants me to see.”


Dysea looked at Helen with wide emerald eyes. “Helen?”


Helen smiled even as she detected Andreus’s stunned expression as well. “My Queen… it has been a distinct honor to serve you and Queens Anja and Aricia these last few weeks, and I hope you will allow me to do so in the future.”


“So how old are you?” Martin asked softly.


Helen looked at him. “I am four thousand six hundred and seventy-two years old my King.” She answered, hearing Andreus gasp from the side. “I will answer many of your questions sire, and leave you with more still, but you will have much of the knowledge you have craved for so very long. After that… you must go to Thermopylae for the answer to what you must do. We can not speak here, for even though we are alone, there could be eyes everywhere. I know a place that is safe.”


Martin nodded and in a white/blue flash he had transformed into the massive black wolf Dysea so loved. He heard both Helen and Andreus gasp at the sight of the black as night monster he had become in an instant. Andreus had not yet seen his King in wolf form, as Martin and Dysea never went for their runs until very late. The body armor he had worn in human formed conformed to his body even as a wolf, the crimson cape now melded with the black armor on his back. Helen and Andreus were awestruck and still, until the white/blue flash of Dysea shifting into wolf form as well moved them out of their trance like state. She stood next to him, easily half his size, with her platinum blond fur just sticking out of the black armor she wore. She stepped up to him and nuzzled under his thick neck with her platinum blond muzzle, his head lowering and licking her muzzle.

Then let us go. Martin’s mind told her.


Two more flashes and then there was a large dark brown wolf and a smaller gray wolf with them.


Follow me closely sire, for we will cross vampire territory. It is not far, but a finger of the land they inhabit extends to where we must cross. Helen’s voice carried into their minds.


With a flick of her gray tail she was gone, Martin and Dysea following, Andreus bringing up the rear.

(Background Music; “Unforgiven” Acoustic, Metallica)

“This is where I come to clear my mind and be at peace.” Helen spoke softly, leading them into the large cave.

They had run for a solid hour, a silent loping run that allowed their wolf senses to remain at high alert, but allowed them to cover the distance quickly. She had led them to this cave, taking up the torch just inside the entrance and then leading them even further down into the bowels of the mountain.


The room they entered looked incredibly modern in its appearance, with steel and granite walls, a divider that separated the large canopy bed from the rest of the area. A small stove was built directly into the rock wall, and it was here that Helen went, turning on large globes of light as she moved. They all saw the racks and rows of books and scrolls and data pads lining another wall of the room, a fireplace that suddenly burst into flames at their presence, the logs cackling as they caught fire and began to spread warmth throughout the room. Helen busied herself with making the tea as Martin, Dysea and Andreus moved about the room in wonderment at all the holo images. Most of the photos were of Sparta and the landscape around it. Andreus stopped in front of one picture and picked it up. His eyes scanned the image as he turned to Martin.

“Sire… look.” He spoke moving over next to him.


Martin took the imager and his eyes grew a little wider. “This is… this is the area where the landing bay is now.” He spoke. “But all I see are pine trees.”


Helen smiled and turned from the stove carrying the try with tea mugs as well as sugar and cream. “Please… all of you sit down. This will take some time. You as well Andreus, you are the King’s Captain and you must know everything I will tell him in order to better protect him.”


They settled onto the comfortable couches as Helen poured all of them tea. When that was finished, she made a mug for herself and then sat back in the single chair, pulling her legs underneath her. She moved pretty well for someone over four thousand years old.

“Where to begin…” Helen spoke softly.

“What… what are we?” Martin asked.


Helen looked at him. “Our people are called Lycavorians.” She started. “Hence the abbreviation that is so common among this planet’s human species; Lycans, or werewolves. Our species originated on a planet much like earth in a system over seventy-thousand light years from here. We were a simple people, peaceful and friendly, until the vampires came. They had devoted much of their technological advances to machines of war, and while we were an equally advanced race ourselves, we had nothing more than a few small ships, deciding that we wanted nothing to do with war and death. Nine thousand years ago the Vampires attacked our world and slaughtered our people by the millions, destroying our cities and butchering us like cattle. They took millions of us captive while they scorched our world into oblivion. When they were done, barely a quarter of our population of five hundred billion survived. Most were slaves, while some lucky others were able to escape the onslaught in ships. 
“We had never seen them before that period in our history, and to this day we have never discovered what possessed them to attack us in such a way. Our King and his mate were spared death as a means to maintain some control over us. We worshiped our King and Queen, and it was he who told us to not resist them. To hold in our fury until the time was right. The day our world was destroyed has stood for nine thousand years as the blackest day in our history.”

“Nine thousand years?” Martin spoke stunned. “You said you were only four thousand odd years old.”

Helen nodded. “I am. When one Oracle passes from this life, his or her spirit finds its way to the one they have chosen to carry on in that stead. I was chosen by my predecessor to succeed him when I was only a hundred and seven years old. It was my decision to come here to earth, as I felt it would be the perfect place to remain hidden from the vampires who had declared the Oracles of our people treasonous. We were to be killed on the spot. To my knowledge I am the only one that still lives.
“I took on the role of the Oracle for the Ephors, the Ancient Greek prophets in roughly 1100 B.C. It seemed innocent enough at the time, and it provided me protection because earth had not yet been colonized. After four planets and almost five hundred years of running, I finally chose earth and the Spartan people because they most reminded me of our own. Six hundred years after I arrived… that all changed.”

“In what way?” Dysea asked.

“The Lycavorian King decided he had had enough of slavery for his people. Eleven hundred years of torture and humiliation and death and finally he knew we had learned enough to throw off the yoke of slavery. The vampires had hundreds of species as slaves, but Lycavorians were generally considered the strongest and most cunning due to our heritage and ability to adapt. We were the most brutalized and given the most dangerous duties. Many of our people willingly began to serve the vampires, and when this became known the King decided he’d had enough. Our greatest allies came in the form of a species we had never seen before. They too were stronger and more cunning then most others, but unlike us… they still had a home world. It was a vampire occupied world, but much of our weapons and support came from them.” Helen looked at Dysea with a gentle smile. “It is the home world of the elves.”

Dysea’s emerald green eyes grew wide at this and her breathing increased, “Elves?” She gasped. “You mean that… the Holy One did not create us?”

“Oh no… Dymas created those elves here on earth, but only after he was given the DNA and genetic knowledge to do so encoded into his own DNA. His intentions were completely innocent and without malice, as he only wanted a superior species to help the humans pull themselves back from the dark times into which they had fallen after the passing of the comet. He was doing what King Leonidas had asked him by doing what he could to protect the humans of this world.” Helen sipped her tea slowly, Dysea waiting patiently. “The elves recognized what our King could represent to hundreds of other species that were enslaved by the vampires. The ruling Council of elves that remained alive and in hiding declared our King as their leader as well, since the elfin King and Queen and their entire bloodline had been butchered. Dysea my child… you thought yourself Queen of only those elves here on earth, when in fact you are now Queen to over six trillion elves across the universe. As Anja is Queen to nearly equal that amount of her own people.”

“Melyanna has her own people?” Dysea asked stunned.
“She does… the Hadarians. They are the healers of our rebellion, the doctors and nurses who care for our wounded and sick. Her people are born with a special metaphysic radiation that emanates from their bodies, allowing them to heal many wounds with a simple touch. Anja has not discovered it yet, but it runs deeply within her, deeper than even her mother who was generally considered the strongest of her people. It is standard practice for the vampires to wipe out entire bloodlines of ruling families so that no one will ever come forward to rally the people. They failed in respect to Anja’s parents…” Helen looked at Martin. “And they failed in respect to you my King.”

“How?” Martin asked. He had sat and listened so far, absorbing all Helen was telling them, and not reacting as he thought he would. It was as if everything she was telling them he already knew somehow.
“Six hundred years after I arrived on earth, the Lycavorian King decided it was time to gather the leaders of the rebellion and start planning. He was betrayed by someone close to him, and the vampires discovered the meeting after it had taken place. He was immediately branded treasonous and was ordered executed, along with his entire bloodline. What the vampires did not know was that his Queen was with child, and it was this child that Anja’s people removed from her womb, along with ten thousand other fetuses among our people. They were brought here to earth, to me and implanted into the wombs of Spartan women that I chose.” Helen stopped speaking and got to her feet, moving closer to the fire, the telling of the events obviously having an effect on here.
“Leonidas,” Martin spoke softly.

Helen nodded and turned back to him. “Yes, King Leonidas. His parents and all those in his bloodline were butchered after that and he was all that remained. The Vampires knew of what we had done, but they didn’t know where Leonidas had gone. As Leonidas grew and the reputation of the Spartans became more and more famous I knew that it would only bring the vampires to earth that much quicker. When word reached my ears that Xerxes had come to Persia, I had to go to Leonidas and tell him what he was, what many of his people were. He had already determined most of it himself, though he did not know of the rebellion off earth that he now was King of until I told him. When Xerxes finally arrived and set himself up to invade Greece, I knew I had no more time. I cautioned the Ephors against fighting the Persians. I even told them that they must honor their ritual holiday and their gods. Anything to stop Leonidas from going to battle with the Persians for I knew it would bring the entire Vampire might down on this world.” Helen moved back to the couch and looked at Martin. “But your ancestor was so much as you are now Martin. He was a Spartan yes, but he was filled with compassion for the old and the young and those who valued freedom above all else. He was raised in a brutal lifestyle that unwittingly prepared him for the future. He came to the Ephors two weeks before he left for Thermopylae and based on what I told the Ephors, they refused to honor his request to take the Spartan army to meet Xerxes. So he did the one thing I did not expect, he conferred with the woman who held his heart, his Queen, and he chose the 300.” Helen sat back, her eyes moist. “I condemned that man to death by my words, and he was the best hope for the rebellion. Had I told the Ephors to grant Leonidas his wish, we could have crushed Xerxes then and there with the entire Spartan army behind him. It would have spurred other city states at that time to fight with us as well. That single night has haunted me for three millennia Martin, and I thought I could never atone for that mistake.” Helen looked at Martin, her dark intelligent eyes boring into him.

“Our people are all telepathic my King, this you know. However… what we have taught our children here on earth is only half of what we are capable of. I did not want to pass that on to the Spartans here, for it would invoke too much suspicion. The Spartans were already well known for their fighting prowess, much of that due to the Lycavorian genes in most of them that allowed them to shift and heal their wounds, as well as their added strength and endurance. Leonidas had a seven year old son when he died, who ruled when he came of age. At least until the vampires killed him. What no one else knew… was that Queen Gorgo was with child when Leonidas departed for Thermopylae. A child conceived on the last night she was together with her husband before he left. When Gorgo came to me with this information, it was I who relayed to her what I now tell you. She accepted this news as laconically as any Spartan female would, as Leonidas had already shared with her most of what I had told him. It seems he kept very little from Gorgo… much as you keep nothing from Dysea, Anja and Aricia. Gorgo had free rein within Leonidas’s mind, as they do with you. It was I, who convinced her to leave earth, and that is why no history of Gorgo exists after 480 B.C.; everyone thought she had simply disappeared or took her own life in grief over her husband’s death.
“Leonidas’s actions at Thermopylae spurred the rebellion off planet into action. The other leaders deemed that if the son of their former King, a King now himself, felt it necessary to die for freedom, then that is what they too would do. Leonidas did not know it until the end, but he was King to far more than just the Spartans, and when he died that day he knew his actions would span the universe and the rebellion against the vampires would begin in earnest. His actions that day also kept the vampires from claiming this planet, as now the Lycavorians among the Spartans knew they existed, as up until then they were not aware vampires even existed and now they would fight them until their dying breath. The rebellion also had Gorgo among them, and she carried one of only two heirs to the throne.”
“After Thermopylae, Xerxes’s father, the Vampire High Lord began a systematic program meant to find Gorgo and the child in her womb, while at the same time attempting to kill Leonidas’s older son Pleistarchus at every turn. Gorgo was able to be a mother to her child for only a few months before he was placed in suspended animation and spirited away to a place that only a few of the rebellion’s leaders knew of for his own safety.” Helen continued her story. “Leonidas’s first born son remained here on earth and grew into adulthood, becoming King of Sparta and fathering six children before the vampires claimed his life. Throughout history Dymas has been brought the descendants of Pleistarchus, guarding them to the best of his ability. Most were found and eventually killed by the vampires, some died of natural causes.” 
“That does not account for the equipment that has found its way here to Sparta?” Martin asked, now leaning forward and listening with rapt attention. “The medical advances, the SPATs, the Shi Viskas.”

“Please don’t rush me,” Helen spoke. “It is very rude behavior for a King.”

Martin looked properly chastised and caught Dysea grinning at him from the corner of his eye. “I apologize.”

Helen smiled. “The rebellion knew they would have to provide certain advantages if they were going to keep the descendants of Leonidas alive. The weapons, and medical advances, as well as the aircraft are gifts from them. They have actually incorporated the Spartan training regime developed here on earth into their own training programs. It is why we have lasted for so long off planet. Only our intense training and will has kept us from being overwhelmed. The vampires have a larger space fleet than the rebellion, but our ground forces, many of which have been trained in the Spartan fashion, are far superior. Of all the planets we have captured, we have never had to surrender one. I have not spoken to anyone within the rebellion in over two thousand years, so I do not know what has come about outside the realms of this planet, but I do know we were at the very least holding our own.”


 Martin got to his feet and began pacing the room. Helen watched him for a moment before speaking again. “You don’t believe me?” She asked.

Martin looked at her. “That’s the problem. I do believe you.” He spoke. “And that is what frightens me. Everything you have told me makes sense… how I don’t know… but it is like someone just turned on a light bulb in the dark room I have been in for many years.” He looked at her. “Does anyone else know this?”

Helen shook her head. “No. Dymas may suspect something, he is far more intelligent than he lets on, but no one knows the all the facts I have told you.”

“So I am a descendant of Pleistarchus then?” Martin asked.

Helen shook her head. “No.” She replied.

“No?” Martin spoke confused. “How can I be a descendant of Leonidas then?”

“As I told you his unborn son was placed in suspended animation to protect him.” Helen said.

“Yes.”

“Gorgo remained with the ship that carried his chamber. Wherever it went she went. She would not leave the side of her son no matter who talked to her.” Helen said. “She had lost one son to the vampires, and she would not lose another.”

“Ok… now you have lost me.” Martin spoke returning to his spot next to Dysea.

Helen smiled gently once more. “The last in Pleistarchus’s bloodline was killed almost a thousand years ago.” She spoke. “Roughly six hundred and fifty years after that, the ship carrying the second son of Leonidas was attacked. It was a chance encounter as the ship was constantly moving; never staying in one place for very long, and the vampires did not know what they were attacking. The chamber with the second son was placed on a smaller transport with two of those that remained with Gorgo at all times, a man and a woman. They were her guards and those of her infant son. She was taken on a different transport before the ship itself was destroyed. The transport with her infant son went to the nearest habitable planet because it was damaged, while the transport with Gorgo escaped back into rebel territory.”
Martin’s eyes grew wide. “How do you know that if you haven’t spoken with anyone from the rebels in two thousand years?”

“The nearest planet was earth.” Helen said smiling at Martin’s expression. “The man and woman who remained with the infant’s chamber came here to Sparta.” Helen spoke, “To see me. I arranged for the chamber to be hidden.”

“So Leonidas’s second son returned to earth then? He must have had children if I’m one of his descendants?” Martin spoke questions running through his head. “Did the vampires kill him as well?”

“He had no children. Gorgo had not even named him before he went into the chamber. She was still grieving over the loss of Leonidas and couldn’t bring herself to name the boy.” Helen spoke her dark eyes bright and holding a twinkle in them.

“Now I’m really lost.” Martin said. “If Pleistarchus’s line was ended a thousand years ago, and the second son never had any children, how am I a descendant of Leonidas?”

Martin looked at Dysea when he heard her gasp and her hands went to her mouth in shock. Her face was frozen in an expression of amazement, her emerald green eyes focused on him. “Melda Min? What is wrong?” He asked reaching for her. As he reached for Dysea, his eyes went to Andreus who wore a similar expression on his face, and was also staring at him.
“Andreus… what,” Martin asked. “What’s going on?” He turned back to Helen who wore that same small smile on her face.

“That ship returned here to earth in 1906.” Helen spoke. “I arranged for the chamber to be hidden as I said. One hundred and thirty years later that same chamber was breached by the earthquake of 2036, the one that destroyed the country of Albania.”
“So?” Martin asked. “That doesn’t answer my question.”
“The year 2036 is the same year the man and woman who had delivered the chamber to me, presented the second son of Leonidas to Dymas, as was his station as Guardian of the Line.” Helen told him.

Martin came to his feet as what Helen was saying finally hit him. The color drained from his face and tightness gripped his stomach, his hands beginning shaking. He felt flush and heat began to race through his body. “No.” He said softly. “That… that can’t be… that can’t be true.”
Helen stood up and looked up into his face. “But it is true Martin. Have you never questioned why your telepathic powers are so much more powerful than others… even more then my own? Have you never questioned why you see the images of planets in your thoughts; how your Queens can be so powerful? Our people have the ability to imprint on our children things that we see that elicit heightened emotions and passion. The images of Thermopylae that your father saw, the battles… the death… the planets your mother saw before you were born… these are the images your parents have imprinted on you Martin Leonidas.”
“Now… now this is getting up into the realm of unbelievable.” Martin said softly.

“Yet you know it to be true. You can feel it inside you, in your heart. The blood of your father and mothers burns within you like a kiln Martin, you can not deny it. The moment you allow your shields to come down, every Lycavorian will know who you are. That is why you must go to Thermopylae, to the place where your father died, where his tomb now resides. You have felt its pull on you for three decades and you have not known why. Now you do.”

“Helen… you…”

“You are the youngest son of King Leonidas! I myself am the one who named you!” She spoke firmly. “You are the King of Sparta!” Helen moved quickly to the wall lined with bookcases. She pulled two thick dust covered books down at a ninety degree angle and they all watched as the center bookcase slid aside to reveal a very sophisticated computer system. Helen’s hands went to the console and began pressing buttons, small yellow and green lights blinking on the panel. She turned back to look at Martin as her finger stabbed down on the panel. “And now the rebellion knows that the infant that would be their King, and who they thought lost so long ago, is very much alive.”

“What did you just do?” Andreus demanded coming to his feet.

“I just sent a sub space message that will reach the home planet of the rebellion within the next three hours. The message was already formatted and I was prepared to send it five hundred and twenty years ago. It would have energized the rebellion with hope and new awareness. The passing of the comet changed all that… as we thought you had perished. When you arrived in Sparta six weeks ago I had no doubts about who you were, and I recalled the message from the databanks. I just sent that message with some additional information.” Helen replied. “Now you must go to Thermopylae, for someone awaits you there that will bestow upon you the gift that is yours by birthright and only yours.”
“Who are you talking about?” Martin asked.

“I will let you discover that for yourself King Martin Leonidas.” Helen spoke her voice filled with emotion and pride.

“Helen…”

“Everything you have experienced in your life, every battle you have fought and won. Every friend you have had to bury, all of it has brought you to this point in your life.” Helen said. “The moment you returned to earth after the comet passed, you set in motion a tide of events that can no longer be changed. Dymas had hoped to give the elves a King by using your DNA. That King was killed as you know, but everything happens for a reason. Fate knew you were still alive… and now every elf on this planet, as well as every Spartan will follow you through perditions door. All you need do is ask them. The rebellion will surge with the news that you live, and now perhaps we may finally be able to throw the yoke of the vampires from around our necks. You know what I say is true my King, and now you must take the place that was meant for you so long ago.”

Martin stood there in silence. He blinked several times… took deep breaths to calm his racing pulse and the pounding of his heart in his ears. He was standing here being told he was the son of a man that lived over three thousand years ago; a King that died for the freedom of his people and others. The same thing Martin had been fighting for his entire life. He had accepted completely what he was, that was something he had done a long time ago. Now… to discover this… it was just so overwhelming that he felt as if he was drowning. He turned to look at Dysea as she took his hand in hers and stepped close to him, pressing her warm body against his side, giving him strength and support. 

“I… I have always found older men much more attractive.” Dysea spoke softly, her emerald green eyes blazing with love, lust, and awe. “And it appears you are much older than we first thought Nauta Melme, and that simply makes my hormones giddy.”

Martin laughed then… the laugh of relief and acceptance. He pulled Dysea into his embrace and buried his face in her hair, inhaling deeply of her wildflower scent. Dysea squeezed him back as hard as she could; loving the feel of his powerful arms wrapped around her. 

“I understand you have sent Aricia and Anja back to Eden.” Helen spoke, breaking into their tender moment.

Martin looked at her, not releasing his grip on Dysea. “Yes.”

“Events are coming to a head my King.” She spoke softly. “You have enemies all around you and you must beware. Thermopylae will cement you on your path and provide you with the one thing that will show the others who you truly are, for only the son of Leonidas could wield it. Go now… before someone attempts to dissuade you once more.”

“Does Dymas… did Dymas know?”

Helen shook her head. “No.”

Martin looked at Andreus, “Andreus?” 
“My… my King,” Andreus answered, his chest swelling out as he stood a little taller.

“Have my Phalanx standing by on the western edge of the city in one hour.” Martin spoke the order, his eyes never leaving Helen’s face. “Inform Tina and Endith they will be flying us.”
“As you order my King,” Andreus replied moving for the entrance into the cave.
Martin looked at Helen. “What… what will you do?” He asked. 
“I will continue to do what I was meant to do my King. Serve you and your Queens, if you’ll allow me.” She replied. “You have made hundreds of friends since you have been here sire, and even now they do not know who you truly are. I believe it is time that I now let them know.”
Martin nodded slowly, “These investigations that Autolycus has started? They will…”

“They will mean nothing in a matter of hours.” Helen answered. “Though I must warn you… there is a traitor close to you my King. Very close.”

“Do you know who this is?” Dysea asked that question.

Helen shook her head. “I do not… but you do sire.” She spoke. 

“Me?” Martin asked.

Helen nodded. “You will come to realize this in due time, and then you will take appropriate actions. For now… you know what you must do, and so do I.”

Martin stepped up to her. “Thank… thank you.” He spoke.

“No my King, thank you… for not dying,” Helen spoke. “And I look forward to future times when we can stand side by side in our kitchen once more and make some delicious meals.”

Martin smiled brightly. “And so do I.”

“Go now. Thermopylae and your future await you.”

Martin nodded and turned back to Dysea, taking her hand as they headed for the exit. Helen watched until they were gone and then nodded her head. “I have set things in motion now.” She whispered to herself. “Let us see finally if he is his father’s son.”

SPAT 11

OVER THE ALANTIC OCEAN


Anja and Aricia sat on the bench inside the SPAT, speaking in low whispers with each other. They did not expect the blur of images that came sweeping through their minds without warning. There were only two people on the planet that could access their thoughts so easily and so quickly, and they both groaned loudly at the intrusion by Dysea. She was blocking Martin as she flashed the entire conversation with Helen into their thoughts, the enormity of what had taken place dropping them both to the deck of the SPAT. Their security Spartans sprang to their feet in alarm, befuddled at what could be causing them harm within the confines of the aircraft. 


Anuk dropped to her knees beside Anja, reaching for her, “Anja my Queen! What is it?” She gasped. “What is wrong?”


“Dysea…” Aricia gasped loudly her knuckles turning white as she gripped Anja’s hand.

“What is happening?” Melancton bellowed.


“Something is assaulting them telepathically!” Danny spoke moving next to Anja.


“Impossible!” Anuk snapped looking at Daniel. “Only the King or Queen Dysea has the power to smash through their shields at this distance.”


“They don’t… they don’t appear in pain.” Vengal spoke, gripping Aricia’s shoulders as he knelt next to her, supporting her so that she did not topple forward. Her mother had dropped to the deck in front of her and was taking her face within her hands, reaching out with her mind.


“Daughter!” She spoke softly probing gently with her mind. Dasha knew that Aricia far surpassed her in skill, and she did not wanting to get hit with a telepathic attack from someone as powerful as Aricia who thought the intrusion into her thoughts an attack. “I am here Aricia.”

“Mother!” Aricia gasped. “It… it is Martin!”


“What is it Aricia?” Dasha exclaimed. “Has something happened to the King? We are here child. You must tell us.” She turned to Melancton, “Spartan… the pilot! Have the pilot turn this craft around now!” She ordered, falling into the role she once held as the wife of a Senate member.


Melancton for his part did not hesitate and began getting to his feet. “Yes Milady.” He answered.


“No!” Anja’s voice spoke loudly. Her voice froze them all in their tracks and they watched as her face and Aricia’s became less strained and they began to breathe deeply. Anja pulled Aricia’s hand closer to her, tucking it into her chest as they moved closer together. “Little Wolf?”

“I… I saw it too Anja.” Aricia replied, touching her forehead to Anja’s.


“Aricia!” Dasha spoke. “You… you said something has happened to the King.” She spoke. “What is it child?”


Aricia looked up at her, a smile spreading across her face. “Oh yes mother.” She spoke softly. “Something has happened.”


“What?” Danny barked. “Tell us! Is he hurt? In danger? Aricia… talk to us!”


“Something wonderful has happened.” Anja said softly as she looked at all of them now, her hand gripping Aricia’s even tighter and they smiled at each other with love and tenderness.

“What is it?” Vengal snapped. “Is he alright?”


Anja nodded. “He… he has discovered who he truly is.” She said softly.


“He has discovered who he is?” Melancton spoke confused. “We already know who he is. He already knows who he is.”


Aricia shook her head. “No. We never knew who he truly is. The… the Oracle has just told him and he is on his way to Thermopylae as we speak.”


Dasha’s eyes grew wide. “The Oracle contacted him?” This new information caused Melancton’s eyes and those of the other Spartans to also go wide. No one had heard from or seen the Oracle in centuries.

Dasha touched Aricia’s face. “Aricia… you and Anja are making no sense. He is the descendant of Leonidas. He is our King. What has the Oracle told him that we did not already know?”


Aricia shook her head with a smile. “Not a descendant mother.” She said softly. “He is… mother… Martin… Martin is the son of King Leonidas and Queen Gorgo.”


This statement caused all activity in the SPAT to cease as every Spartan turned towards her. 


“Daughter… Aricia that… that is not possible,” Dasha said softly. “King Leonidas had only one son. We all know that.”


Anja shook her head. “No.” She said with a smile as she felt the familiar sensations wash over her. The sensations she had felt all of her life; the sensations that were always at their most powerful whenever she was near Martin. Now Anja knew why. “She… she was pregnant when Leonidas died. No one but the Oracle knew.”

Dasha sat back on her heels at this information. “Those… how… are you sure that is what the Oracle told him?”


“Spartans come to me!” Aricia barked out the command.


Once more there was no hesitation on the part of Daniel, Anuk, Melancton and the other Spartans on the SPAT. All of them lowered their mental shields and she and Anja reached out with their minds, passing to the others what Dysea had shown them.


Vengal watched as their faces began to slowly show shock and then utter and profound amazement. Anuk’s cerulean blue eyes were wide in wonderment as she gripped Daniel’s arm.

“By… by all that is holy,” Melancton spoke softly, his eyes wide. “We must go back!”

“No!” Anja spoke quickly. “We must continue with our mission. If we return it will only make things more difficult for him. He would expect us to continue our mission, and to complete it.”


“She’s right.” Danny said looking at his father. “He’s never failed in a mission. Never! And I don’t intend to let him fail now. He has Dysea with him, and Andreus, and the remainder of our Phalanx. He is not alone! We must let him do things his way. Finding the Drow and returning with them to Eden are even more important now!”


Vengal was lost as they talked, not understanding what they were saying. “I do not understand what is going on.” He spoke. “Do I order us to turn back?”


“No!” Aricia echoed Anja’s words from a moment ago. “We will complete what the son of Leonidas has directed us to. What my King and my love have ordered of us. I swear this as his Queen and his mate.”


“As do I,” Anja spoke. “We will not fail Spartans. I swear this to you, in my King’s name, as his Queen and his mate.”
“As do we all swear,” The remaining Spartans echoed together after a moment.

APO PRIME

NEW LYCAVORIAN HOME WORLD
COMMAND AND POLITICAL HEADQUARTERS OF THE UNITED LYCAVORIAN UNION
PRIMARY LYCAVORIAN MILITARY SHIPYARDS 
LYCAVORIAN FLEET TRAINING FACILITIES
POPULATION NINE HUNDRED BILLION

CAPITAL CITY: TUYA 

The purplish green planet was massive and easily four times the size of earth. There were six continents, each the size of Europe and North America combined. Two thousand cities ranging in size from a few hundred thousand to hundreds of million dotted the surface, lights that were sparkling on the night side of the planet from these cities. Mountains, lush green forests, several continent spanning deserts, all of the different terrains known to exist, to include the massive deep blue oceans that spanned thousands of kilometers across.


Miles above the intricate network of metal scaffolding and space born docking yards spanned hundreds of kilometers above the planet, ships ranging in size from a few hundred meters long to three enormous behemoths nearly four thousand meters long were trapped within the layers of beams and cross sections it seemed. Hundreds of man sized workers jetted back and forth encased in special space suits, the flashes of work torches and plasma cutters dotting the surfaces of the ships. Small two or three person crafts zipped between the dozens of work bays, either applying the metal hulls to the exposed frames of the ships, or striping it away. Attached to the dozens of pylons extending outward by themselves were the individual command pods for each bay, directing and monitoring the work going on in their bay.

Further out away from the planet, and extending as far as the eye could see were massive platforms, each half a kilometer across. These were Apo Prime’s last line of defense; massive space born defense platforms equipped with the latest in anti-missile and anti-ship defenses, and the most sophisticated detection grid known to exist. Each platform had a crew of one hundred men and women who monitored the advanced sensor network all around the planet and the surrounding system. Twice the vampire fleets had come to Apo Prime, and twice they had been dealt devastating losses by the defense platforms and the Home Guard Fleets that constantly patrolled the system. Eighty-five divisions of combat tested veteran troops were stationed on Apo Prime, nearly three million troops and their equipment, to include Hover Tanks and long range ground Plasma Artillery. 

Never again would the Lycavorian people be caught unprepared. They had lost one home world due to the Vampire’s surprise attack, and they had sworn it would never happen again. That is why every man, women and child on Apo Prime, from Lycavorian, to elf to other species who called Apo Prime their home. All of them were armed to the teeth, and the vampires would never take their planet from them again. The cities were gleaming points of interest and beauty, a combination of advanced and modern glass and steel, to the older portions of simple granite and marble. Lush green parks filled the cities, flowing rivers of crystal clear water teeming with aquatic life. Hover cars and buses darted about the cities by the thousands, sweeping people back and forth to shopping and jobs. Huge Entertainment districts provided every form of visual and physical pleasure, from operas and concerts, to excellent restaurants and even small café like shops that catered to the smaller companies and people. You could grow wealthy here on Apo Prime, or anywhere in the Lycavorian Union, but as former slaves much of this wealth was rapidly and willingly redistributed to help others and keep their government and military strong. There were powerful trade agreements between the nearly two thousand member worlds of the Lycavorian Union, all of them adding whatever they could to the defense of the Union and their ongoing war with the Vampire Empire.
The Lycavorian union had its own currency called the Riyal, and it was an exceptionally strong currency, rivaling even that of the Vampire currency the Ducat. There were corporations within the union that dealt with strictly military aspects, always attempting to build stronger and more powerful ships and weapons, while there were also corporations that dealt with improving life for the Union’s citizens in the form of agriculture advancements and medical advances. Three thousand years in existence, and the Lycavorian Union was a child compared to the Vampire Empire and several of their allies across the universe, but they were a powerful child.

Tuya was the capital of Apo Prime and the center of all financial and political decisions made throughout the Union. A city of almost four hundred million people, and spread across two hundred square kilometers of mountain range and green plains. It was also home to the Command and Control Center of the Lycavorian Space Fleet and Lycavorian Ground Defense Forces or LGDF. The unassuming building was ten stories high and compared to the towering structures in the nearby city, completely out of date and useless. Of course… that is the impression the building gave from a distance. Until one was in front of the twelve foot high steel and concrete wall, and saw the heavily armed Lycavorian Spartan Troops alertly walking the perimeter of the building and the grounds, their wolf senses wide open and very attuned to the area around them. It had been three thousand years since they adopted the name Spartan to honor their dead King Leonidas, and even now they walked proudly. Normally a quiet and pristine location, with tall trees and even a walk through garden of flowers dotting the area, normally events passed without incident most days.

Today was not one of those days.

“Can you clean it up?” The voice rang out among the forty odd men and women of all species that were jammed into the communications hub. Large monitors dotted the walls all around them, some focused on training across Apo Prime, others turned to Fleet communication channels, or ground forces frequencies. All those were forgotten thirty-three minutes ago when the lone unmanned console had suddenly burst to life. 

Reserved for communications from Lycavorian Oracles, the console had sat dormant for almost two thousand years since the last communication of an Oracle. None had been heard from since, and all were believed to have been killed by the vampires. There was a new push to reopen the school of Oracles to rebuild the once venerable institution, but that as yet had not come to fruition. The console had sat dormant until thirty-three minutes ago when it had abruptly come to life and scared the woman sitting next to it so badly, she had spilled her hot tea all over herself.

“It’s a two thousand year old channel sir!” A voice carried back to the lone man standing looking over the center.

“Which means we have two thousand years of advancement to help, so clean up the damn transmission,” The elf officer barked. He was a tall elf, with short dirty blond hair, his elf ears very prominent. He wore a long scar down the side of his face that cut underneath the patch he wore over his left eye, and ended just above his lip. “And get me the transmission codes for Lycavorian Oracles dating back to the Black Day! Move people! Move!”
The single massive monitor in the room was filled with the fuzzy white image of a woman, her voice broken and cutting out. The men and women wore dark gray uniforms with crimson strips on the pants and sleeves. All of them had gold rings around the cuffs of their uniforms signifying rank, while many had small pins on their shoulder boards.

The heavy security doors into the CIC slid aside to reveal the equally tall Lycavorian officer. He wore Admiral/Lieutenant strips on his cuffs, four thick gold rings trimmed in crimson. His dark hair was just starting to go gray, indicating his nearly four thousand years of life, and his body was thickly built with powerful muscles and deeply tanned skin. He was not a man used to an office, and he never spared a moment when he could get out and train side by side with the troops in the field. He was almost never seen in his office in the Command Headquarters and the elf was surprised when he walked in.

“Afusan, I came as soon as I heard.” The man spoke as he walked up to the elf.

“We’re trying to clear it up now Admiral.” Afusan spoke. “Whoever she is, she is using a two thousand year old channel.”

The man looked at him wide eyed, “Two thousand year old channel?”

The elf nodded. “That’s what I said.” He spoke looking at the man he had worked with for the last two centuries. They had become close friends, as they both hated being in this building and away from regular troops. “Tell me Riall, when was the last communication we had from an Oracle?”

“You know that answer the same as me old friend.” The Lycavorian replied. “They all went underground after the rebellion began, many of them have been killed over the years. I personally do not know of any that have survived.”

The male technician stepped up and handed Afusan a data pad. “We just got this from the archives Colonel.” He said. The elf Colonel perused the pad quickly and looked at the man. 

“This is confirmed?” Afusan asked.

“Yes sir!”

Afusan handed the pad to Riall. “One survived…” He spoke. “And she is attempting to contact us now.” He spoke looking at Riall as his eyes grew wide reading the pad.

Afusan stepped forward a small bit. “We have her name people!” She shouted. “We are receiving a transmission from Oracle Dustha! Her transmission code should be coming through now. Clear up the image and roll the transmission from the beginning.”

Afusan looked at Riall and smiled. “This ought to be good.” He said. “Two thousand years and she is just now contacting us.”

Riall looked at him, his face pale. “Afusan… she… she is listed as a Category Nine.”

“Category Nine?” Afusan’s face changed immediately and he stepped back up next to Riall, taking the pad his blue eyes wide as he read. “By the gods!” He muttered looking up. He spun back around. “LOCK US DOWN NOW!” He screamed.
The room went completely red and an alert siren began to blare as extra thick security walls began dropping in place all around the CIC. They were designed to withstand even the heaviest of planetary bombardments should a fleet of vampire ships ever be able to breach the weapons platforms and Home Guard Fleets. The technicians began chattering excitedly on their com sets, ordering the lock down of other military installations across the planet.

“Suspend all off world communication!” Riall ordered. “No unnecessary traffic is to be allowed unless it is between fleet forces. Issue a training alert to all civilian agencies to inform them we are conducting another drill!”
Afusan turned to a junior officer. “I want everything we have on Oracle Dustha! She is listed as a Category Nine. Get me everything!”

The officer’s eyes were wide. “Sir… Colonel a Category Nine request requires the… it requires the Prime Minister’s code.”

“Then get the Prime Minister on the COM!” Afusan nearly yelled.

“Colonel… we’re filtering out the last of the interference!” A voice rang out.  

“Play it!” Afusan snapped turning to the large monitor.

Helen’s face appeared on the screen now, clear except for some small background clutter. The room became silent as she began to speak.

“I pray… this transmission reaches… leaders… of the rebellion. The las… I knew head… quarters was… Apo Prime…”

“Boast power to the audio converters!” A tech yelled out.

“Boasting to three hundred percent!”

“…am Oracle Dustha. I am issuing a Gamma Omega, code word Second Son. I say again… a Gamma Omega, code word Second son. My code is seven four eight six nine three point one.” They watched Helen take a deep breath. “I do not know if this will reach you, or if the rebellion even still exists. This transmission will most likely burn out my power cells so I will not be able to receive a reply even if one is sent. I have a Gamma Omega, code word Second Son plus three. I can only hope that this is received…”
Riall turned to another officer. “Get me all security transmission codes and their translations now!”

The officer ran off as Helen continued. “…undoubtedly have my location on record, and I am requesting assistance. Be advised that there is significant activity here, and events are rapidly moving forward. I can not predict the outcome… only that awareness is upon us and the fruit does not fall far from the tree.” She said with a smile. “You should receive the confirming burst within twelve hours and I urge all haste. We have many friends, but far more enemies. If the rebellion receives this, I beg you to come with all possible haste. Please hurry.”
Afusan looked at Riall as the message began to repeat itself. “What is a Gamma Omega?” he asked. “I’ve never heard that code.”

Riall shook his head. “I have no idea.” He turned as the officer ran back up with a data pad.

“Admiral… the Prime Minister has cancelled her remaining appointments for the day and is on her way here with all haste.” The young man spoke. “She sent an encrypted burst to this pad and ordered that only you or Colonel Afusan were to open it.”

Riall took the pad and entered in his personal code on the small keypad. His dark eyes grew wide and if it was possible he turned even paler in the red light of the CIC. “By… by all that we hold holy.’ He whispered.
“Riall… what is it?” Afusan asked.

Riall looked at him slowly, holding out the data pad to him. “Bring a copy of the transmission and come with me my friend.” He spoke quickly. He turned to the young officer. “You will send a priority transmission to General Vistr of the Ninth Spartan Expeditionary Division and have him mobilize. He is to move to the military spaceport in his sector with his entire command and await instructions.”

“Yes sir.” The officer replied.

“Once he has issued those orders, he is to meet us here in one hour. I want no excuses from him; tell him I am one hundred percent serious.” Riall spoke. “Then advise Admiral Ceneu to bring his corpse down from that hole he calls an office and meet me in the secure conference room.”
Afusan looked at the pad still, his eyes wide. Slowly he brought his face back up to Riall as the man turned back to him. “Riall…”

“Bring a copy of the transmission Colonel. Quickly my friend. And your finest aide. We have a meeting to attend right now.” Riall spoke.


I have a Gamma Omega, code word Second Son plus three. I can only hope that this is received. You undoubtedly have my location on record, and I am requesting assistance. Be advised that there is significant activity here, and events are rapidly moving forward. I can not predict the outcome… only that awareness is upon us and the fruit does not fall far from the tree.” She said with a smile. “You should receive the confirming burst within twelve hours and I urge all haste. We have many friends, but far more enemies. If the rebellion receives this, I beg you to come with all possible haste. Please hurry.”

The monitor in the room went dark and Riall turned to the three new men sitting at the table in the room. “This was received forty-nine minutes ago.” He spoke evenly. “It was sent three hours and nineteen minutes before that on a very old military channel used only by the Lycavorian Oracles.”

“Oracles?” The Lycavorian General Vistr spoke leaning forward in his chair. He was short for a male of his species, but very wide at the shoulders and his hair was completely white in color. His hazel eyes however were very alert and full of mischief. “I… I didn’t think there were any Oracles left alive.”

“Riall… this transmission is authentic?” The well dressed and groomed woman asked. Her dirty blond hair was long and pulled into a tight pony tail, her features elegantly curved.

“Afusan confirmed it four times Deia.” Riall replied.

The slim woman got to her feet, her womanly curves very obvious, but the scent of her Alpha husband all over her. She had been Prime Minister of the Lycavorian Union for seven hundred years now, elected for a life term. She held the respect of every species in the Union and was known as a skilled politician and negotiator, but one that was not to be trifled with.   


The other male in the room also leaned forward. He was not Lycavorian, his skin scaly in nature and gray in color. He was known as an Algolian… a reptilian species that was one of the four founding members of the Union with the Lycavorians, the Elves and the Hadarians. The Lycavorian and Algolian people, along with the elves tended to be the primary fighters both on the ground and in space, while the Hadarian people were the healers. Admiral Ceneu was the man who commanded the Spartan Home Guard Fleet.

“Forgive me for my ignorance…” Ceneu spoke his voice naturally raspy. “I have never heard of this Gamma Omega code. Is this some sort of special message?”


“Yes.” Deia answered looking at Afusan. “What do we know of this Dustha?”


“She was one of five Oracles that survived the purge.” Afusan spoke now from his chair. “She was very young when her predecessor passed on. She was on earth when King Resumar decided to send the 10,000 fetuses there, before he and his bloodline were killed. This was done at her recommendation.”

Deia nodded. “Yes I remember that. She seemed certain the Spartans were perfect for our people. And she was right.”

“She is the Oracle that served King Leonidas, and the one who contacted us to come to earth and retrieve Queen Gorgo. Once Queen Gorgo left earth with unborn son of Leonidas in her womb she would have no cause to contact us. It is very possible she believed the rebellion dead. She was helping The Guardian of the Line to conduct his duties, that much we do know, but the last recorded contact with her was two thousand one hundred and six years ago, I’m guessing that is why she is unsure if the rebellion still exists. If not for the information given to us by Isabella, we would not know that four of the remaining Oracles were caught and killed by the High Lord’s secret police.” Afusan finished.

“Isabella knew nothing of this Dustha?” Deia asked.


Afusan shook his head. “I’ve gone over every page of her testimony when she came over to us. She knew of only the four that were killed. We only assumed her lost because we did not hear from her. We continued to send advancements to Sparta on earth to assist with protecting the line, but as I said, we never heard from her again. And the Guardian of the Line did not know his true heritage and would not have known to contact us.”


“And her message originated from Sparta correct?” Deia asked.


Riall nodded. “She is apparently still there, and the High Lord is still oblivious to her existence it seems.”


“If I remember correctly she was a very cautious young woman.” Deia spoke as she moved around the room. “She would not risk her transmission being intercepted if what she is telling us is not true.”


Riall nodded. “I agree.”


“What is she telling us?” Ceneu asked once more.


“Riall… would you explain.” Deia asked.


“You all know that Leonidas’s second son was placed in suspended animation when he was six months old.” Riall spoke. “His chamber was placed on a heavy cruiser and was constantly moved. The Vampires had nothing solid to go on in their attempt to find him, and they were too busy now trying to murder Leonidas’s first born and any of his children.”


Ceneu nodded. “This ship was attacked randomly and destroyed. Only Queen Gorgo made it off the ship alive. The child King was lost with the two who guarded him. Queen Gorgo was despondent for two hundred years.” He spoke.


“That is what we all thought as well.” Riall spoke softly. “Until today.”


“What do you mean?” Vistr asked.


“Gamma Omega is an old Lycavorian code phrase.” Riall told them. “It was developed during our years as slaves to the vampires to indicate that the children of the King had safely transmitted from one location to the other. When Gorgo gave birth to Leonidas’s first son, the phrase was brought back into use by Dustha to make her reports.”


“I’m not following.” Ceneu spoke.


“Gamma Omega means the safe passage of the King’s son was completed. Second son… Second son refers to the child we thought lost so long ago. Dustha is telling us that the youngest son of Leonidas is alive, and he has been on earth all of this time! This report from her indicates that he is aware of who and what he is, and the reference to the fruit not falling far from the tree indicates he is far too much like his father.” Riall explained with a small smile. “Hope is rekindled my friends.”

Vistr had come to his feet now. “The… the youngest of Leonidas lives?” He gasped.


Riall nodded. “If we are to believe the message, then Dustha would undoubtedly send him to the King’s tomb at this place called Thermopylae. Within King Leonidas’s tomb are neuroboosters that will activate the moment one of his bloodline enters. If the DNA source code is correct, the son will be branded with the King’s Shi Viska, and a small portion of his own memories will be transmitted to the Oracle’s console in the CIC.”


Deia looked at them. “My friends this is monumental day in our history.” She spoke moving back to her chair. “We thought all was lost when first Leonidas was killed, and then the infant son was lost. Yet we endured and have prospered, because it is what they would have demanded of us. To be able to tell our people that the infant son we so coveted, that he has returned from the dead…”


“What does this plus three mean?” Ceneu asked.


Riall shook his head. “We don’t know for sure. Dustha obviously thought it important enough to include in her message. Once we receive the second transmission from the automatic arrays within Leonidas’s tomb we will know more.”


Deia nodded. “Riall has already placed your division on standby General Vistr.” She spoke. “You will begin moving your troops to Admiral Ceneu’s transport ships immediately. The moment we receive the second transmission I want to be underway. I am authorizing the closest ships to the earth sector to begin scans and intense sensor sweeps to attempt to determine what we will be facing. Dustha said they were surrounded by enemies, and I want to be prepared for any eventuality.” She looked at Riall. “How soon can we be in earth’s sector?”

Riall met her eyes. “Normally it would take us six months.” He answered. “I doubt Dustha is aware of the recent advances in our engine technology. Both we and the Vampire Empire have kept that very secret from everyone with the exception of our allies.”


Deia looked at him. “You said normally.”


Riall nodded. “I did. If we receive this transmission then I believe we need to use our Jump Gates.”


Ceneu looked at him, “The Jump Gates?” He asked.


Riall nodded. “It would shave five months off our journey Ceneu.”


Deia looked at the men. “I did not think the Jump Gates were ready for full deployment.” She spoke. “The elves were still working out some minor power fluctuations to the Gate cores if I’m not mistaken.”


Riall nodded. “They were. The Chief of the Science Division assures me they have corrected this. I inquired of him on my way here. We can use the Jump Gates to put us within a month of earth’s sector, and then use our Light Speed Drives to have us there in two weeks with calculated jumps.”


“That many consecutive jumps would burn out every ship’s LSD.” Ceneu spoke. 


“We can pack spar cores and drive units on each ship.” Afusan spoke. “Once we reach Earth Sector, our engineers can replace the drives.”


“We’ve never attempted that before Riall.” Ceneu said.

“Do you not think this is important enough to try old friend?” Riall asked.


Ceneu nodded after only a moment. “Indeed I do. I will have the finest elf engineers transferred to my ships and have additional LSD cores sent up from our stores.”

“What do you mean?” Deia asked.


Ceneu looked at her. “We have never attempted to replace LSD cores without the means of a shipyard. It is dangerous work, and we would be without the safety measures a shipyard would provide.”


“Is it that dangerous?” Deia spoke.


“It would be less so if the elves will provide their First Engineering Corp.” Ceneu spoke. “They are the best and brightest of the lot, and with them, it can be done.”


Deia nodded. “I will contact the Elf Minister and personally request them. He will cut their orders before I even finish my request; that much I do know.” She looked at Riall. “You must tell your mate Riall. We can not keep this from her.”


“I did not intend too.” He replied. “I suggest we also inform Isabella and her people.”


“Why?” Vistr asked quickly, the distrust evident in his voice.


Deia smiled at him. “General… you have said yourself her vampire troops fight with a skill second only to our Spartans. They have been with us for the better part of a thousand years now. As Isabella has shown us, not all the vampires are conquering monsters.”


Vistr took a deep breath and nodded. “You are right.” He spoke. “My apologies, old instincts die hard Prime Minister.”


Deia nodded. “This I know old friend, and I do not require an apology and Isabella would not require one either. Isabella and her people have proven themselves to be our friends and allies many times over since they first came to us. And we all know what the union of our King and a Vampire Princess could mean to our efforts. You have all read the Ancient Vampire Scrolls, just as I have.” She saw the men nod. “Riall I would very much like to be there when you tell Gorgo, but it is I that must inform Isabella.”

“She will be without words.” Riall said softly.


Deia looked at him carefully. Do you doubt your mate’s love for you Riall? She asked, forming the private telepathic connection with her most senior military officer.


Riall looked at her. No. I have always known Leonidas will always hold a place within her heart that I will never have. I knew that when I accepted the love I have for her. She loves me, of that I have no doubt. And she loves our children just as intensely. Perhaps this will return to her some of the past love she has lost.


Deia nodded. I have spoken with Gorgo many times Riall. You are correct that Leonidas will always have a small piece of her. But do not doubt for a moment that you hold the rest of her heart in your hands; you and your children. 


Riall took a deep breath. “I suggest we reconvene here in two hours to await the second transmission.”


Deia nodded. “Agreed. What we have discussed will not leave this room with the exception of those we have spoken of so far. Anyone else will need approval from me or Admiral Riall. All security precautions are to be implemented. Is that clear?” The men nodded as she got to her feet. “Then let us move quickly gentlemen.”

APO PRIME HISTORICAL UNIVERSITY
ENROLLMENT: 375,000

The lecture hall was massive, with nearly four thousand seats layered carefully upward so that the lecturer could be seen by all with the assistance of the monitors on the sides of the room. The woman was of medium height, with long black hair that fell to her buttocks. Under the simple dark blue jumpsuit her womanly curves were very visible, and her dark brown eyes were bright and alert. Many male students, some of them Alpha males, had spent the nights fantasizing about this particular Professor. Her skin was deeply tanned, and even though she was well over three thousand years old, to the males who had yet to reach mating age, she was the perfect woman. Extremely intelligent and witty, with a body that many men would fight over. It was no secret who this female’s mate and husband was. His scent permeated her being, and his aura swirled around her like a blanket, a blanket she wore with love and pride. The history of the woman herself was well known and taught in a different class at this University, and she was looked upon almost reverently by people in many circles, of every species within the Union. She had helped to barter several trade agreements with new members to the Union and was widely considered one of the most politically adept women within the government. She and the Prime Minister were close friends, often times seen shopping together in one of the Entertainment Districts of Tuya.


Gorgo looked across the four hundred and nineteen students now seated in front of her. The beauty she had as a Spartan maiden remained, though there were small lines now under her eyes that gave knowledge of what this woman had endured over time. The death of her husband and King had struck her harder than she realized, the realization that she carried a son he would never see making it worse. To lose the man she had loved so dearly, as well as the only two connections she had to him had nearly destroyed her. The loss of her infant son had sent her into a tail spin of depression for nearly four decades, and it was only the friendship of the Prime Minister and the undying love of the man who had saved her life that same day that kept Gorgo from losing her mind completely.


She had spent four decades of wallowing in self pity, striking out at those who cared for her the most, even as she clung to them to keep her sane. It had been a
particularly vicious attack on this man, verbally and physically that finally shocked her out of her harmful life. She had nearly lost him that day, and the words her first and most powerful love Leonidas had spoken to her before he died had come rushing back to her that day at Riall’s bedside.


Marry a good man and have good children. 

Gorgo had not left Riall’s side for six months after that day. Two years later, she had found herself deeply in love with the man. Though she had never told him openly, she loved him dearly and when he claimed her as his only mate, Gorgo’s life had begun again. As years passed and they had six children together, their love grew and deepened to the point that they were never apart for very long, and even the mere touching of their minds could grant each of them happiness and peace. Gorgo would always love Leonidas and hold that piece of him in her heart, but she loved Riall in almost the same fashion, just with a different part of her heart.

Gorgo lowered the data pad she held and looked at the students. “Very well… who now can tell me why Apo Prime was chosen as the home world of the union?”


Several dozen hands shot up and Gorgo smiled, pointing to a young woman in the fiftieth row. She was a Lamias; a humanoid race with bat like ears and yellow eyes. The Lamias are extremely well adapted to both water and ground and make excellent amphibious warriors. They also are known to possess a precognition form of telepathy that has suited their ranking officers quite well as it allows them to practically see things before they happen.

“Yes Texm go ahead.” Gorgo spoke.


“It is the largest planet in this system as well as the surrounding four systems, and it is a strategic location to most members of the Union. We can easily reinforce any ally from here with either ground or fleet forces.” The young woman spoke.


Gorgo nodded, “Excellent Texm… a complete textbook answer and very accurate.” She said with a smile. “Now does anyone know the real reason?” Several more hands shot up and Gorgo pointed to the elf female, “Lahuhr.”


“It most reminded the Prime Minister of your home world Milady. Just as it most reminded the elfin Chief Delegate of our home world.” The female elf replied. 

Gorgo nodded. “Thank you Lahuhr.” She said. “While any answer given would be correct for your exam… that is the one I would most like to see. Our species and many of us here, we were not born as warriors. We were naturally peaceful and friendly people. Events brought upon us by others forced us to pick up the mantle of war. And while we may be better at it than the fools who forced it upon us,” The students all laughed at her comments. “We all still yearn for the quiet and peaceful life. We…”

Four hundred heads turned to see all four doors into the auditorium open and heavily armed Spartan troops move in to take up positions along the wall and near where Gorgo stood. For her part Gorgo was just as surprised and she turned to see Riall march quickly through the door closest to her.


“Husband… I’m in the middle of a class!” Gorgo complained as Riall came up to her.


The students watched as the famed Lycavorian Admiral, winner of countless battles against the vampires walked up to his wife and nuzzled her throat while hitting her with a small portion of his aura. Not enough to overwhelm her, but enough to cause her eyes to close in contentment and love as she nuzzled him back.

Gorgo drew back and looked at him with her dark eyes bright and full of love for him, eyes that Riall always lost himself too and eyes that would sway any man. He had learned long ago what Leonidas had loved so about this woman. It wasn’t her heart stopping beauty, or her prowess in their bed, no it was her eyes that had caused Leonidas to love her, and now Riall loved her just as intently.


“I’m… I’m flattered husband…” Gorgo spoke softly, her skin slightly flushed. “But I am in the middle of a class. Could this not wait until tonight at our home?”


They both could hear the chuckles of many of the students. Riall grinned. “No it couldn’t. I have something for you.” He spoke. “And this class is over with.”


“What?” Gorgo protested. “Riall you can’t just send my class home. We aren’t finished with the day’s studies.”


Riall turned towards the students. “By order of the Prime Minister… your class here is finished for the day. You are excused, and you have one minute to clear the room!”


The four hundred students needed no further encouragement and with all the skill of university students they piled for the doors in coordinated bunch. Gorgo looked at her husband as he watched them filed out, shaking his head in amusement at the speed with which they moved. The room was empty in less than a minute and he turned back to his wife.


“Riall what is the meaning of this!” Gorgo demanded.


“Something has come up that needs your attention.” Riall spoke. Gorgo immediately detected the seriousness in his voice and her face paled.


“Our children,” She gasped putting her hands on his chest. “Riall please tell me our children are unhurt.” 


“Our children are fine.” He spoke softly, Gorgo’s eyes narrowing at the inflection in his voice again, but he could see the tension leave her body and he wrapped his arms around her.


“Riall what is going on?” She asked again, putting her head to his chest, while her eyes took in the heavy Spartan security force. “Why are there so many Spartans here?” She pulled back and looked at him, “Your brother! He isn’t…”

Riall shook his head. “No. We… we received a message today.” He told her, pulling out the data pad. “Deia wanted to be here as well, but she is doing some other things that are just as important for this.”


“Deia? What is this about Riall?” Gorgo asked. “You are beginning to frighten me.”


Riall tapped the data pad lightly, the unfamiliar voice filling Gorgo’s ears.
“I am Oracle Dustha. I am issuing a Gamma Omega, code word Second Son. I say again… a Gamma Omega, code word Second son. My code is seven four eight six nine three point one. I do not know if this will reach you, or if the rebellion even still exists. These transmissions will most likely burn out my power cells so I will not be able to receive a reply even if one is sent. I have a Gamma Omega, code word Second Son plus three. I can only hope that this is received. You undoubtedly have my location on record, and I am requesting assistance. Be advised that there is significant activity here, and events are rapidly moving forward. I can not predict the outcome… only that awareness is upon us and the fruit does not fall far from the tree.” She said with a smile. “You should receive the confirming burst within twelve hours and I urge all haste. We have many friends, but far more enemies. If the rebellion receives this, I beg you to come with all possible haste. Please hurry.”

Gorgo’s eyes were wide now, as she gripped the pad in her hand tightly. Her heart hammered so hard within her chest she thought her ribs were going to break. Her breathes came in painful gasps, her hands shaking almost uncontrollably.

“Dustha,” Gorgo finally spoke, looking at Riall. “She’s alive!”

Riall nodded. “It would appear so.” He spoke softly. “She refers to a second son in the message. We had to reference very old military codes, but we discovered what this second son reference means.”
Gorgo shook her head. “It is not familiar to me.” She said. “Why would I know?”

“You do not know what the term is my wife… but you do however know what the term is in regards to.” Riall said with a smile. 

“I do?” Gorgo asked.

Riall nodded. “It is in reference to your son.” He spoke the words.

Gorgo looked at him. “Riall our sons are both officers of our embassy on the Hadarian home world. This message could not be in…”

“No my love,” Riall spoke reaching up to touch her cheek gently. He smiled at her. “This is not a son of my blood. This message is in regards to the second of the sons you bore for King Leonidas.”

Gorgo pushed back from him then, her dark eyes wide and unbelieving. She shook her head slowly, her hand in front of her mouth. She staggered slightly and Riall reached out to steady her. She hadn’t spoken that name in over two hundred years as she had once more found happiness. All the loss and blood she had pushed to the furthest portions of her mind, locking it away in a box and forever discarding the key. Gorgo shook her head, tears clouding her eyes. “It’s not… it’s not possible Riall. I… I saw his transport… you barely got me off the ship in time. He… his chamber was in another portion of the ship.”
Riall slipped his arms around her before the shock took away her ability to stand on her own two feet. “He lives Gorgo. Your son lives.”

“Where?” Gorgo asked incredulously. “How?”
Riall smiled. “Sparta.”

Gorgo couldn’t believe her ears. “Sparta!” She gasped.

“The fruit does not fall far from the tree Dustha said.” Riall spoke. “Her transmission was clear and we are expecting the confirming burst within the next few hours. Deia wanted you there to view it with us.”

“Riall… I…”

“I will send for Jora.” Riall said quickly. “You have a special bond with our oldest, and the two of you have always reached for each other in times of trouble.”
“Do… do not leave me Riall.” Gorgo spoke in almost a whisper.

He shook his head. “That will never take place my love; never.”

SPARTA

PASS OF THERMOPYLAE

(Background music: Now we are Free, Gladiator ST)

Endith brought the SPAT down slowly over the open field below. Hundreds of years of sedimentation had pushed back the coast of the sea several kilometers, and now there was no fourteen meter wide pass as when the battle had occurred. The moon cast an eerie glow upon the land below, the pitted and shattered concrete of the highway that had once passed through here. Martin stood on the lowered ramp, his dark eyes gazing out into the night at the monument that stood only a few hundred meters away. 

A monument to the father he never knew.


“You should have told me you knew who the Oracle was!” Dymas spoke to him from the side as the SPAT began to lower to the ground. They clung to the two hand holds above the opening ramp, the rear of the SPAT filled with the members of Martin’s Phalanx. All of them knew something of importance had happened and all of them were alert and restless.

“That would have changed nothing.” Martin spoke, his eyes never leaving the ground below him as it got closer and closer.


“What did she tell you?” Walter/Dymas asked softly. “Did she suggest a path to you?”


Martin nodded slowly. “She did?”


“May I inquire as to what that is?” Walter asked him. “Everyone on this trip has spoken less to me than each other. What is going on Martin?”

Martin looked at him finally as the SPAT’s landing struts touched the ground beneath them. “You… you were and always will be like a father to me Walter.” He said. “Never doubt that.”


“Martin… what is…” Walter watched him step off into the darkness as the SPAT’s engines began to throttle down. 


There was no hesitation as first Dysea and then Andreus followed him, and then the others of the Phalanx, spreading out into protective flanking positions. Walter followed, jogging to catch up to Dysea who walked in the middle of the line of Spartans. Martin preceded her by several meters, the darkness flowing around him, embracing him.


“Dysea… what is going on?” He asked softly. “He’s… he is different.”


Dysea nodded. “Yes he is Holy One.” She replied looking at him. “The Oracle… she told us many wondrous things.”


“What?” Walter asked.


Dysea smiled gently at him, her white teeth flashing in the glow of the moon. “All will become known very soon Holy One.” She said softly. “As Nauta Melme always trusted you, trust in him now.”


They watched as Martin finally stopped, and their eyes came up to gaze upon what it was he was staring at. The monument was easily thirty meters across, carved from white marble and granite which reflected the light from the moon. Two solitary statues book marked either end of the monument, a single section in the center was built outward and supporting the large spear wielding and shield holding bronze statue.

Martin let his eyes linger on the monument, tears beginning to form in his dark eyes as he closed them and allowed the images to flow through his consciousness. The pass had been only some fourteen meters wide, and Martin could see the towering black rock cliffs as clearly as if he was standing next to them right now; the ocean crashing into the cliffs, spraying water over the edge of the Phocian Wall. He could see the encampments, the fires burning in the night, Spartans and their squires sitting next to the fires with their allies, battered and bloody, but never broken. The bodies of their honored dead, the blood that covered the dirt all around like a lake.


Martin walked slowly up to the monument, just below the towering statue, his eyes reaching up to gaze at the bronze figure of that man that was his father. The Spartans had gathered around him now, all of them dropping to one knee as they watched him. Martin reached up and allowed his hand to touch the cool marble face, his finger tracing the engraved inscription Molon Labe on the otherwise smooth surface.


“Father…” Martin spoke as he slowly dropped to one knee.


There was a momentary flash of white light that seemed to extend from the tip of the spear on the monument. It startled the Spartans around it, their eyes going wide at what they saw.


“I had always hoped it would be you.” The deep voice spoke.


Martin turned slowly and got to his feet as Dysea and Walter and the other Spartans dropped to one knee in awe. The image of the figure was outlined in white, dressed in full Spartan armor, pristine in shape and color, shimmering within the image. Martin could hear the whispers among the Spartans. They were speaking his father’s name.


Martin was looking into a mirror, almost every feature identical to what he saw every morning reflecting back at him. The dark eyes, tanned skin and long black hair. It sent tingles of recognition down his spine throughout his entire body.


“Father,” Martin spoke hearing the gasps from the Spartans as well as Walter.


“I do not have much time my youngest son. I have contained my thoughts within this monument for three thousand years, knowing deep in my heart it would be you who triggered the devices hidden within with your touch.” The image of Leonidas spoke with a laconic grin. “Do you hide from your own father boy?”


Martin lowered all his mental and psychic shields without a moment’s hesitation bathing the Spartans of his Phalanx in the full power and command of his aura. Many of them could not even look up at what they now saw and felt. The image of Leonidas turned to look over them and he nodded approvingly. “You follow my son Spartans!” he called out. “I expect you to act like Spartans in deed and in words. And not let my son stray from the path!” The dark eyes moved to where Walter knelt, his face frozen in stunned shock. “It has been a long time old friend.”


Walter struggled to his feet, tears streaming down his face. “My… my King? Is… is it really you?”


The image of Leonidas smiled. “It is I Dymas.”


“How… how is this possible?”


“It appears the Oracle has granted me a power I do not understand. I have waited here all this time for my descendant to come and take up my mantle. Never did I dream it would be my unborn son.” The image turned to Martin. “Your mother thought I did not know, but I did. I knew the morning of our last night. Even then I could feel your aura stirring within her womb. I can feel her… even across the distance. She is happy once more, and that fills me with joy. Tell her son, when you see her. Tell her goodbye for me.”


“I… I will father.” Martin spoke.


“My time is short… and the Oracles that have passed before me say I need to hurry.” The image spoke. “You have known for your entire life what you were my son, you denied it at times, but you knew. You are the King of Sparta now… and not just of Sparta, but of hundreds of billions of lives across the universe. They have waited, just as the Spartans have. It is time for you to take up your birthright Martin Leonidas, time for you to become who you were born to be.” The image of Leonidas saw Dysea move up next to Martin and take his arm, her emerald eyes streaked with tears. He looked back to Martin. “One of your three mates I take it?”

Martin nodded slowly. “Dysea…”


Dysea bowed her head deeply. “It… it is an honor beyond words to stand in your presence sire.”


The image of Leonidas laughed heartily. “Ah… you have chosen well my son! She and your other mates will tame your reckless nature, just as your mother tamed mine.” His eyes fell upon her and smiled. “You are special to him child… that is why you stand with him. He loves you all… but you have a place within him the others will not. Four mates… even I could not have aspired to such a thing.”


“Four?” Martin and Dysea said together.


Leonidas smiled. “You will know. You will know. War awaits you my son; death, blood and suffering. You must be strong through it all, for so many will now look to you for direction.” The image of Leonidas spoke. “Within this monument is your birthright. All you need do is take it; for good or for ill, it is yours now.” The image turned Dymas. “My old friend… you have honored my last orders to you without question and without fail. You will live long Dymas my Captain, have more children and I ask of you that when my son needs your council, you will never refuse him.”

Dymas’s tear stained eyes smiled brightly as he nodded his head. “I would gladly do this for you my King.” He spoke.


The image of Leonidas shook his head. “I am no longer your King old friend. Your King stands in front of you now. I am merely a memory.”


“You will never be that to me my Lord, never to me.” He said softly.


“Fear is a constant my son, we must learn to embrace it, for it makes us stronger.” Leonidas spoke. “Know all that I know Martin Leonidas. Do not mourn that we had no time together son, this time granted to us now will always be precious to me. I can tell you what I could not tell your mother and brother that day I left. I can tell you I love you son. Free our people; free all people from under the vampire’s heel. Fight with your head, but lead… lead with your heart.”

“I will father.” Martin spoke softly. “I swear this to you.”


The image of Leonidas nodded. “You will have many strong children my son, and I will await you on the field of honor, for you have already earned it.”


Martin lifted his hand, reaching out to touch the image just before it faded into nothing. He felt the powerful surge of heat through his body, and it was as if his awareness expanded ten fold. Everything came into focus with more clarity than he had ever known. And he knew what path he must take. All of them heard the rumbling as the entire front section of the marble slab holding the bronze statue of Leonidas slid out and to the side, revealing the small chamber within. Glowing inside the small chamber was a device similar to what Martin had seen in the Senate Building; only this one was bathed in a silver/white light. Martin slowly made his way up to the monument and looked at the device, Dysea still clinging to his arm tightly, Walter standing on the other side of him.

My gift to you my son, Leonidas’s voice echoed in Martin’s head. Wear it and use it with Spartan pride.

Martin looked at Dysea and saw her watching him with those gorgeous emerald green orbs. She smiled and squeezed his arm. “It is your destiny Nauta Melme.” She said softly. “Seize it now.”


Martin extended his hand and with a deep breath he placed it into the center of the cylinder like devise, his hand interrupting the path of silver/white light. He watched as the light changed slightly, glowing more brightly. He felt a tingle begin in his finger tips, and extend throughout his hand. His brow furrowed as the tingling sensation began to climb up past his wrist, through his forearm and to his elbow. His eyes opened wide as power unlike anything he had ever felt smashed its way through all of his mental and psychic shields, the tingling growing to a hot sensation from his elbow down. He braced his other hand on the monument and tried to pull his left hand from the device. His hand wouldn’t move and the heat throughout his arm grew. He looked down and saw the Shi Viska bridle being branded into his very skin, the leather straps going across his palm, circling around the back of his hand. The small laser like device was precise in its movements, no blood escaping from his skin. The laser extended up his arm, slicing through the body armor like paper, carving into his flesh. As the laser past, the leather and metal bridle followed. Martin grit his teeth tightly, fear gripping him tightly.

Fear is a constant my son. Embrace it; wrap yourself within it, for it only makes us stronger. His father’s voice filled his head.


Martin stopped resisting then, relaxing his entire body, accepting the unknown and all that it entailed. He reached out with his mind, touching Dysea, feeling her love and devotion to him. He felt Walter’s pride and honor, the beating hearts of those Spartans around him. They were awed and confused, but none of them shirked form the unknown that was happening. Andreus stood slightly behind him, proud and strong. He could feel Anja and Aricia, reaching out to them, embracing them within his aura, and his mind, feeling the love and support they sent back to him, their auras combining with Dysea’s to empower him and swarm around him. It felt the unknown presence, a female, strong, proud and arrogant, stronger than Anja and Aricia, an equal to Dysea in skill and power. She was different somehow, some taste of her aura was altered and he could not place it. Then… he felt his mother, so very far away, but walking proudly in the bright corridor with a single purpose, the tall Alpha wolf next to her. His mind swarmed with images, thoughts and not all of them were his own. He felt himself reach across the stars, seeing the amazing images of stars and suns and planets. Then he was there with her, and she was so beautiful, his mother, still alive and still calling out to him.


Martin’s eyes opened wide, no longer dark brown in color, or even the yellow/gold of his wolf self. His eyes were glowing silver and casting off that same light against the wall of the monument.


“All of it!” He screamed. “All of it! I accept it for everything that it is!”


There was a brilliant flash and fingers of lightning reached out from Martin, touching first Dysea, then Walter and then each of his Spartan royal guard. The fingers of white lightning connected them, through their Shi Viskas, and where Dysea did not have one, one began to form on her arm just as it did on Martin’s. The fingers of white lightning reached into the night sky, spreading across time and space. They reached another continent where Aricia and Anja were greeting Tarifa and Aihola. Aricia, Anja, Dekton, Daniel, all those connected to Martin were touched by the lightning, engulfed in it, swarmed by it, causing others to jump back with expressions of horror and fear, unable to do anything.

The white lightning reached out even further, finding the last one it needed to touch this night. And the Shi Viska was branded to the pale, flawless skin in another galaxy.


Martin accepted it, embraced it, and the silver glow grew brighter, almost blinding in nature. “I… I will fight with my head! I… I will lead with my heart!” Martin spoke loudly. “I claim what is mine by birthright!”


The flash was so intense that it could be seen for miles, lighting up the mountains and forest all around the. Martin pulled his hand from the device and called forth his Shi Viska. Silver/white encased his arm and glimmering silver armor encased his arm up to the elbow. The Shi Viska burst into existence, the silver shield slightly larger than normal, and its pure silver surface glittering in the moonlight. Martin’s eyes scanned the Shi Viska, taking in the near perfect dimensions, and how it almost reared against his arm with a life of his own, the shape of the ornately carved letter V the only disturbance to the flawless surface of the shield. He turned quickly to see Dysea gazing at the Shi Viska perched on her own arm with unadulterated awe. The full surface of her shield was smaller but just as lethal when fully extended, the V clearly visible. His head followed around to where Andreus and the others were now standing, calling forth their own Shi Viskas, the yellow/gold of a Spartan Centurion now replaced with the silver of a Spartan Royal Guard. 

The top of the monument glowed brightly and a beam of pure silver light lanced through the night sky reaching into the stars. It pulsed with immense power, radiating with energy as it pierced the cloudless night blasting into the unknown.

Then the silver beam was gone, and the moon was their only light, shimmering off the surfaces of the Shi Viskas. Martin turned to where Walter stood, examining his own Shi Viska. Walter’s eyes met his in the moon light and he could feel the power, the clarity radiating from Martin in waves.
Martin met his gaze and lowered his arm, his Shi Viska vanishing into nothing. He smiled as he took Dysea’s hand within his.

“Now it truly begins.” He spoke softly. He looked into the stars and smiled as he sent the message forth with the last remnant of charged power within him.

APO PRIME


Gorgo staggered slightly as she felt the incredible burst of power surge through her. Riall gripped her arm tightly as their oldest daughter held her opposite arm, looks of concern on both their faces.


“Gorgo, my love,” He snapped. “What is wrong?”

“Mother… are you alright?” Jora asked, worry on her face. She was the image of her mother with long dark hair and a very shapely figure.


Gorgo gripped their hands as the warmth washed over her, filling her being with joy and peace.


I have missed you mother. The deep voice resounded within her mind, causing her to gasp in surprise. I long to feel your arms around me mother, like I was once more your son, before events took us away from each other. Gorgo couldn’t help the tears that burst from her eyes as the love washed over her.


“My… my son,” The words escaped her lips.


I will see you soon mother. We have so much to talk about.


“Wait!” Gorgo called out. “I… I don’t know your name. Please…”


I am Martin Leonidas. And I am your son.


Gorgo felt the surge pass through her, leaving only a lingering sensation of a son’s love for a mother. She gasped once more, wrapping around that sensation as she turned to Riall. “My… my husband!”


“I’m here Gorgo!” Riall spoke urgently. “I am here!”


“His name Riall,” Gorgo gasped as she gripped his powerful shoulders. “His name… his name is Martin Leonidas.”


Riall’s eyes went wide. “He… he has touched you!”


Gorgo nodded as the smile spread across her face. “Oh yes.”


“We must hurry.” Riall spoke. “Whatever doubts we may have had are gone. Our King has announced himself quite spectacularly to the entire universe to have reached this far and touched his mother.”

His daughter looked at him. “Papa… what are you talking about?”


Riall smiled. “Something incredible has happened today Jora. The Lycavorian King has been reborn!”

NEW MIAMI


Yuri leaned back against Moran’s naked flesh as they watched the silver beam of light pierce the sky and launch into the stars. Moran felt her tense for a short moment in his arms as she watched, and then relaxed as the light disappeared.


“Yuri is that what I think it was?” Moran asked.


Yuri nodded slowly, pressing back against him further. “I’m afraid so my husband.” She spoke softly.


“What exactly does that mean?”


“That means Martin is now fully aware of what and who he is. And it also means that events here on earth just became considerably more complicated.” Yuri answered.


“I’m guessing that isn’t a good thing.” He said.


Yuri closed her eyes as she relaxed in his embrace. “That depends on your point of view.” She answered him.


“And what point of view do we have?” He asked.


Yuri smiled. “I will tell you in the morning. Let us just enjoy this night like this.”

