CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
EDEN


“The King has approved the plan.” Vengal spoke from his chair, “And I suggest we set it in motion as soon as possible.”


The Command Center conference room table was full, but not with the Elder Council. Tarifa and Aihola sat in their customary chairs, Dekton standing just behind them. Anja and Aricia sat close to each other, Danny and his father beside Aricia. Anuk sat beside Danny, as she was never far from his side. Selene and Lynwe sat across from them, most of the others choosing to stand.


Tarifa looked at him. “Has something happened that we need to know about?” She asked her eyes going from Vengal to where Anja and Aricia sat, “Anja?”


The Spartan Centurion behind Anja stepped forward to the table. “You will refer to her as…” He began to speak.


“No Xesicot.” Anja spoke quickly placing her hand on the Spartan’s arm. “With friends such as these, there will be no formal titles. Tarifa is just as much a Queen as I am Xesicot, if not more so and after all that we have been through, it is silly to stand on such formality.”

The Spartan Centurion looked at her and nodded, “As you wish Milady.” He spoke. He looked quickly back to Tarifa, “My apologies Lady Tarifa.”


Tarifa nodded her head. “These are trying times Spartan… no apologies are needed among those in this room.” She looked back to Anja. “I assume that something has happened based on what we saw last night.”


They had all witnessed the white lightning reach from the heavens, touching Anja, Aricia and almost all those who had come from Sparta with them, to include Dekton. They had watched as they sank to their knees, the strands of lightning dancing across the skin of their arms, connecting all of them in some manner. After several long moments it had simply vanished, leaving their friends weak, but their faces animated and charged with energy. Dekton had not spoken of it, but once they had returned to their apartment, he had possessed Tarifa and Aihola with a seemingly unquenchable desire that had not ended until the early morning hours, and both of them were still very pleasantly sore and not fully recovered from what he had made them feel.

Anja nodded. “Yes it does.” She spoke. “However… that is a story too long to relate at the moment. And I’m sure Martin would want to tell both of you himself.”

“He’s returning to Eden?” Aihola asked quickly.


“Not right away.” Anja answered. “But he will be back soon. Regardless of his love for Sparta… he considers all of you here his family, as do Dysea, Aricia and I.”


“He’d better!” Danny blurted. “I saved his sorry ass more times than not.” Anuk lashed out and slapped him in the arm.

“Ow!” Danny yelped.


“Daniel you will behave!” Anuk snapped, but with a smile.


Danny leaned over quickly and nuzzled Anuk’s cheek, causing her eyes to close as his aura pulsed through her, sending small shivers of delight through her. “You’re going to punish me then right?” He spoke softly, his voice hopeful.


Anuk’s eyes opened wide at this and she shoved him away gently, “Daniel… not here!” She gasped. This brought laughter from those in the room, Melancton smiling proudly at the effect his son had on his mate, and the last of whatever tension remained was dispelled. 


“Little Wolf and I are not here to do anything other than assist Aihola with this mission to bring her people here.” Anja spoke again with a lingering smile at Danny’s actions, knowing what Martin’s aura did to her when he wrapped it around her.


“But you are both High Queens to the elves.” Aihola said. “With you in the city… it is only…”

“Martin left the two of you in charge of Eden.” Anja told her. “We are not here to change that, nor do we wish too. The main reason we are here is due to some issues we have in Sparta. Aricia and I needed to leave the city to allow Martin and Dysea more freedom to do what they must. Regardless of what everyone seems to think, Dysea is the much more accomplished warrior than I, and exceedingly more dangerous than either myself or Aricia. At this moment, Martin needs her at his side.”


“I needed to leave Anja… not you.” Aricia said.


Anja took Aricia’s hand in hers. “Where you go Little Wolf, I will always go.” She said with a loving smile. “It’s as simple as that.”


Aricia smiled back at her with azure blue eyes. She and Anja had grown so close over the last few weeks. They had far more in common than even they had first thought, and as they discovered this, it brought them closer and closer, in and out of the bed they shared with Martin and Dysea. They loved Martin and Dysea with everything that they were, but they loved each other just as intensely and more often than not they found themselves entangled within each other’s arms, pressed close to Martin, who normally slept with Dysea in his arms.


“Is this issue something we need to be made aware of?” Tarifa asked diplomatically, “A problem of some sort?”

Aricia leaned forward. “There is a wolf in Sparta who feels rather strongly that I am his property, to do with as he wishes. Martin and I thought it best if perhaps I took a trip for a time, until he has time to look into the matter.”


“Is it that dog Midlan my Queen?” Dekton asked the distaste in his voice very evident.

Aricia smiled and nodded, looking at him. “Yes, you know of him Dekton?”


“He still clings to the notion he is a superior Alpha and others are beneath him, much like his father I assume?” Dekton continued. “I know him, and there is no sorrier excuse for an Alpha male than him.”

“That he does.” Aricia replied. “And I whole heartedly agree with you.”

“The King should just kill him and be done with it.” Dekton spoke matter of factly.


“There is a possibility, however slim, that he may take it upon himself to come here Tarifa, after Aricia.” Anja warned her. “It is not for certain, but once Martin reveals to Sparta who he is, events there will progress rapidly. Midlan wants Aricia under his finger for some reason that we have not yet determined.”


Tarifa looked at Aihola and shrugged, turning back to Anja and Aricia. “Let the fool come.” She spoke. “The tolerance for the type of man he seems to be… well here in Eden the tolerance is perhaps less than it is in Sparta, based on what Dekton has told me.” She said turning to look at Dekton. 


Dekton smiled at her. “With his attitude he would last perhaps an hour before someone in Eden gave him a good stomping.”


“I would like to see that.” Aricia spoke looking at Anja “If our love or Dysea don’t kill him first.”


Anja chuckled. “Yes… there is that to consider.” She said. “And Dysea has less patience for his type than Martin.” She turned to look at Lynwe and Selene who had sat silently until then. 


Lynwe and Selene were both still somewhat in awe of how easily they were accepted, even though they were both now completely vampire in nature. It meant more to them then anyone knew that nothing had changed in regards to their treatment, and that no matter where they turned they had men and women willing to reach out to them. Anari and Hetyon had come for dinner that first night, and almost every night thereafter. There was a connection between the four women, and they enjoyed each other’s company, most of the time talking late into the night. Selene’s family had accepted them without question, and they adored Lynwe for the love and caring that she showed their daughter.


“Lynwe, I have brought a supply of nourishment for you and Selene.” Anja spoke to them. “It was easy enough once I had the information from Dekton and Peder. I also took the liberty of perusing the archives in Sparta in regards to the topic.”

“It is blood Anja, there is no shame in admitting that.” Selene spoke. “Lynwe and I are beyond that now, especially with the support and love we have received from so many.”

Anja looked at her. “No… it is food. As far as Martin and everyone in this room are concerned you are no different than any other citizen of Eden that requires a different diet. It is not all that you require either, so you should not think of yourselves as any different. I think I can say no one in this room does. And I know for a fact that Martin considers you both to be his friends and vital pieces of Eden and its future.”


“He considers us his friends?” Lynwe asked surprised.


Aricia leaned forward now. “Martin is far more accepting of people who are honest and upfront with him.” She answered. “As you and Selene and every one of Aihola’s people were and are. He… he does not make friends easily as Daniel can no doubt attest too, but when he does, he will do all he can to help those he considers friends.”


Dan nodded from his chair, “That he will.” He said.


“How long will the blood last?” Lynwe asked seeing the nods of agreement from everyone at Aricia’s words.

“The supply I brought you should last for six months, if your intake does not change. Thankfully the pure vampire blood in your veins makes it so you only need to feed on the blood once or twice a month. I would recommend at least twice so that you do not deplete your bodies too much, at least until you can test and discover the limits of what you are capable of. Normal food and liquid will suffice for everything else.” Anja spoke. “It is easily made… and when you begin to get low, simply go to the clinic and request more. I’ve already signed the order, and it will never be questioned.”


“Thank you so very much Anja.” Selene spoke softly.


Anja nodded with a smile at the beautiful woman, “Always.”


Aihola leaned forward in her chair. “Vengal… have you pulled the members we will be taking on the mission?”


Vengal nodded. “They have quietly been re-assigned to Eden. All of them are here, and they are bunked at the secure end of the airfield. They have already drawn weapons and uniforms from our stores. Dienekes contacted me last night and informed me that the drop of he and his scouts was without problems. They have prepared the landing zone and will be standing by for us in the morning.”

“I’ll have my entire division on low alert in case something happens and we need to get you out quickly.” Tareif spoke. “We will maintain normal duties so as not to arouse suspicion if anyone is watching.”

“Vengal will command the overall mission.” Tarifa spoke again. “Only three outside of this room know what we are doing. Nayeca went in with Dienekes and his scouts, and she will join with Aihola and Dekton once you are all on the ground.”


“There has been very little contact or sightings of Alliance forces in the area we must cross.” Vengal spoke cautiously. “Baring something unforeseen we should make it to the Drow city within three days, if not sooner.”

“Is that normal?” Melancton asked, “The lack of activity in this area?”


“It has been since the King threatened the vampire witch about crossing into our territory. Since that time, the activity has dropped off significantly.” Vengal spoke. “A few patrols… nothing unusual.”


“In my experience, the vampires can be very innovative when the need suits them.” Melancton spoke evenly. “We should proceed with all caution. May I suggest since we will be in an area that is abundant with wild wolves, that you let Daniel, Anuk and I range out in front of the scouts even further. We can move in wolf form, and even if seen, unless they are up close to us, we will appear as any other wolves in the area.”


Vengal looked at him. “I did not even think that we could use your… your abilities in this fashion.” He said wide eyed.


Melancton smiled. “Many rarely do.” He said.


“It is an excellent idea.” Dekton spoke. “The chances for being spotted are less, and we can then use Dienekes and his scouts to roam on the flanks as opposed to in front of us. This will not expose our main force to any Drow scouts that may operate in the area.”

Aihola nodded. “I agree… but Nayeca should be with them.” She said. “I don’t want some trigger happy Drow scout to shoot Daniel, Anuk or his father by accident. If they see her traveling with them, it will give them pause long enough that she can communicate with them.”


“Melancton would this pose any sort of problem?” Vengal asked.


“If she is as skilled as what Queen Aihola has said, I doubt it.” Melancton spoke. “We can range out much further in advance of the main force, but always stay within range of her elfin eyes, which in some instances are even more acute then our wolf eyes.”


Vengal nodded. “I’ll inform Dienekes the moment we land.” He spoke. “I suggest we all get some rest, for we will have a long night ahead of us. Everyone will gather at the airfield at 0230 for boarding. Our drop time is 0415 as long as the weather holds.”


Tarifa nodded. “Excellent. I advise everyone to use the alternate entrances to the building when you are leaving, to avoid unfriendly eyes that may be about. What Aihola and I have to discuss with Lynwe and Selene needs to remain with us.” Tarifa looked at Anja and Aricia as they began getting to their feet with the others. “Anja… would you and Aricia remain?” She asked.


They looked at one another and then settled back into their chairs. Soon all that remained in the room were the four Queens, their guards and Lynwe and Selene. Tarifa looked at Anja. “Aihola and I would like it if you and Aricia would forgo this mission and remain here.” She said.


Anja smiled. “Tarifa… please don’t feel you need to protect us. Dysea may be the most skilled of the three of us but Little Wolf and I are quite capable of handling ourselves.”


Aihola smiled. “That is not why we ask this of you.” She said. “Dekton and Peder have told us that just one of you is telepathically more skilled then even the most powerful telepaths in Sparta.”


Anja nodded slowly her jade eyes holding questions. Anja glanced at Aricia, unsure of how much she wanted to reveal, “That… that may be true.” She said finally. “Why do you ask?”


“If only one of you is that powerful, two of you assisting Peder might be able to help us accomplish something that we have been discussing with Selene and Lynwe.” Aihola spoke. “And with both Dekton and I going on this mission, and knowing Tarifa’s wild nature…” Tarifa looked at her aghast.


“Nya Istel I am not wild or reckless!” Tarifa exclaimed, causing smiles among them.


“That is debatable.” Dekton spoke softly from behind her, but with affection in his voice.

“What is it you have in mind?” Aricia asked becoming interested in what the two elf Queens had been discussing.


“We had dismissed this idea as too dangerous before.” Tarifa spoke. “Now… with the two of you here… it might very well be possible.”


“Go on.” Anja said.


“We want to use Graham in much the same way the vampire witch has attempted to use him against us.” Aihola said, “With some minor adjustments of course.” She finished with a smile.

Anja looked at Aricia then back to Aihola and Tarifa, now very interested. “Go on please.”

SPARTA


“The foreign Alpha is not at the villa!” Autolycus barked to the full Senate, standing before them smugly. “Can the Steward shed any light on this?”

“What exactly do you accuse me of Autolycus?” Theron spoke calmly from his chair.

“The she-elf is also gone and my people tell me a Spartan transport left landing bay nine late last evening with Aricia and the flame haired one on board! Does this not prove everything I have been saying? The Steward has been deceiving us!”

“I have done no such thing!” Theron bellowed.


“The morning I am to start investigations, the center of those investigations conveniently disappears! I present a document signed by Aricia’s father stating she is betrothed to my son, and dating before she came to the age of consent, and she has suddenly vanished from Sparta!” Autolycus looked at Theron. “Do you think me a fool?”


“You have been following them?” Theron asked. “Under what authority do you conduct yourself this way?”


“The authority granted to me by this Senate!” Autolycus snapped back. “The rogue Alpha you brought to Sparta killed a Centurion; his she-elf whore attacked my son…” He swung his arm to point at Midlan in the gallery. “He has kidnapped the female wolf intended to be my son’s mate!”


“What did you promise Xenos to sign such a heinous document?” Dilios spoke now.


“I promised him nothing.” Autolycus spoke with a smile, looking at Dilios. “He agreed to such an arrangement before Aricia reached the Age of Consent and signed the document.”


“Aricia is five years past the Age of Consent!” Dilios said. “You wait until she chooses a mate that will not treat her as some sort of trophy, before you produce this document? That fact alone does not bode well with the Advisory Committee. Do you take us for fools Autolycus?”


“The document is genuine!” Autolycus snapped.


“The document may be genuine,” Dilios said just as forcibly. “The intent is what is in question now.”


“Facts do not lie.” Autolycus said with a smile.


“No they do not.” Dilios replied. “I will conduct the investigation into your contract personally, and trust me when I say I will leave no stone unturned.”


“That is your right.” Autolycus spoke. “Until that time I demand that Aricia be remanded to my custody.”


“That is acceptable to the Advisory Committee,” Another Senator spoke quickly standing up.


Dilios sighed heavily, knowing the man was one of the Senators deeply in Autolycus’s pocket and he just happen to be the Chairman of the Committee. “That is not necessary, nor is it appropriate!”

“I do not place as much trust in this rogue Alpha as you do Dilios.” Autolycus spoke. “Therefore I want Aricia where I can watch her.”


“That will be voted on!” Dilios spoke. “And it will be discussed, but I will not support that action based on your son’s history. And I will do everything within my power to make sure it does not happen.”


“You have no authority to do this!” Theron snapped loudly. “I am the Steward of the Throne!”


“Not for much longer Theron!” Autolycus snapped right back. “I believe I have enough votes to overturn the one Ascension Law. I will call for a vote today, and you will lose!” He spoke. “I will abolish that law and a wolf from the Eurypontid line will once more sit on the throne of Sparta!”


“Not while I live.” The voice spoke from the side of the room.


The heads of everyone in the Senate chamber turned when they felt the massive aura of power sweep into the room, bringing forth gasps from many of the men and women present, many of them reacting physically by grabbing the arms of their chairs until their knuckles were white. Martin walked slowly into the Senate chamber, radiating his full unshielded aura, and it was lashing the men and women in the room without regard for their standing. He clutched his extended Nehtes in his hand, using it as a walking stick, the heavy studded end cracking on the floor. Dysea walked beside him, her own Nehtes fully extended, her platinum hair billowing around her head and shoulders. They saw nearly a dozen of Martin’s Phalanx enter the chamber hall behind him, spreading out carefully, and their eyes searching for danger to their king.


Martin stepped right up to Autolycus and stood only half a meter from a very stunned Autolycus, “Hi there.” Martin said with a smile. “It was an absolutely superb sunrise don’t you think?”

“Who is… who is this man that he thinks he can just enter a meeting of this Senate?” Autolycus spoke turning his head to Theron, his voice no where near as confident as before.


“Have your wolf senses become so dull Autolycus, that you do not recognize him?” The female voice spoke now. All heads turned once more as Helen glided into the Chamber, dressed in the flowing white gown of an Oracle. Everyone knew who she was instantly, and many of those present dropped to one knee in reverence to the Oracle of their people. “Have all of you grown so complacent that you do not recognize the aura of this man?” Her voice held contempt, and none of the hundred and sixty men and women could meet her eyes with the exception of Dilios and those others that had greeted Martin in the landing bay. 


Theron stepped forward. “I told you to wait!” He barked at Martin. “You were not ready!”


Martin’s eyes narrowed as he looked at Theron. “I have waited long enough to claim what is mine.” He spoke in a low menacing voice. 
His left arm came up and there was a silver flash of light, the shiny silver armor encasing his arm up to the elbow, his Shi Viska erupting into existence followed by the gasps of awe. This was not the yellow/gold of a normal Shi Viska they all saw; this was the silver of Spartan royalty, and no one could deny seeing that. Martin extended his arm out and he launched the Shi Viska at the wall in the corner of the chamber, the powerful shield leaping from his arm in a heartbeat, slicing through the air and smashing into the portion of the wall that held the alien device; the Lycavorian technology that Martin now knew it to be. The wall shattered under the impact, breaking into half a dozen sections as it fell away to reveal the ceiling high transmission array. 

Martin caught his Shi Viska with barely a thought as it returned to his arm, Autolycus’s eyes wide as he stared at him, his eyes darting to the Shi Viska. Martin smiled once more. “You got to love the silver color.” He said with a sarcastic grin. “It goes great with my eyes don’t you think.” Dysea could be heard chuckling in the background.

Midlan’s eyes darkened and he bounced to his feet. “You can not speak to my father in this way! I…” His voice was cut off as he felt the cold tip of the Nehtes spearhead touch his neck. He turned his head slowly and saw Dysea looking at him, her hand holding the Nehtes as rigid as any male Spartan he had ever seen.


“Be careful little man.” She hissed at him, her emerald eyes holding a dark and menacing glare in them. “You tread in waters that will swallow you whole now. Sit back down before an accident befalls you.”


Autolycus turned back and glared at Martin with rage and anger. “If your elf whore does not lower her weapon, I will have these Spartans shoot her dead.”


Martin snapped his forehead forward with impossible speed, ramming it viciously into Autolycus’s nose, the crunch of bone and the spurt of blood audible and visible to everyone in the chamber. Autolycus dropped like a stone from the blow, reaching for his face.


“Call my Queen by any name other than your majesty Autolycus and I will rip your tongue from your throat with only my teeth.” Martin growled; his eyes changed now to the yellow gold of his wolf persona.


“As a Spartan Senator I order you to shoot him!” Autolycus yelled, looking at Andreus holding his hand over his bloody face.

Andreus and the other members of Martin’s Spartan Royal Guard simply chuckled as they kept their eyes on the men and women in the room. “You must be joking.” Andreus said. “Why would I want to shoot my King you fool?”

“This imposter is no King!” Autolycus screamed.


“The Eurypontid Line will never sit on the throne of my father!” Martin spoke as he looked at Autolycus. “You may be a Senator in this chamber, but the One Ascension Law will never be changed. Not while I rule as King, and certainly not while any child of my blood sits on this throne.”


“Who do you think you are to claim the throne of Sparta?” Autolycus roared once more as he scrambled to his feet. “You are a rogue Alpha! You have no claim here!”


Martin smiled. “Don’t I?” He spoke turning his head slightly seeing Helen step towards him.


Helen moved forward now. “Queen Gorgo was with child the day King Leonidas fell at Thermopylae.” She said softly, all heads turning to her. “I was the only one who knew this, and it was I who sent Gorgo away. She was hidden away with her unborn son for her own protection against the vampires. In time the child was born, a male child… before you stands that child. It is time for our people to know who and what we are.” Helen spoke. Her eyes went to Martin and she nodded.

Martin moved to the ceiling to floor transmission array and gazed at it for a moment. He reached out with his right hand, interrupting the steady pulsing blue light, his palm facing up. As with the monument at Thermopylae, the fingers of light danced across Martin’s hand, as if scanning him. The bottom section of the device suddenly opened and a small circular tube extended, eliciting gasps from the men and women who watched, many of them stepping back as if in fear. On the flat portion of the top of the tube were four small spikes, each perhaps three centimeters in length. Martin turned his hand over palm down and slammed it down on the tube hard enough for the four spikes to break the skin of his palm and draw blood.
Martin felt the wave of images and stars flood his mind, drawing him along on a river of colors, a conduit of some sort, racing past at unbelievable speeds. Moons, star clusters, planets of every imaginable size and color, a myriad of colorful clouds back dropping the masses of stars all around him. The tunnel winding around in different directions until it ended and he was gazing upon the massive purple/green planet, huge ships and platforms dotting the space above it, moving like thousands of small insects, the huge blue green oceans filling his vision and the towering mountain ranges.

She was here.

APO PRIME


The room was crowded now with an assortment of men and women of all different species, almost all those within the Lycavorian Union represented in some fashion here now. The table was filled with twenty of the Unions top diplomats, among them Lycavorians and elves, as well as several Hadarians and Algolians. There were several other reptilian species, two species with bright yellow skin, several more with odd appendages extending from their heads and other portions of their bodies, and one young woman who sat on the right side of the Prime Minister. Her raven black hair, almost blue in some lights cascaded past her shoulders and fell elegantly to the middle of her back. It framed alabaster like skin, almost translucent in color, full dark pink lips, and hazel/green eyes that swept the room carefully and with great intelligence. Each of her ears had several piercings in them, glittering diamond studs and small gold rings.   

Deia had called them all here, to the secure conference room within the CIC. The technicians in the outer room were scrambling about, moving to pass orders on to units that were in the process of moving to Admiral Ceneu’s ships in orbit.
“Units from General Vistr’s Ninth Spartan Expeditionary Division have begun moving to Ceneu’s orbiting transports.” Riall spoke from where he stood in front of his chair. Gorgo sat to his left, Deia to Riall’s right.

“How long has it been?” The Elfin High Minister asked leaning forward. Normally stoic and rarely showing emotion, Alocgeid appeared ready to burst open.

Deia wanted to maintain some semblance of decorum, even though she herself was filled with joy and questions. “It has only been seven hours and nineteen minutes Alocgeid.” Deia answered quickly. “We can…” Deia stopped when she realized she had just stated the exact time that had passed, and the look on her face caused everyone in the room to break out into soft laughter.

The Hadarian Ambassador couldn’t help the grin that split her face and she leaned forward at the table. “Many of us are most excited Deia. I believe all of us never thought this day would come.”

Deia nodded. “Yes well… I should be able to…”

An alarm siren began blaring in the outer room and all their heads turned. The intercom was open and they could hear everything happening.

“We have an incoming long range transmission!” A voice called out. “Point of origin is…”

Riall stabbed the console on the table when the officer stopped talking. “What is the point of origin?” He snapped.

“Admiral the transmission’s signature indicates it’s a Mark Two neurobooster! It’s a telepathic holo message, sir. I… I didn’t think there were any telepaths left alive with that sort of power!” The tech’s voice echoed in the room causing many to look at one another in surprise.
“What is the point of origin damn it?” Riall asked again, his heart slamming into his chest.

“Admiral… sorry sir… point of origin is…” The tech officer turned to look into the clear glass room.
“The point of origin is the city of Sparta.” 
The deep voice had spoken from the side of the room. All heads that weren’t looking in that direction whipped around to see the holographic image of the tall, thickly muscled young man. The few men and women who had been standing closest to the hologram when it first appeared had stepped back quickly. “Whoa!! This is so cool!” Martin’s telepathic projection turned to look at the gathered men and women, his eyes wide, “Hi there.” He spoke.

Gorgo was the only one who had been sitting at the table that came to her feet, her hands covering her mouth, fresh tears beginning to pour from her eyes as she looked at the image of the man she had loved so very long ago. Even the holographic nature of the image could not hide the tanned skin, the neatly trimmed goatee, and the black shoulder length hair tied into a pony tail in the back. The dark eyes were bright and clear.

“I… I activated this thing here on earth and poof… here I am.” Martin spoke quickly. “Pretty cool uhu?”
Many could not hide their smiles at Martin’s jovial nature and words. Deia slowly got to her feet. “I… I am… I am Prime…”

“Prime Minister Deia, yes I know.” Martin replied his eyes sweeping the room. “My grandfather thought very highly of you I understand.”

Deia’s face showed her shock at this pronouncement. “You… you are…”

“Where is my mother?” Martin demanded quickly, his image moving several feet around the room. “Where is my…”

Gorgo stepped forward quickly. “I… I am here… I am here Martin.” She choked out the words. 

There was no mistaking the emotion that swept over Martin’s ruggedly handsome face even in the holoprojection and they all watched as Gorgo moved closer to the image of her lost infant son. A warm smile passed over Martin’s features as he gazed at her, stepping closer still, gazing down into her face. “You… you are even more beautiful than I imagined mother.” His voice was soft, like the chimes on the wind, and Gorgo shuddered in joy as the sounds passed through her. She so wanted to reach out and embrace him and seeing this Jora stepped up to her mother, taking her shoulders so that she had something solid to grasp. Her own eyes were wide in wonderment, and she saw Martin’s dark eyes turn to her. Jora felt the sweeping presence pass through both of them, and she felt the love and warmth then. Her mother had never spoken of the past to her children, and they had never pushed her on the topic because of the pain it seemed to cause her. Their father had once told them their mother had endured more pain and agony than anyone he had ever known. Gorgo had told Jora everything as they made their way here, and now Jora was looking at the image of a brother she never knew she had until only hours before.

“I… I am… Jora.” She spoke haltingly. “I am…”

“My sister…” Martin said with a smile. “Yes… I know.” Martin’s eyes went back to Gorgo, still with that twinkle of love in them. “I have spoken with father…” He saw her head come up instantly at that, her tear filled eyes wide. “He wanted me to finally tell you what he did not that day he left. He wanted me to tell you goodbye. He is happy you have found love again mother, never doubt that, as your happiness is what made him part of who he was.” Gorgo hugged her daughter tightly, unable to hold back the tidal wave of tears.

Martin’s head turned and fell on Riall. “You are my mother’s mate?” He spoke, the softness in his voice lessening as he spoke. His image turned to face Riall, their height was equal, though it was obvious even in the projection that Martin was more muscular and infinitely more well built.
Riall nodded his head, drawing himself up taller. “I am.” He stated proudly. “My name is…”

“I know your name Admiral Riall.” Martin spoke evenly. “I know everything about you, and I know how deeply my mother loves you. I only needed to touch her briefly to feel that. She is coming with you?”

 Riall paused for a moment, “Sire… I had not planned on that… no.”

“No one will keep me from my son!” Gorgo spoke quickly turning to her mate. “Riall… you can’t…”

“I have spent over twenty four hundred years in suspended animation on a ship Riall.” Martin spoke calmly. “A ship you were on with my mother. I spent another 130 years buried in the side of some mountain, and the next thirty one years not knowing who I was because Dymas was doing his job as Guardian of the Line. Then the comet came and really fucked things up. Now I have discovered who and what I am Riall. I have discovered that I actually have a mother, a mother that hasn’t held me since I was three months old. Do you have any idea how much I want to hold my mother Riall? Is your mother still alive Admiral?”

“She… she is sire.” Riall answered tentatively.

“Then you… will… bring… my… mother… to… me!” Martin screamed out within the image. The faces of the men and women in the room went wide, several of those at the table leaning back, while some of those standing moved to get further away from the image of their new King. It appeared he had quite a temper. They watched Martin take several deep breaths afterwards. “Is that in anyway unclear Admiral?”

Riall looked at Gorgo, seeing her eyes beaming in pride as she gazed at Martin’s image. He smiled after a moment. “It would be my honor Milord.” Riall answered. “I could not pry her away now with a Nehtes, even if I wanted too.”
“You are my mother’s mate Riall, so do not refer to me in such formal words.” Martin spoke returning his gaze to Riall. “How long will this connection hold?” Martin asked looking around suddenly unsure.
“It… the neurobooster will keep the connection stable as long as you have sufficient strength to generate the image sire.” Riall answered quickly. “There has… there has not been a telepath with the power to do what you are doing in over a thousand years Milord.”
“I can feel it draining me already so I will be brief.” Martin spoke calmly once more. “How long will it take you to get here?”

Deia stepped forward. “We are loading troops and equipment now sire.” She answered quickly. “We can be ready to depart in six hours.”

“And the journey here?” He asked.

“We have developed new technology my King.” Ceneu spoke getting to his feet. “I am Admiral…”

“Admiral Ceneu…” Martin spoke before he could finish, his voice filled with awe. “It seems this device I have activated also works in reverse, I… I know who all of you are.” Martin looked around amazed. “Man I need to get one of these for my home.”

Ceneu couldn’t help but smile at his words. “With any luck we can be to earth within three weeks Milord.” He said.
Martin nodded in the image. “I have initiated the sequence here in Sparta that will shed light on who we are to every citizen within the limits of my city. This will no doubt cause the Vampire Priestess Yuri to accelerate her plans for this planet.” Martin saw the young woman next to Deia flinch slightly and his eyes fell upon her. Her beauty was dazzling, easily the equal to Dysea who Martin considered the most physically beautiful of his Queens. Though he loved Anja and Aricia just as intensely, each of the women he loved had one special thing that made them so uniquely different and with Dysea is was her deliciously tasty elf ears. Her ears were ripe with her flavor and scent, and one of the most sensitive spots on her body.

Anja’s petite body was a feast of curves and muscles that he relished exploring. She was fearless in their bed, often times being the one to initiate their lovemaking. She also had the most stamina of his three queens due to her healing powers, though Aricia would challenge her for that as she gained years and experience. 

And then there was Aricia; who though she was the youngest of his Queens, Aricia was also Lycavorian and it was she who understood him on a level no one ever would, not even Dysea and Anja. Aricia had the curious nature of the young, and like Anja was fearless in their bed as well as out of it, and as she grew older, she became more confident in whom she was, and the feelings she was able to elicit from him. As she grew older, Martin knew her beauty would only increase, at least as far as he was concerned, and she tasted absolutely divine, her scent and taste like that of rich coco and her body was a firm wonderland he would never tire of discovering again and again.
Looking at this strange woman now, Martin felt his heart in Sparta jump several notches. “You… know of Yuri?” He asked softly.
“I know her.” The young woman snapped with unintended hostility.

“Yes… I see that.” Martin’s face changed slightly and his eyes turned to Deia. “Prime Minister… why is there a Vampire Princess, the sister to the bitch I am fighting now, on our home world?” Martin asked coolly, no emotion in his voice.
Deia stepped forward quickly. “Sire… Isabella… Isabella and those with her have joined our Union.” Deia answered. “She has been with us for near a thousand years sire. Fighting at our side; all of her people as well. Many have become respected citizens of the Union.”
Martin looked at her, “Truly?” He said. “And how many is that?”

“Near upon ten million my King.” Deia asked.

“She is a Pureblood vampire; the daughter to the Vampire High Lord, and Xerxes’ sister!” Martin spoke calmly, his voice neutral, and displaying no emotion. “In my experience they do not garner a whole lot of trust.”
Isabella came to her feet, her features enraged. Isabella looked at the telepathic holo image of the young looking Lycavorian King with murder in her hazel eyes. Standing five foot seven and a hundred and fifteen pounds, the matte black leather jumpsuit she wore conformed to her body like a second skin. Her breasts were full and firm, straining against the leather jumpsuit, the zipper holding them back lowered down enough to expose a very seductive amount of cleavage. She had a slim waist and long muscular legs for her height, the jumpsuit also encasing a very shapely and divinely perfect ass. There was a small tattoo circling the base of her ring finger on her left hand, and the edges of a black flame like tattoo poking above the jumpsuit’s high collar. 

Isabella was seventeen hundred years old and did not appear a day over thirty. She had been born on the vampire home world, the daughter of a Pureblood concubine and the Vampire High Lord. She had gone to the same schools and received the same education as her sister Yuri, becoming a brilliant Astrophysicist and Quantum Physics student. She had gone to all the same combat training classes as Yuri, excelling in all of them to the point that she drew more praise than her older sister. She had played the role of Pureblood Vampire Princess so well, the arrogance and superior attitude, acting as if she knew far more than the person next to her. Her attitude had got her into trouble more than once at formal functions, and she was saved only by the actions of her mother.

She was six hundred and eighty years old when her father took her on her first combat mission with her brother Xerxes. She had looked on horrified at the slaughter that had ensued. The troops her father and Xerxes led butchered innocent women and children like insects in the street, all while they gorged themselves on the blood of their victims. This had been a small rebel outpost and it was also the first time Isabella had seen members of the resistance. She had heard many things about them, especially the Lycavorians and the elves. The brutal acts they had committed against vampire soldiers and civilians. What she saw that day did not in any way reflect all the reports and news reports about their enemies. Isabella had watched in awe as one Lycavorian woman, who was at least three thousand years old, dispatched four vampire shock troopers before they were able to cut her down. She had been an attractive middle aged woman, and even as Isabella stood there in horror, five vampire shock troopers raped her injured bodily brutally before they slit her throat and fed on her blood. Yet even in the middle of the worst of the rape, the woman hadn’t screamed out in fear or pleaded for her life. She had fought them every moment they raped her.

Isabella had seen two elf men swinging gleaming blood stained swords as they cut their way to a group of children to give them an escape avenue. Thirty vampire shock troops fell before the elves went down, and the remaining vampire troops had mutilated their bodies before turning on the children. Isabella had not seen fear in the eyes of their victims, she had seen defiance. She watched as even the women and small children went down fighting for their lives, taking as many of her father’s soldiers with her as they could before they died. That one excursion had changed her, and suddenly made her regret she was a vampire. Before that day she had never thought of where the blood came from that was stored in the elaborate and decorative bottles all over their home only that it was there for her to take whenever she desired. 
She had watched her father’s troops bleeding out half dead women and children, draining every ounce of their blood, laughing as they died, even torturing them when they could. She had lost what little food she had in her stomach during the siege, while Xerxes laughed at her and called her names.

When she returned to her home world she endeavored to learn all she could of these people that fought death to the very last second. In secret she had read the ancient forbidden Vampire scrolls, learning of the history of the rebellion, and predictions for the future of the High Coven. She did this until she discovered her mother one night, helping to spirit away two child slaves that had been recently captured and brought to the palace. After that, it was easy for her, discovering a purpose in her life. She witnessed hundreds more events, seeing her father’s cruel and utterly brutal side. She saw Xerxes and Yuri laugh and join with him in slaughtering thousands, and it only spurred her on to help more and more slaves escape the clutches of the vampires. 

The final straw is when her father arranged for her to marry a sadistic and decrepit old Pureblood vampire. Isabella had seen him many times in the past at events within the palace, and he always had gazed upon her with cruel lust in his eyes. No matter what she did, she could not convince her father to at least find someone closer to her age and more attractive. Her father had laughed at her, saying it was her station to do as he told her. She was forced to marry that vile creature of a man, and he had brutally taken her that same night, causing her more pain than she thought possible as he savagely raped her again and again. He had striped her of her dignity that night, and if not for her mother coming the next morning and attending to her, helping her to bath and giving her blood to heal, Isabella would have allowed herself to die. That night Isabella made her decision. She hardened herself mentally and physically, enduring her husband’s disgusting tendencies, being the ever so submissive wife of a Pureblood. And while she did this she plotted her escape with her mother.
It had taken two years to plan their escape, and on that night in the middle of their flight to freedom, Isabella’s mother had been betrayed and captured. She had watched her mother dragged down like a dog in the street, raped and sodomized by the man who was her father before he cut her open and left her to die in the mud and garbage. Isabella had hated her father with a rage bordering on blood lust every since that night, and that hate had extended to men in general over the years. She had taken other lovers, but never for more than a single night and only for physical pleasure. It had taken her another year to find her way to Apo Prime to join the rebellion. She had not been trusted at first, many wanting to kill her outright, but as time past and she brought more vampires over to their cause, distrust became trust, and trust turned to friendship. Isabella was regarded as one of the most lethal combatants in their mixture of forces, no one ever having defeated her in single combat. She fought like she was possessed; rarely leaving any enemy that faced her alive to talk. She was also considered one of the most beautiful females in Tuya, though no one dared approach her. Many still considered her far too arrogant and pompous to suit them, and she did nothing to dissuade this opinion of her.     

 “What do you know of vampires?” Isabella hissed at him. “You know nothing of me… of who I am. I would gladly take my father’s head if given the opportunity!” She continued the rant. “And my pig brother as well! Something your father was unable to do, you fool!”

“Isabella!” Deia barked, glaring at her in astonishment. “How dare you!”

“He stands there across the galaxy and accuses me? After all I have done for the rebellion he accuses me of not being trustworthy! Who does this pup think he is?” Isabella snapped.

“He is the King of the Lycavorian Union!” Alocgeid bellowed coming to his feet. “And you will show the respect and honor due him!” 

Gorgo looked at her from where she stood. “Technically he is far older than the arrogant vampire Princess who now loses her temper over a simple statement of observation that my son makes. There was no malice in his words; no hatred or anger, and yet you respond as if he has attacked you in some way.” She spoke slowly.

Isabella whirled on her now, “You know nothing for all your years teaching in that university!” She spat out.
Gorgo looked at Isabella, her dark eyes boring into her. “I know that I am looking at a spoiled vampire Princess who seems to think that everyone owes her something because she took up arms against her tyrant father.”

“You speak of things you have no knowledge of!” Isabella barked again.

“That is enough!” Deia snapped, putting her hand on Isabella’s shoulder, “Both of you. In the presence of our King you bring shame on us all.”

“He is not my King.” Isabella hissed softly as she slumped into her chair.

Martin’s eyes darkened somewhat and the smile that crossed his face was not pleasant by any definition. “Yes… well I see the Vampire Princess has a sharp tongue. I wonder… does she fight as well as she talks?”

Isabella glared at him. “I fight well enough to defeat you, which I could do on my worst day.” Isabella snapped at him. 

Martin chuckled as he looked at her. “A contest I’m sure I will enjoy Bella.” He replied, his voice controlled and confident. “As for your brother Xerxes, that is a situation I will rectify very soon Princess.”

Riall stepped forward. “Sire… what do you mean?”

“Before my father’s telepathic message to me faded into the afterlife, he was able to impart on me something before he left, and that was the knowledge that Xerxes is apparently in the next system over from this one. He will be coming here soon, sooner than he first expected once he finds out what I am about to do I’m sure.” Martin replied to Riall before he turned back to Isabella. “I have developed friends and allies here on earth; they have been touched by your kind in some rather horrible ways, some have even now become vampires. I know them… and I trust them. Contrary to what you seem to think Bella…”

“Do not call me that!” Isabella snapped at his image.

Martin’s face hardened, “Contrary to what you seem to believe Vampire witch!” He snarled at her. “I am not as inflexible as my father once was!” His image stepped up to Isabella, and even though it was a telepathic holo image, Isabella felt his presence flood through her, powerful and dominating... and something else that she never thought she would feel. “Do not test the limits of my patience, for I don’t know you and I will send your arrogant vampire ass back to your father without as much as a second thought, regardless of what you have done! And then where will you be Princess?” He growled cruelly, shocking even his mother at the malice in his voice. The little color there was in Isabella’s face drained at this, and it caused her aide to step forward protectively. “I have a particular dislike for arrogance, as my elf mate Dysea can attest too…” These words caused Alocgeid’s eyes to widen. “If you plan on accompanying Admiral Riall and my mother, I suggest you lose that arrogance before you arrive, for if Dysea doesn’t BITCH slap you for it, I will bury you next to your brother and sister and not lose a wink of sleep!” Martin turned away from her wide eyes and looked back to Riall.  “I want military equipment for five million elves and humans brought with you Admiral. Can that be arranged before you depart?” Martin asked.

Riall nodded. “Easily sire. We have ten times that number in storage facilities across the planet waiting to be used.”

“Prime Minister… as much as I would like to meet you as soon as possible, I want you to remain on Apo Prime for security purposes. Both of us can not be away from the capital at the same time. Better that you stay there and remain in command if anything should happen to me or my Queens.” 
Deia nodded, “As you wish sire.”

“I have enemies all around me here, and not just vampire enemies.” Martin spoke looking once more at Isabella. “I am also dealing with a political problem that was in place before our people ever came here to earth. The death of my father altered the laws, and now I have someone that is willing to do anything to change it back and challenge me for the rule of Sparta. The day our people came here, the years we spent helping Sparta to become what she now is, I am not willing to give that up. Sparta is now my city, as it was once my father’s and I will not allow anyone to bring it down.”

“My lord…” Vistr spoke now. “Spartan law and practices have reached even here to Apo Prime. We follow many of the laws that Spartans do. Can we not assist in some way?”

Martin shook his head. “This is something I need to take care of myself.” He answered. “But I do appreciate the offer. Besides… even if you could assist, you wouldn’t be able to get here for three weeks, and I intend to have this settled long before that.” 

“Do you have any orders for our forces sire?” Riall asked. “I have ordered a cease to all ongoing operations and I am redeploying them to staging areas throughout our territory. They will rest and re-supply while they are standing by.”
“Defensive posture only Riall, unless they are already engaged. I’m not fool enough to think I know more than you and the others in that room Riall, so until I have learned all I can, operations will remain under you.” Martin replied shaking his head. “I’m hoping to take down Yuri at the very least and with luck that bald fucker Xerxes as well.”

“Sire… you need to go into hiding until we arrive.” Deia spoke urgently, “If Xerxes is coming… that will put two of the High Lord’s children on Earth. You can not stand against that alone.” 

“Go into hiding?” Martin spoke with a smile. “You don’t understand my friends, earth is now a member of the Lycavorian Union, and I have no intention of surrendering it to the vampires. Please send the Elfin and Hadarian ambassadors in your stead Prime Minster. They will need to brief their Queens on current events.”

“Queens?” Deia asked surprised. “Forgive me sire… how… how many mates have you claimed?”

Martin chuckled. “I think it was more the other way around really, they claimed me and if I’m correct you will have that information as soon as I end this transmission. They will be part of my memories. I have three with me now. The fourth I have not met yet.”

“Four?” Deia asked somewhat stunned. While it was not uncommon for an Alpha to take two or even three mates, four was practically unheard of.
Martin nodded slowly, looking somewhat embarrassed. “Apparently… whether I wish it or not… my father’s message told me there will be four.” His head looked around within the image, and then his eyes fell back on his mother. “I must go mother, I’m losing the connection.” He spoke gently. He moved to stand in front of Gorgo quickly. His holo image reached up and tried to touch her face. “I will see you in three weeks mother.”

Gorgo smiled and nodded her tear stained face, “And I you my son.”


Martin’s image faded from view quickly and the conference room fell quiet. Riall was the first to speak. “Well… that went well.” He spoke just before voices began to burst out with excited questions and statements, a swell of new found drive and dedication sweeping everyone in the room.

Isabella remained quiet, pondering what had just happen. She had felt the power of his aura sweep through her, and that should not have been possible. Vampires were immune to the auras of wolves, and she had been approached by many strong Alpha wolves in her years on Apo Prime, Alpha wolves looking to mate with her, yet their auras had not even scratched the telepathic shields she wielded. This… this Lycavorian King had swept aside her telepathic shields as if they weren’t even there… and Isabella was considered one of the stronger telepaths in Tuya. He had not entered her mind, only allowing his aura to sweep over her, and she had felt it quite strongly, as clearly as she stood here now. And it wasn’t malice or hate or rage that she had felt.


She had felt interest and questions.

SPARTA
The effect of Martin touching the transmission array in Sparta was instantaneous as the top portion of the array extended up even further, punching a hole through the concrete and glass ceiling, rising from the top of the building . Once it locked into place it sent out laser beams to selected portions of the city center, criss crossing in many locations, and even passing right through solid buildings. Men and women began to stop on the streets and view this, as each laser came to rest on a building, and a small window opened in that exact spot. Extending from those small windows were antennae like dishes, and once they all locked into place, silver beams of light shot out from each antennae, all of them coming to meet over the exact center of the city of Sparta.

“The man who stands here now is the youngest son of King Leonidas. Not just any descendant fellow Spartans, but the very blood of the King we all revered. You can all feel it.” Helen spoke softly. “Now bear witness to it.”
The single point above Sparta where all the silver lasers intersected glowed briefly, and then burst in a kaleidoscope of particles, that drifted down lazily over the city. Even within the protected walls of the Senate Chamber, the affect was easy to see. The eyes of men and women and even children grew wide in wonderment as every portion of their history, dating back to the Black Day, was telepathically transmitted to every Lycavorian within the walls of Sparta. No one was left out, and even the five thousand or so elves that had been turned were included, as well as the humans that had been turned and that called Sparta home. And all of them came to know the story of Martin and the King so many of them would now follow. 


“Lies,” Autolycus shouted, even as he shook his head to clear the images that were flashing through his mind. “It is nothing but lies!”


“Shut up you fool!” Walter’s voice carried into the room now as he walked into the Senate chamber with Panos and half a dozen Spartan men that like him had lived in the time of Leonidas. “The treachery of the Eurypontid line knows no bounds! That has been proven beyond measure. Before us stands the son of Leonidas… you can deny it all you want but the strength of his aura is enough to convince all of Sparta.”


Panos smiled next to his son. “And word already spreads across Sparta and even in this chamber. You can not change what is happening Autolycus, it spreads like a raging wildfire throughout the city to young and old alike. Our people are learning of our history, the history of our true people, and it is amazing to say the least. When combined with our Spartan history, no one will listen to your lies anymore.”


They all turned watching as Martin held his hand in the transmission array for a few seconds longer, his eyes tightly shut, as if he was concentrating intently. They sprang open after a moment and he pulled his hand free, the transmission array immediately shutting down, and the bluish glow no longer visible. The device had served its purpose, releasing the telepathic surge that would touch every citizen of Sparta, and allowing him to contact his mother once more, as well as those of his kind on a far away planet.   
Theron moved forward quickly. “What have you done? You have ruined everything!” He screamed. “You…”
“Be silent!” Martin shouted, his voice deafening in the chamber, his aura exploding forth and causing everyone but Dysea and Helen to cringe. Dysea basked in the power and warmth of his aura, having no fears about the man she loved so fiercely. This day she knew that nothing of this earth or beyond would ever pry her from this man. Helen did not cringe due to the pride she felt at seeing the unborn son of the man she had sent to his death. He had gone willingly to die, knowing his death would save his people, and now his blood, the son he had never seen, that son would willingly save Sparta and their true people or die in the attempt. 

Theron stopped dead in his tracks his eyes wide, as Martin began to speak. “I am the son of King Leonidas!” Martin roared, hefting his Nehtes in his hand. “All of you know what that means according to Spartan law. You wish to test me?” Martin nodded. “Very well… bring your DNA tests, your telepathic tests… I welcome them. I will give you one day, this day. And when that day is finished, and all of your tests only serve to confirm who I am, then know this...” Martin moved up to where Autolycus stood. Midlan had moved next to his father and they both stood there defiantly, staring back at him. “The Eurypontid line will never ascend to the throne of Sparta. Your so called investigations will never bear fruit, for tomorrow they will no longer exist.”
“You can not dismiss them!” Autolycus spoke.

“I can and I will. The circumstances surrounding Androcles’s death are none of you concern, nor will they ever be.” Martin spoke. “You will not dishonor his name or his service to Sparta in some petty attempt to strengthen your position. That is my first order as King. As for your second investigation, if you wish to continue that one, that is your right. However I will then order your son confined for attacking not one… but two Queens of Sparta… and when he is found guilty… I will kill him myself.” Martin smiled when Autolycus’s eyes went wide.  

Martin looked at Midlan then. “Aricia is in Eden. I encourage you to go there and attempt to persuade her to come back here. I’ll even give you a transport to take your carcass there.”

“Even if you are King…” Autolycus spoke. “You can not break the law! Aricia is dishonored here in Sparta, and she is my son’s mate. She can never be Queen, no matter what you do!”

“We’ll see about that won’t we?” Martin said with a smile that was not in any way pleasant. “She is my mate… and my Queen.”
“You can not break the law!” Autolycus snapped. 

Martin smiled like a wolf baring its teeth. “I don’t intend too Senator Autolycus.” He replied, still grinning. “She resides now in a city outside of your reach and out of Sparta’s jurisdiction, and there she will remain until I have discovered the treachery you employed to have her family dishonored. Feel free to go there and try to force her to return. I will be the least of your problems then, for I doubt very much the nearly two million elves and humans who live in Eden will approve of your actions. Arranged marriages are no longer practiced in Eden Autolycus, and certainly not arranged marriages that are not even legitimate. As far as the elves and humans in Eden are concerned, Aricia is my wife and mate, and one of their Queens. I truly do not think the nearly nine million elves that reside in North America will take it kindly if you kidnap one of their Queens. In fact…Tarifa and Aihola would be down right pissed off. And trust me when I tell you, having the two of them pissed at you is a sure death sentence.”
Dysea laughed again. “They would string you up by your entrails and listen to you howl.” She spoke. 

“What are you talking about?” Autolycus demanded. “You speak in riddles!”
Martin smirked. “Oh… you mean your highly trained spies did not tell you?” He spoke sarcastically. “Your vaunted Tier Six telepaths did not read my thoughts?” Autolycus heard Dysea laugh at that, and she moved over to stand next to her mate, her husband and her King. Martin looked at Autolycus. “Go ahead Mister Tier Six Senator telepathic master sir… read my thoughts.”

“You dare mock me!” Autolycus spat.

“Dare…” Martin stepped close to him. “Oh yes… I do dare, you shit sorry excuse for a Spartan. Heed what I tell you now… do you think I did not feel you rummaging around up here when Aricia and I were shopping.” Martin touched the side of his temple. “It was actually Aricia who mentioned it first… your skills are so pathetic I didn’t even bother to take notice. If you are feeling brave… do so now… come on I know you want too.” Martin nudged Autolycus. “Reach out and read our thoughts… if you are lucky, Dysea will detect it first and you will spend the rest of your days thinking you are a nine year old elf child with pink ribbons in your hair and sucking a lollypop. If I detect it first, I will simply rip out every memory you have in those thick empty skulls you and your son both share and leave you as a vegetable on the street somewhere babbling like the fools you both are.

“I am not only the King of Sparta… but I am also the Elf High King Autolycus.” Martin said. “Something you didn’t know until just now I’ll wager, judging by the look on your stupid face.” Martin stepped closer. “The One Ascension Law will never change asshole. A direct descendant of Leonidas will forever sit on the throne of Sparta. You are welcome to try and change it though… I will enjoy making you look like a bigger fool than you already do. And make no mistake… I will discover what you did to get Aricia’s family dishonored, and she will sit beside me… beside us as a Queen, for that is her destiny. And when I do discover this… pray you can run faster than me.”
Martin turned to look at the Senators, “Dilios?”

Dilios moved forward quickly, “Sire?”

“If you and Dymas would arrange for whatever tests the good Senators of Sparta wish me to take.” Martin said. “I will turn no one away. I am King, and the sooner we get that fact determined, the sooner we can move on to more important matters.”

Dilios nodded. “As you order my Lord.” He replied.

Martin looked at Helen. “I had a long night, and I’m going to return to the villa with my Queen.” He spoke evenly, “One day ladies and gentlemen. Make good use of it.”
Martin took Dysea’s hand and turned briskly, ignoring Theron’s glaring look and heading out of the Senate chamber, leaving over a hundred and fifty stunned and befuddled men and women to decide their next course of action.
APO PRIME
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“We had to scramble, but the last of the equipment is now aboard.” Vistr spoke as he settled into the chair in the officer’s lounge.
Deia nodded, “Less than six hours General. That is a fine piece of work.”

“Don’t thank me,” Vistr spoke. “Once my officers knew why we were leaving, they basically told me to get my ass out of their way.” He said with a smile.

“Morale is high I take it?” Deia spoke sipping the tea.

“High?” Riall spoke now. “Does floating off the deck constitute high? I don’t believe I’ve ever seen Admiral Ceneu’s crews more hyped up.”

“And the King’s order?” Deia asked.

“I’ve already issued the stand down order. All ships will be returning to their specified marshalling areas within twelve hours to await further orders.” Riall answered.
“Riall… please do not take his words to you as…” Deia began.

Riall held up his hand stopping her. “He was right. Gorgo is my mate… but she is also his mother, a mother he did not even know he had until just recently. I can no more keep them apart then I can part the oceans. It was wrong of me to suggest it.” 

Deia held up the data pad. “I’ve been… I’ve been reviewing the information the King sent to us via his memories…” She said. “I must say it makes for some very interesting reading, and I’m only a quarter of the way through it.” Deia looked at where Isabella sat, studying her. “Perhaps you would like a copy Isabella?”
“For what purpose,” She asked softly, much of her earlier anger now gone.
“To better understand him,” Deia replied.

“I understand him just fine.” She spat contemptuously. “He hates my kind. What more is there to understand?”

Deia smiled, setting the pad down on the table and sliding it across in front of where she sat. “Actually… two of those he holds in high regard and calls friend are half vampire elves. He mentioned them remember? One is the Queen of the Drow elves, and co-administrator of this city he has built called Eden. Her brother, another half vampire, is a member of his Spartan Royal Guard. There is a half elf that has been turned completely by a pureblood vampire named Deval and she holds a very high position within this city’s administration, third in line of succession if I’m not mistaken.” Deia looked at Isabella’s surprised face. “Step outside your own hatred and rage for a moment Isabella and see that there are many who are experiencing or have experienced the exact same thing as you.”
Riall and Vistr had remained silent through the exchange, but now Riall leaned forward. “Your skill is unequaled Isabella… no one questions that. And I for one would not hesitate to ask for you and your soldiers to accompany me on any mission I lead. Yet you carry yourself with an arrogance that is unbecoming and standoffish to everyone around you, and it demeans your position as a Princess of your people.”
“I’m not here to make friends.” Isabella snapped. “And I am no longer a Princess.”
Riall shook his head, “Regardless of how you view yourself Isabella, among the Lycavorian people and millions more, you are a Princess, and you give hope to others that one day this war will be over. Your attitude however, that is why you will never have more than you do now.” He spoke. “And all you have now is misery and pain.”

“You don’t know that!” Isabella said.

Riall smiled and touched his nose. “You forget what we are Isabella and as much as you think otherwise, you do have your own distinct smell, as well as your own aura. My suggestion would be to make changes in your life before you allow your hate to destroy you from within.” Riall stood up. “Prime Minister I will escort you to the shuttle if you like. Gorgo is waiting for us so that she can say goodbye to you.”

Deia tapped the pad in front of Isabella. “Trust me.” She said softly. “And good luck.” She patted Isabella’s shoulder as she moved around her and took Riall’s arm.
SPARTA

Dysea gently ran her index finger over Martin’s sleeping face, tracing his lips and the line of his goatee, her emerald eyes simmering with fierce love and devotion. The past few hours had raced by for all of them, and had taken quite a toll on her Nauta Melme. They had returned to the villa, and Martin had led her to the shower, and under the soothing hot water he had made love to her in the gentlest and most passionate way she had yet experienced in their nearly one year together. Her body still tingled at the memory of his hands and lips upon her flesh, the delirious pleasures his huge cock had caused to ripple through her and the way they had driven her to heights of pleasure she had not reached until this night. She ached deliciously, as she always did whenever he made love to her. It was an ache she had come to long for and savor. He had truly possessed her soul this night, and whatever else happened in their lives, and however long that life together lasted; Dysea would never forget this one night.

His face was peaceful now, more peaceful than she had ever seen it, and she was more than content now to simply stretch her naked body against his warm skin and allow her thoughts to swim within his mind as she stroked his skin with her fingers.

Dysea? Anja’s voice broke into her thoughts


Melyanna, Dysea spoke brightly.

Thank you for that Dysea. It was utterly wonderful. Anja said.


Dysea smiled and rested her head on Martin’s broad chest, snuggling as close as she could to his powerful frame. She had opened a telepathic link with Anja and Aricia in Eden when Martin had begun making love to her so that they could share in the pleasure she was experiencing. Martin had sensed this and augmented her link and as they felt the pleasure wash over them, and it passed easily to their two missing lovers. They had cried out together in release, four lovers separated by two oceans and two continents.

I will always share with you and Little Wolf, Melyanna. Dysea replied. You know that.


And that is why we love you so. Anja told her.


She is sleeping in your arms Melyanna?


Thousands of miles away Anja glanced down at Aricia’s naked body wrapped in her embrace with an adoring smile.


I think our connection and my tongue was too much for her. Anja said with a soft chuckle. And everything with Midlan has taken more of a toll mentally on her than she was allowing us to see.

Well… you do have the most delightful tongue Melyanna. Dysea told her with a smile. And it does so many wonderful things. I’m not surprised she could not hold back any longer.

You miss my tongue, you little elf vixen. Anja spoke, her arms pulling Aricia closer to her.


I will always miss your tongue if it is not nearby. Dysea answered. What do you miss about me?


We miss your taste. Anja answered immediately, And your ears.

It makes me very happy to see that you and Little Wolf have become so close Melyanna. Dysea said.


You don’t… you don’t think that makes us love you any less do you Dysea? Anja asked a sudden sense of worry in her words.


No Melyanna, not at all. Never think that. We can love each other equally, but gravitate to one that is more like us in many ways, such as you and Aricia. Dysea spoke. 
Like you and Martin. Anja said.

He loves us all Melyanna. With all that he is.

Oh I know that, and I’ve never doubted it, Anja answered. He does however have a special place for you Dysea. You are the first he turned, who he made his. That doesn’t mean he loves Little Wolf or I any less passionately, or that he will treat us any differently.

I think perhaps we underestimate Little Wolf’s pull on him. Dysea spoke. She is of his people, a Lycavorian and while he does love us all equally, it is Little Wolf I think that he could not live without.
What do you mean? Anja asked.
He has a special place for all of us in his heart Melyanna, and we will all have many strong children by him, you can feel that.

Yes. Anja said in reply, her voice filled with love and longing. 

Yet only Aricia can give him what he does not even know he desires most deeply of all. Dysea said.
A pureblood son. Anja finished her statement softly.

Yes. He has shown me parts of his mind that he has not shared with others, and I will share them with you willingly once we are together again. Each of us have secured a portion of his soul, and even the one we have yet to meet will come to share that as well. Nauta Melme is different though. He has seen many beautiful women in his life Melyanna, and he will see many more, but I have touched the part of him that desires no one but us. It burns only for us. We… you, Little Wolf, myself and the one we are to meet, it’s as if we were fated to be with him. Something preordained.

I have felt that too. Anja spoke softly.

The next time we share him as one Melyanna I will show you that part of him. Dysea spoke. It is wondrous to look at and feel.

I will look forward to that Dysea. Anja said. Until then…He’ll never wish to make you mad at him and Little Wolf and I can use that to get our way with him. Anja told her with humor in her words.
Dysea chuckled against Martin’s body. You are so devious Melyanna.

I know… it’s great isn’t it?

I saw her today Melyanna, in Nauta Melme’s mind. She is… she is breathtaking.


Yes she is. Anja agreed quickly, remembering the image of the stunning raven haired vampire princess. She is filled… she is filled with much hate and anger Dysea. She will not… she will not give her heart easily, perhaps not at all.

I know… but I must try. Dysea replied.


Little Wolf and I will be there to help you Dysea, you know that. And with Martin, perhaps we can show her that we do not care that she is a vampire, and she too can know love as we do.


I look forward to that challenge. Dysea said. How does it feel to know you are Queen to trillions of beings?


Probably the same as you and Little Wolf feel, Anja replied. “Overwhelmed… awed. When I look back and think of how I was raised… that everything we now know to be true… that I was raised to think it was nothing but myths and stories. 


You and Little Wolf must get out as often as you can and run Melyanna. Dysea spoke. She can teach you things you never could imagine. And running will clear your mind like nothing ever will. It is so joyous being in our wolf forms and experiencing the ground and the elements so close.

I know… and we are going to start tomorrow evening. Anja replied. What do you think of the plan by Tarifa and Aihola?


I believe it is a sound plan. Dysea replied. And it could very well work.

I think so as well. Anja said. We are going to get more details before we bring it to Martin. That pig Graham does not visit Selene for another two days and we are meeting with Tarifa, Lynwe and Selene tomorrow.


Aihola and the others got off safely then?


They should be landing at their drop zone in just under an hour. Anja said wearily.

You are tired Melyanna. Dysea spoke. 


I know… but I so enjoy these times talking with you Dysea.

I think you just miss me worshiping your body. Dysea stated with a playful surge of her aura through their link.


Well… you do such a wonderful job of it. Anja answered just as playfully. 

After what we have experienced the last twenty-four hours… all of us should get a good night’s sleep. Dysea said.


You are right. Anja spoke. I will contact you and Martin tomorrow once Little Wolf and I know more.


We love you Melyanna.


We love you Dysea.


Dysea sighed herself as they closed their link. She shifted slightly, feeling Martin’s arms pull her closer and she smiled in contentment as her eyes closed and she drifted into a peaceful sleep, feeling Anja drifting off as well in Aricia’s arms.

NEW MIAMI

Moran walked quickly down the corridor of Yuri’s villa, the data pad in his hand. He had just come from a meeting of the Ministers, having received the report from Marks on his way out. He hated having to deal with the politicians of the Alliance. Most of them with the exception of Deval and two others were human and interested only in how much power and wealth they could acquire. Yuri did not come out in public often, preferring to stay in the shadows and work mostly with the genetics division on improving their soldiers. He was her face and voice in the meetings, and had been for some time, yet now it was even more pronounced since they had sworn themselves to each other.

He was still somewhat stunned at what she had told him and what she had shown him, the thousands of planets and species that were either slaves or allies to the Vampires. Massive space ships that could obliterate earth form orbit. She had shown him images of their home world, and he had been amazed at the advanced technology, wondering why they didn’t use more of it here on earth. She had explained to him that to us more than they did would only draw the attention of the rebellion and make them investigate. Up until last night they had assumed the rebellion did not even know that Martin Leonidas existed. When Yuri had seen the silver burst of light reach for the stars and tense in his embrace, Moran knew it had to be some sort of transmission. The rebellion knew they were here now Yuri had told him that morning, at the very least that Leonidas was alive, and they would no doubt arrive within the next year in force.

They had shared a brief breakfast before he left, knowing that she would be going to the vampire breeding farms to conduct her own inspections and see how quickly they could advance the process. She had touched him telepathically when she returned, and he had done everything within his power to hurry the meetings along.


Moran had entered her villa on the beach, feeling her on the patio as the sun began to move lower in the sky. As old as she was, Yuri only had to avoid the direct sunlight at the apex of the sun’s apogee during the day, and then only for an hour or so. This also afforded Moran the same ability, because it was she who had turned him. He passed the large bar in the living room and snatched the crystal glass of blood she always left for him, recently poured and smelling delicious. He moved to the doors and saw her standing near the shaded railing overlooking the beach, a data pad in her hand. He wrapped the shadows around him and moved up slowly behind her, leaning over her shorter frame and lightly biting her exposed shoulder.

Yuri smiled contently and leaned back against him as she lowered the pad. “I didn’t think they would ever let you leave.” She said.


Moran chuckled. “I never did like politicians… even before I was a vampire.” He spoke. “I have less patience for them now.”


Yuri chuckled. “Yes… I’m sorry I send you to those meetings, but at least they won’t do to you what they used to do to me. It gave me such headaches.”


“I have some good news.” He spoke, “Some very good news.”


Yuri turned and looked at him. “Well that will balance out the news I have. Tell me.”


“Lieutenant Marks has found the Class Five reactor.” Moran told her, seeing her dark eyes light up.

“Truly?” Yuri asked.

Moran nodded with a smile. “Prefect Uniglnia had it. Seems he didn’t want to give it up either. The poor fellow has passed from this life I’m not sorry to report. Marks gave his men a choice. Fight with him and be rewarded, or fight against him and die. Most chose to live.”

“Have them killed anyway.” Yuri said quickly. “I wouldn’t trust them now.”

Moran grinned. “I already did.” He said. 
Yuri chuckled and licked his neck and throat, “Another reason why I made the right decision bonding with you.” She told him. “You make my body sing, and you read my thoughts too.”

“I’ve already sent a heavy transport to Marks’ position.” Moran spoke. “Two vampire pilots are waiting to fly a Raptor to EDEN with the core.”

“Send a section from the special engineering unit on the island.” Yuri told him. “They will have the expertise to install the core and upgrade the weapons.”

“Upgrade the weapons systems?” Moran said. “EDEN’s already got some pretty decent firepower. Why upgrade them now?”

Yuri drew back slightly and held up the data pad. “Our contact in Sparta sent a burst transmission very early this morning. It wasn’t good.”
“I’m listening.”

“Martin is not just a descendant of Leonidas Robert.” Yuri spoke. “He is the youngest son of Leonidas.”

“Son?” Moran gasped. “How is that even possible?”

“Apparently a Lycavorian Oracle survived our purge.” Yuri said. “Gorgo left earth at her direction and gave birth to this son. The man we had chased for decades thinking he was the second son; that apparently was not the case. Our contact says Martin is the son of Leonidas, and it was he who activated the transmission last night. He has finally discovered who he is. The transmission he sent was via a Mark II neurobooster, which means he has probably already spoken with the resistance.”

Moran looked at her, “And?”

Yuri kissed him before turning and walking further back into the living room. “I also spoke with my father this morning after you left. One of the reasons he has left me in charge for so long is that I do not mince words when I report to him. I told him what has happened here, and he in turn told me a large rebel force has left Apo Prime and will be here within three weeks.”
Moran’s eyes went wide. “Three weeks!” He gasped. “You said it would take thirteen months!”

Yuri nodded. “Yes… well it seems both the Vampire Coven and the Lycavorian Union have developed new engine designs and technology since I have been away. The rebels are using an untested device called a Jump Gate. It will allow them to move great distances much quicker.”

“What’s… what’s a Jump Gate?”

Yuri shook her head. “My father did not go into details as he was heading to a meeting, but it essentially is a non-naturally formed wormhole technology that allows ships to pass through it and cover dozens of light years.” She looked at Moran. “We have at most three weeks before this rebel fleet reaches here.”
“What… what kind of firepower are we talking here Yuri?” Moran asked.

“Reports from my father indicate at least a full Fleet Group, which would include at least a hundred and sixty warships of varying size.” Yuri replied. “That doesn’t include transports for ground forces and our spies on Apo Prime say at least one division of very elite Spartan Shock Troopers left the planet in the hours before this fleet left.”

“We… we are supposed to fight that?” Moran asked, pacing the carpet now. Yuri was silent as she watched him. “Ok… ok… we get Marcus to upgrade the weapons on Eden… we don’t have anything that can match them in the sky I’m guessing… so we need to get them on the surface and in close with our forces so they won’t fire on their own men. We can set up anti-air points, and choke centers… I’ll have engineers lay out mine fields all over the fucking place! They want this planet… they’ll pay for it in blood!” He looked back at Yuri and saw her standing there looking at him. “What?”

Yuri smiled. “My father has ordered Xerxes to leave his ground troops where he is and make all haste here to earth. He has his own fleet, and will no doubt bring as many troops as he can cram onto his warships. He will be here in eleven days.”
Moran watched as she walked up to him slowly. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

“You did not react as I expected.” She spoke softly. “I thought… I thought perhaps you would suggest we abandon earth, that you… that you would panic... and… and leave me.”

“I am panicked.” He replied quickly. “That doesn’t mean I’m going to just haul ass and leave you and all that we have built here. Jesus Yuri we’ve been through this! I’m not leaving you until I’m dead!”
Yuri pressed close against him, feeling the warmth of his body spread throughout her as she placed her head against his chest. “Our contact in Sparta has told me the assassination attempt will take place some time today.” Yuri said. “Anja and Aricia have returned to Eden it seems due to some problems within the Spartan Senate. The assassination will target Martin and the she-elf Queen.”
“And there’s no way they can tie this back to us right?” Moran asked.

Yuri shook her head. “This assassin has been in my employ for well over a thousand years. He will not fail.”

“Is he a vampire?” Moran asked.

Yuri shook her head once more. “No… he is a Lycavorian.” She replied, a small hint of satisfaction in her voice. “A man that has hated the line of Leonidas since that infernal man lived.”
“The other two are in Eden?” Moran spoke softly.

Yuri looked at him. “Yes why?”

“There were some unconfirmed reports from our people in the High Elf Cities that are not within Eden.” Moran spoke. “Anlain’s son Telan is dead. He was killed in a particularly brutal way according to these reports. A Spartan transport came in the other day loaded with more people than normal. The two Queens must have come in with them.”

“Why is this significant?” Yuri asked.

“Simpson was with them.” Moran answered.

“Martin’s second in command?” Yuri inquired.

Moran nodded. “Why send Simpson back?” Moran asked himself softly. “Next to Hunter… Leonidas and the elf whore Dysea,” He corrected himself. “Simpson is perhaps the most lethal of the men and women with him.”

“What are you thinking?”
“There was a report yesterday evening of unidentified aircraft sounds along our northern border.” Moran explained to her. “We didn’t have anything flying in that area, and very early this morning, there were reports of at least four Raptors taking off from Eden and heading north.”

“A mission perhaps?” Yuri asked.

Moran shrugged. “There’s nothing up in that area.” He replied. “It’s wild… all the way up into what used to be Canada, and Martin would have to know it violates the agreement he made with you.”

“Perhaps not so wild as we first thought.” Yuri spoke. “And his agreement was that we stay out of the area he has claimed… not the other way around. And it is not something I would put past him.”

“Me either.” Moran spoke. “But what would they be looking for?”

“I suggest we find out.” Yuri spoke, “Order Graham to take the highest ranking member of the Elder Council that he can and drain them dry. Find out everything they know.”
“Is that wise Yuri?” Moran asked. “If they find the body of a Minister, they’ll know something is up.”

Yuri nodded. “Perhaps,” She answered moving to the bar inside with Moran following. “What can they array against us?” She asked as she began pouring a glass of blood.
Moran settled into the comfortable chair. “My estimates are not confirmed.” He spoke.
Yuri nodded. “Your best guess is probably more accurate than most of the intelligence reports we get.” She told him.

“Everyone within Eden except for the very young and very old are expected to help defend it.” Moran said. “Not including those civilians, they could field eight, possibly nine full strength divisions. All with full armor and air support capability, for a total of just over three hundred thousand fighters.”

Yuri looked at him. “We can field over a million Robert.” She spoke, “Against just three hundred thousand?”

Moran nodded. “Yes we can… but they won’t be anywhere near as well trained.” He answered. “And every elf and human will fight to the death; and they will continue to fight until we kill them period. It’s like they are mentally conditioned to eliminate at least five of the enemy before they die, and their main training regime has been put in place by Wallace… a Spartan, and the instructors are dozens of the Drow half vampires Marcus allowed to escape. Not a real good mixture in our favor.”

“What about our cloned vampire troops?” Yuri spoke.

“They can still be killed Yuri.” Moran answered. “And no doubt Wallace has been training them to kill vampires in the most efficient way they can. We can win as long as we play our cards right, unless Leonidas convinces the Spartans to enter the war.”

“He will be dead by the end of the day.” Yuri spoke. “The assassin I speak of has never failed.”

“There is a first time for everything Yuri. I knew him when he was just a Navy SEAL… and just about every government in the world that wasn’t democratic wanted him dead. All of them had prices on his head. None of them ever came close to getting him. I don’t doubt the skill of this assassin you speak of…” Moran shook his head. “I just don’t think we should put all our eggs into one basket.”

Yuri moved to the couch in the room and patted the seat next to her. Moran didn’t hesitate and got up to move next to her. “The Spartans can field one, perhaps two divisions of troops; I know that for a fact.” She said.

Moran nodded. “Yes but those one or two divisions will be the equal to any four elf and human divisions.” She shook his head. “I’m not being defeatist here… we can win… in either instance we can win… I’m just saying it’s not going to be as easy as your father or brother might think.”

Yuri sipped the glass of blood and looked at him over the rim. “I tend to agree with you Robert.” She said softly, “As much as it turns my stomach. We have fought these elves for far longer than Xerxes and my father, and I don’t believe we should underestimate them.”

“I’ll pull my people together and start making plans.” He spoke. “And I’ll send a burst transmission to our border garrison in the north to get out and do some looking around.”

Yuri nodded and got to her feet slowly. “I will prepare a more detailed report for my father, and then contact Xerxes to see what his disposition is.” She spoke. “But that can wait until tomorrow can’t it?”

Moran got to his feet with a smile. “It can wait another hour.” He spoke, pulling her into his grasp and yanking the loose dress she wore from her shoulders, his lips dropping to her cool skin. “At least until I give you a taste of what I’m going to do to you tonight.” He spoke huskily.

NORTHERN NORTH DAKOTA

TEN MILES SOUTH OF CANADIAN BORDER

Nayeca knelt motionless among the tall grass on the ridge, the sun dipping below the horizon slowly, casting hundreds of shadows among the trees. She shifted under the added weight of the Spartan body armor, feeling it chaff her skin lightly, but it provided her with protection she had never had before, and still allowed her maximum freedom of movement. Her shimmering white hair was pulled back into a tight pony tail, her left hand clutching the HK74 they had provided her. All of her own weapons had been returned to her in a show of trust Nayeca had never expected, but one she appreciated more than anyone knew. 

Nayeca had spoken at length with both General Vengal, and her Queen over the last few days, and she found Vengal had been right that first day she had spent with him. Queen Aihola was anything but arrogant. Nayeca had witnessed the video transmission of the attack against her and the High Elf Queen Tarifa, and Nayeca had been stunned at the speed that Aihola had displayed, as well as Tarifa. She had never questioned her skill after that, and after all the hours they had talked, Nayeca found her to be inquisitive and humorous and extremely intelligent. And she also learned how deeply the love she felt for the High Elf Queen ran, and now it seemed that man/wolf had joined those feelings. 
Nayeca had been more terrified that first night seeing him than she had ever been in her life. Seeing those gold flecked green eyes staring at her above those massive jaws of razor sharp teeth and black claws, Nayeca had almost had an attack right then. So much had happened since that night, and Nayeca let her amber eyes drift to where her right hand rested on the powerful shoulders of the rust colored wolf next to her. 

Anuk’s armor covered most of her exposed body, but her head, muzzle and part of her shoulders were bare. Her rust colored fur was soft, silky and long. Her cerulean blue eyes looked out from above the tapered muzzle filled with flesh shredding teeth, her wolf ears pointed straight up searching for any sound. Nayeca had discovered what Vengal proposed right after the main group had parachuted into the landing zone. She had accepted eagerly, relishing the chance to learn more about these Ngauro that she had read about as a child in horror stories. They had been traveling together now for a full day, stopping to rest twice in hidden alcoves of rocks or trees. They were four kilometers in front of the main force led by her Queen, and had been sprinting forward to almost eight kilometers in advance at times to keep their path safe. She had learned that the two huge black men were father and son, and the beautiful flame haired Wood Elf was Vengal’s daughter and the mate of the younger black male.
Anuk had remained with her throughout most of the previous night and day, allowing Daniel and Melancton to range ahead. They were able to remain in telepathic contact with her, and she could inform Nayeca of anything that they saw. All of them remained in wolf form unless they were resting to reduce the chance they might be detected moving in human form. Wolves would hardly be considered something to report, and Nayeca could move among the shadows of the timber better than anyone they had ever seen. Looking at the back of Anuk’s head and the exposed portions of her wolf body that the armor did not cover Nayeca could only shake her head in awe. The two Spartan Queens had established a telepathic link between Nayeca and Anuk, determining it would be too much of a stress on her mind to make several different links. She and Anuk could converse with their thoughts, though the first few times it has caused Nayeca small headaches. Now… they were nothing more than dull throbs that she could easily ignore. She spoke normally unless the need arose for her to use the connection as it was easier for Anuk to answer her telepathically than it was for Nayeca. 

“Are they returning?” Nayeca asked in a low whisper, her voice carrying no more than the two feet to where Anuk stood beside her, resting on her haunches.
They’ve stopped on the far ridge across the valley. Anuk replied. There is some activity. Daniel said to remain here until they call.

“Anuk… may I ask you a question?” Nayeca spoke.
Certainly.

“You are a Wood Elf. How is it… how did you become… how did you…” Nayeca was at a loss to finish the question, and Anuk’s muzzle turned so that she could look at her.

How did I become a Ngauro? Anuk’s voice held humor in it.
Nayeca nodded sheepishly. “Forgive me.” She spoke softly.

It is alright Nayeca. Anuk replied. I was a prisoner of slavers for almost a year. I thought my life was over to be honest. I thought I would never see my father or mother again. I had lost all hope when they took me to the Las Vegas slave auctions. And then Daniel rescued me.

“And he turned you into a Ngauro?”

Anuk’s wolf’s head nodded slightly. It was not something that happened over night. The men who captured me were… they had the same skin color as Daniel and his father. By that time I was terrified of dark skinned humans. I was cruel and vicious to him at first; I actually scratched his face pretty badly immediately after he saved my life. We got separated from the others of our party and I was wounded. He cared for me… treated me like I was a priceless artifact. He was so gentle and caring. We were together for three days and three nights during this period, and I believe I fell in love with him by the end of the second day. On the third day before the King found us we were attacked by some hideous creatures. I was wounded badly, almost near death. Daniel changed me then, to save my life.  I have not looked back since.

“And you are his… his woman?” Nayeca asked.

I’m his mate… yes. And I thank the gods every day for that fact. Anuk answered.

“He is… he is very lucky.” Nayeca spoke softly. “You… you are very beautiful.”

Anuk had not mastered all the nuances of expressions in her wolf form, and she could not show the surprise she felt at this Drow’s words, or the fact that Nayeca’s words did not disgust her as they would have only a few short months ago. She had spent hours reveling in the depths of Daniel’s mind, seeing his experiences and his life. He hid nothing from her… not even his past relationships. It sent loving warmth through Anuk to know that having her as his mate meant more to him than anything else, and those relationships had dwindled to fading memories within his mind when he had found her. And while she had never said anything to him about it, the images and sounds and smells of Julie and Queen Anja together with him had excited her to the point where she had practically thrown herself upon him in passion and lust, surprising both him and herself.

As… as are you Nayeca. Your mate is very lucky as well. Anuk finally spoke.

Nayeca looked at her wide eyed. “I have no mate.” She said with an almost sad smile. “The Drow must be careful to control our population within the city. Only much older Drow warriors are allowed to mate and have children. The younger ones… like me… we must restrained our urges for men. There aren’t many men to go around, and most of the attractive ones are already spoken for. The rest… well every race has their arrogant fools. We… younger warriors like myself, we contain our passions with each other when we find someone… another female who is suitable and that we are attracted too. The males who are not selected… they are allowed to pick younger females from the population… so that they may stimulate their fertility for the time when they are chosen. It is not a choice that we like… but our laws say we must accept it.”

That… that seems rather harsh, Anuk said.

Nayeca nodded. “But it is necessary.” She said. “We have lasted this long because of it.”

Anuk nodded her wolf head slowly. We have had to endure much pain under the thumb of the Alliance. With luck and the gods that will soon change. And I doubt Aihola will allow that practice to continue.
“That is my hope as well. Have you… have you seen the High King Anuk?” Nayeca asked. “He must… he must be very impressive to have three mates so devoted to him.”

He is. Anuk answered honestly. He is larger than Daniel in wolf form, larger than any wolf I have ever seen. His fur is as black as the darkest night. He is… he is god like. Anuk said, not able to think of any other word to describe Martin. He inspires all around him to be better than they think is possible. He cares deeply for those he considers friends and family. And he has great compassion for the weak and those who are unable to protect themselves. He has little patience for slavers and scum, and he would kill them in the blink of an eye.  I am honored to call him family.

“He is… he is family to you?” Nayeca asked surprised.

He and Daniel have fought together all of their lives. They are like brothers… and when Daniel took me as his mate… I became family in Martin’s eyes. Anuk replied with just a little bit of pride in her voice. He and my father are especially close, as my father was the first among our people that Martin allowed to know what we truly were.
“I would like to meet him one day.” Nayeca said.

Anuk smiled and in wolf form, her teeth came into sight, gleaming white and razor sharp. I would be proud to introduce you Nayeca. We…

Anuk! Melancton’s voice echoed in her mind. Move up to us Little One, quickly and quietly.

On our way, Anuk replied immediately. We must move to their location Nayeca, quickly and without sound.

Nayeca nodded. “Let us go then.” She replied now fully back to the business of being a Drow warrior.

Anuk watched her lead off quickly, blending into the shadows like a phantom, and the last thought she had before stepping off to follow her was that the fatigues Nayeca wore hugged an extremely delicious looking ass. That single thought surprised Anuk, and sent shivers of delight through her at the same time.


“They are definitely vampires.” Dan spoke softly.

All of them were back in human form, and resting within the cover of a massive tree truck that was hollow. Nayeca had draped two dark olive drab liners over each end of the tree trunk to hide the flashes of silver light that appeared for several seconds when they altered their forms. It was still an amazing thing to watch for Nayeca. They all squatted now, even though the size of the fallen trunk afforded them the opportunity to stand.

“How many?” His father asked.


“I counted at least twelve.” Dan replied. “Four clicks east of here. They were settling in for the night, but if I had to guess… it’s a patrol and they are moving this way.”


“They could not have found out about the mission.” Anuk stated. “Only my father and the Queens knew all the plans.”


Melancton nodded. “They must have heard the aircraft.” He stated. “These Raptors of yours are quite amazing son, but they make tremendous noise, even from high up.”


Dan nodded. “No arguments here, but why send a patrol out if they only heard the Raptors? We jumped from nineteen thousand feet father, and in my experience you don’t send a patrol out Willy nilly unless you suspect something was out there.”


Melancton nodded, “Agreed. Which means someone must have reported our Raptors leaving Eden, and that means there are spies within Eden that are watching the airfields and training bases.”


“We will cross into Manitoba tomorrow if we keep our current pace. “Nayeca said. “Ten kilometers after that we will begin to enter the area my people patrol. We must not lead these men there.”


“I don’t intend to.” Danny said looking at her. “Dekton, Aihola and Vengal will have settled in for the night by now. “We’re only five kilometers ahead of them. We should head back and see what they want to do. We can be back to their camp within the hour.”

Melancton nodded, “A sound plan. Once they make a decision we can remain with the main force tonight and then move out early in the morning.”


Dan looked at Nayeca. “We haven’t made this long of a sprint with you yet Nayeca. Do you think you can keep up?”


Nayeca looked at him. His question was not asked with arrogance or superiority of any sort. It was a simple question and he asked it that way. She nodded. “I am well rested.” She replied. “As long as you do not outdistance me… I can keep up.”


“I have her scent marked Daniel.” Anuk spoke. “My father and Aihola need to know about this.”


Danny looked at her and leaned over to nuzzle her. This was a loving nuzzle with nothing sexual in nature coming from his aura. Anuk smiled and closed her eyes to nuzzle him back, not seeing Nayeca’s gaze on her. It was something that did not escape Melancton’s gaze however.


“Then let’s get moving.” Danny spoke.


“And you are sure they were Alliance?” Aihola asked from her spot on the ground between Dekton’s legs. His back was against the large tree stump, Aihola sitting comfortably, a ration bar in her hand as she leaned back against him. Aihola’s long white hair was made up like Nayeca’s and the other Drow among the group, pulled into a long pony tail and hidden with soft black terry cloth strips. No Drow would ever cut their hair and over the years they had come up with many ways to hide the brilliant white color.

The fifty Eden soldiers had set up for the evening, security already in place all around the small fireless camp. They were situated in groups of two and three for better response, and the perimeter guards would be changed out every two hours to maintained alertness. 

Danny nodded. “I counted twelve. It looked like a long range patrol of some sort. They were settling in for the night.”

“And if they continue on their current heading, they would cross our path just as we moved across the border.” Vengal spoke from beside Melancton.


Daniel nodded, “Looks that way.”


“Months of not being in this area and suddenly they appear?” Vengal spoke shaking his head. “I don’t like it.”


“I fear someone is watching the airfield in Eden.” Melancton spoke now. “They must have seen our Raptors take off and reported to their masters. That message was passed up the chain of command and someone decided to take a look.”


Dekton nodded as he handed Aihola the canteen with water. “We have known there were other spies within Eden Little Drow.” He spoke softly and affectionately. “Perhaps one has been detailed to watch the airfield for just this occasion.”


“I will not turn back now!” Aihola spoke. “We are so close! My people deserve the chance at a normal life that Eden offers them.” Nayeca detected the inflection in her voice and felt a wave of pride sweep through her.


Dekton nuzzled the back of her neck projecting warmth and affection to her with his aura, calming her emotions which were beginning to rise. “No one is suggesting we turn back Little Drow.” He spoke softly. 


Aihola took a deep breath feeling his aura pulse through her and she squeezed his thigh in thanks. “I’m sorry.” She spoke. She turned to Vengal. “General?”


“Eliminate them.” He spoke firmly and without hesitation. “It may tip off someone that there are enemies in the area, but by the time they discover this patrol is missing we will be well over the border.” Nayeca smiled in the darkness, liking this Wood Elf General even more. She had to admit, the more time she spent around these men and women, the more her hopes for the future increased.


“We’ll have to devise another route back.” Dekton spoke quickly. “We can’t bring six thousand men, women and children back through this same area.”


Nya Istel? Tarifa’s voice filled Aihola’s mind. I have Anja and Aricia with me here.

Aihola relaxed even more as she felt her love’s presence fill her thoughts. She felt Dekton relax as well against her back. It seemed Tarifa’s presence had much the same effect on him.


Aihola knew that Daniel, Anuk and Melancton could hear Tarifa as well within their minds, but she spoke verbally so that the others were not left out.


“Daniel has seen an Alliance vampire patrol my love.” She spoke as if to the air. “Their numbers are small… but they will intersect with our path tomorrow if we allow them to live.”


And your party has not been detected? Tarifa asked.

“No… our main force is still eight kilometers away and they have stopped for the night.” Aihola replied. “If we take out the patrol, we will not be able to come back this way however.”


Maintaining secrecy is too important Aihola. Anja’s voice spoke now. Kill the patrol.

“Our path back will need to be changed my Queen.” Aihola spoke softly.


We will find you another way back. Aricia’s voice spoke now.


Aricia is right Nya Istel. Tarifa continued. There were other routes we looked at; we will just have to choose the best secondary one. 


Reaching your people is too important Aihola. Anja spoke again. Martin has agreed. I will send Aricia to whatever route we choose so that we can maintain an active telepathic link between our groups. I will remain here with Tarifa and coordinate from Eden.


“And our plan with Graham?” Aihola asked.


Only one of us need take care of that. Aricia answered. And Anja is the more powerful of the two of us.


Little Wolf is right. Anja spoke once more. 


I will pull Tarifa’s father aside and we will find a safe route for you Aihola. You have my word. Aricia said.


Aihola nodded. “Then I will trust in that.” She answered confidently.

We will contact you when we have the route chosen and mapped. Tarifa told her. Be safe Nya Istel. I would be most unhappy if anything were to happen to you or Dekton, especially after what we have discovered together.


Dekton chuckled softly as Aihola looked at him and squeeze his hand. I have no intention of allowing anything to happen to us Tarifa. He told her, sending love and warmth through their link back to her. Just be prepared for when we return, for I intend us to remain in bed for at least two days. 


They both felt Tarifa smile and flush with warmth back in Eden. That is something I will hold you both too. She answered.


“Watch yourself my love.” Aihola spoke softly. “If there are spies watching the airfield, they could be anywhere in Eden.”


I will. We will touch you as soon as we have a plan devised. Tarifa replied before severing their link.


Aihola looked at Daniel then. “Can the four of you dispatch this patrol?” She asked.


Danny looked at his father with an evil grin. “Not a problem.” He replied.


“Then rest for a few hours before you depart. Strike them just before dawn, for that is when we will begin moving again.” Vengal spoke.


Dan nodded, “Works for me.”

SPARTA


Martin and Dysea stood among the hundreds of men, women and children on the streets of Sparta as they crowded around eagerly, wanting to touch the son of Leonidas and one of his Queens. Many were far too young to remember King Leonidas, and all they had was what was taught to them in school but no citizen of Sparta did not know the history of their city and its most beloved King. That standing before them was his youngest son, as DNA tests had confirmed, it was a moment in history all of them wanted to grasp at. The neurobooster had unleashed the knowledge of what they were and where they came from, and that was the talk of the city until Martin and Dysea had gone to Demetrius’s café for their morning coffee. Within moments of arriving, word had reached hundreds that their King and one of his Queens were out in the streets among the people. The older first generation Spartan men and women relished in the feelings this caused, as many of them could remember their parents bringing them forth to witness Leonidas and Gorgo walking among the streets and shops of Sparta so long ago. They would stand for hours as Leonidas and Gorgo chatted with every citizen that spoke to them, sometimes even buying from the vendors in the streets. This was something they did often, and after speaking with Dysea that morning, it was something Martin decided he would continue in honor of his father.


Walter and his father stood just outside the thong of men and women, watching as young children rushed by them in their haste to reach the King. Martin had begun to wrestle with several young children as Dysea looked on, and this was bringing laughter from the children and the adults.


“It is frightening how much like his father he is.” Panos spoke.


Walter nodded slowly. “Yet he is very different.” He replied, “In many ways. And some of the older Spartans will have trouble adjusting.”


Panos shook his head. “Not as many as you might think son.” Panos told him. “There are many who think as I do. We know change is needed, we know that we can not stay in our valley for all time. Discovering who and what we truly are is going to change many things. Do you know how many planets are out there Dymas? Your mother and I were up half the night just replaying in our heads what he revealed to us. I’m quite sure many others were doing the same thing.”


Walter nodded. “We were.” He replied shaking his head. “All these years we have father and none of us ever suspected something like this.”

“How soon before our people arrive?” Panos asked.


“Martin spoke with me this morning. He said three weeks before a Lycavorian fleet arrives.” Walter replied.


“Spartans have always had the ability to adapt extremely well son, you know this.” Panos spoke. “We will adapt and accept this change once more, for we have found our true history.”


“But the war rages even off this planet.” Walter said. “We… we have fought for so long. We have buried so many, including Leonidas. It taxes one’s ability to keep going on.”


Panos nodded. “That it does.” He replied. “What do you see when you look at him son?” He asked. 


Walter looked at his father. “I see our future.” He replied without hesitation. “I see the man that has finally bestowed upon us the one thing all of us have craved. The answer to the one question we have all asked at some point in our lives.”


Panos nodded. “Who are we?”


Walter nodded in agreement of his father’s words. “Who are we?”


“That is a question I believe everyone asks at some point in their lives.” Panos said with a smile. “And lucky for us we have that answer now. And now we go forward.”


The wind shifted slightly and Walter’s nose twitched at the almond smell that filtered out from the other scents. It was strong and close by. His head turned to look at the mass of people around Martin and Dysea. Panos saw this movement in his son and his eyes narrowed. 


“Dymas… what is it?”


The hair on the back of Walter’s neck was standing up on end, his eyes flirting back and forth. “I’ve… I’ve smelled that before.” He spoke softly. “Do you smell it?”

Panos sniffed the air. The multitude of scents was enormous, but nothing that stood out to him. “I smell nothing unusual.” He said. “I think perhaps you worry too much son.”


Walter looked around quickly once more, scanning the crowd until he found Andreus, standing a few meters from Martin, his own eyes sweeping the crowd intently. His mind was flashing back through the years, trying to determine where he had smelled the almond scent before. It was not natural to Sparta as far as he knew, and he tried to remember if there were any other cafés along this stretch of street that served this type of coffee.

“Dymas… what is it?” His father asked.


“Something… something is not right.” Walter said. “I’ve smelled that before.”


“Smelled what?” Panos asked.


Walter kept flashing back through his memories… months… years… decades. He knew he smelled it before, very powerful and intense. His senses were alive and firing alarms at every corner and he reached out to Andreus.

Andreus! Move them! Get them out of here now! He flashed to the Captain of Martin’s Royal Guard. He saw Andreus’s eyes grow wide and focus on him.


What is wrong Guardian?


Get them out of the square now Andreus! Something… There! Walter found the memory… the flash and smell of the powerful scent. His eyes lifted once more, wide and filled with horror. Andreus! A bomb! There is a bomb in the square! Get them out now!


The word bomb sent Andreus into flight mode and he began plowing through the crowd of men and women, knocking over a young couple as he reached for Martin’s arm.


His fingers closed around his King’s bicep just as the brilliant flash lit up the entire area. It happened in slow motion for him, the intense smell of almonds, the blinding flash and then the massive concussive force that spread outward from the small table only meters away. He watched as bodies were lifted into the air and shredded in an instant, the looks of astonishment frozen on the faces of men and women as their lives were ended in the blink of an eye. The last thing Andreus saw was his King turn toward the explosion just as the huge wave reached them, his eyes going wide. 

Andreus felt the concussive force of the blast tear his hand loose from his King’s arm and then mercifully, blackness washed over him silencing the deafening sounds of screeching metal and rupturing glass mixed with the dying screams of men, women and children.

