CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
LYCAVORIAN ATTACK CRUISER LEONIADS I

It wasn’t supposed to be like this, flashed through Isabella’s mind as she lay on her bed. She was naked, her porcelain like skin flawless in every way. There were no scars on her body, no sagging lines of age. She kept herself in superb physical condition with daily four hour workouts, starting with mild calisthenics and then progressing to some very intricate and excruciating difficult hand to hand combat moves. She usually trained with a senior vampire soldier that accompanied her along with her small staff no matter where they went. There were five soldiers in this group and the standing rule among them and Isabella, if you were able to connect with a blow to the Princess; she was yours for the evening. The vampire soldiers with her were excellent specimens of masculinity, strong and powerfully built with incredible stamina. They knew what their Princess liked, and were not afraid to press her in her bed. They would slap her supple skin, bite her neck and shoulders, sometimes painfully hard, but never breaking the skin. That was taboo with Isabella. One vampire soldier had done this in a moment of passion nearly four decades ago and had begun to feed on her blood in the hopes that she would take him as her husband.


Isabella had snapped his neck without as much as a blink of her hazel/green eyes. The men now knew not to push her that far. She would allow them to have her, be forceful with her, and she would perhaps even enjoy it, but taking her blood was out of the question.


Now the youngest of her vampire soldiers was rutting atop her quite enthusiastically, driving his hard cock into her warm pussy. He had gotten lucky this day, catching Isabella a glancing blow on her side. Her mind had not fully been involved in the fight as was normally the case. She was methodic in her precision, never caught off guard, and yet today she had been distracted. Strange feelings were sifting through her body and her mind, and they had been since that night the Lycavorian Shi Viska had been branded to her arm. She had kept the Shi Viska bridle hidden by wearing long elbow length gloves that were not unusual for her to wear. It was well known that she kept physical contact with her person well restricted, though hardly anyone knew why. Isabella was mildly telepathic, never really delving into that portion of her skills as Yuri and her father had. She had very strong mental shields the Lycavorian Mage had once told her; more powerful than most telepaths among her people, but aside from that her skills were minimal. Yet now Isabella felt different somehow. She felt powerful in mind as well as body, and she reached out tentatively into the soldier’s mind, probing aimlessly with the few skills she had learned in school and finding nothing but the base need to pound the his beautiful arrogant Princess into sexual submission and make her scream his name. 


Isabella bit back the laughter she wanted to release at this. This soldier was fucking her as hard as he could, his average sized cock pounding into her with relish, and Isabella was completely dry, and far from ever calling any man’s name in her bed. Normally this type of fucking at least made her wet enough to mildly enjoy the events, but now she felt nothing, only the dry mildly painful humping he was laying on her. This by itself was surprising enough, as Isabella had always prided herself on her control in bed, and being able to at least make it seem like she was enjoying it. Tonight however, she felt none of that, and only wished for the soldier to stop and get off her and let her alone. His breathing was coming in short gasps now and Isabella knew he was close. She closed her eyes, trying to concentrate, reaching around and stroking his back with her right hand, while the left remained under the pillow her head rested on. The image of the Lycavorian King flashed into her mind and Isabella’s eyes opened wide as she felt a surge of pleasure course through her and she became wet almost instantly. The vampire soldier felt this, and grunted like an animal one last time before erupting inside her pussy deeply.

Isabella’s eyes were closed as the images of Martin flashed through her thoughts, and the breathtaking platinum haired female elf. She could see them fucking, the female elf clutching his powerful back as he drove into her. Isabella saw everything, the thin line of platinum hair above her pussy, the beautiful slit dripping juices in copious amounts, and the glittering emerald piercing that was very prominent on her erect and extremely stimulated clit. Isabella gasped at the size of his cock, clearly seeing the twelve thick inches coated with the female elf’s juices as he stroked into her deeply, and she accepted him again and again, urging him on. He was showering her face and neck with kisses and nibbles, his hands everywhere on her deliciously tight body. Isabella’s body became flush with heat, and she could feel a tightening deep in her belly that she had never experienced before. Without thinking she dropped her hand between her thighs, pushing the soldier away from her, the sloppy sound as he left her pussy lost in the moment. Isabella grasped the small ruby piercing in her own clit and began to massage it against her pelvic bone.

“Princess?” The vampire soldier spoke, surprised at this action by her.


Isabella’s eyes sprang open, now changed to vampire cobalt blue in her passion laced dreams. She hissed at him exposing her long sharp fangs, his eyes going wide. “Get out!” She screamed.


The soldier practically leaped from the bed, gathering his uniform quickly and running out of her bed chamber in terror. Princess Isabella’s anger was well known and no one wanted to be around her when she exploded. 

Isabella closed her eyes quickly, trying in vain to recapture those images in her mind once more. She rubbed her pierced clit madly, thinking of Martin and the female elf once more, yet the images did not return and finally Isabella cried out in frustration, slamming her hand down on the satin sheets, her chest heaving. A small pool of sweat had formed between her large firm breasts and now a single drop rolled down her abdomen. Isabella ran her hand over the diamond studs piercing her nipples, another attempt to capture pleasure that had been so long denied her.
Isabella sat up quickly, her breasts not sagging in the least, her diamond studded nipples jutting out proudly in the after math of what had just swept through her. It was unlike anything she had ever felt, so hot and pure and powerful. She pulled the satin sheets between her legs, stuffing them tightly against her burning bald pussy lips. Isabella dragged her left hand from under the satin sheets and drew it in front of her, staring at the bridle of the Shi Viska branded on her arm. She reached up with the fingers of her right hand and stroked the smooth leather that crossed the center of her palm and ran down the top of her hand and the top of her arm. She ran her finger down the remarkably unbreakable piece of aluminum thin metal that stretched down almost to her elbow, meeting the second piece of smooth leather that circled her arm just below her elbow. She lifted her arm and studied it in the light on the bed chamber.
Isabella had become a student of Lycavorian history when she joined the rebellion. She had wanted to know what drove these men and women to fight until their dying breath. What possessed them to feats of courage that the vampires considered insanity? During those studies she discovered that no vampire had ever worn the bridle of a Shi Viska. Many had attempted this, but all of them had been electrocuted until they were nothing more than smoking shells. How was it that this did not happen to her? She wore the bridle of a Shi Viska, and not just a simple Centurion bridle she was sure. This bridle was much more graceful and had intricate carvings cut into the leather, along with elegant letters that Isabella knew were the symbol of the Lycavorian Royal House. She had seen them enough times in the palace on Apo Prime.

Isabella felt a painful tingling in her temples that was increasing quickly. She cried out, her hands going to her head squeezing her temples as pain unlike anything she had ever felt lanced through her temples. The veins on her neck bulged obscenely, her eyes changing once more to cobalt blue, wide in agony, her brain feeling like it was going to explode.

Then as quickly as it had hit her, it was gone.

Isabella looked up stunned. It was gone completely. No lingering pain, no throbbing of an old wound. Her eyes returned to their normal hazel/green and she took deep breaths to calm her racing heart and pulse. Slowly she pulled herself from the bed and moved to where she had drawn the steaming hot tub in the bathroom before the soldier had arrived. The water was still hot enough to make her wince as she lowered her body into the water. She grew accustom to the heat quickly and settled back against the tub wall, closing her eyes as the heat of the water chased away everything that had been occupying her mind these last days.

There was screaming and bodies everywhere, blood washing the pavement in rivers and puddles. She didn’t recognize this place and the images were flashing through her mind quickly. She saw a group of men and women, all bloody and kneeling in a small circle around three figures. As the image moved closer Isabella’s eyes grew wide when she recognized the bloody and burned body of Martin. He was covered in dozens of lacerations, blood staining every exposed portion of his body, the body armor he wore shredded into bits. Next to him lay the blond elf, her platinum hair soaked with blood, the long slice on the side of her head deep enough to see the bone of her skull. Her body as well was lacerated in many locations, not so severely as Martin, but enough that she was bleeding badly from at least four wounds. The small child was between them, crying out in terror, only a small cut on her arm.
Isabella came out of the water with a start, splashing across the room as she moved to her closet and whatever clothes she could grab.

Something terrible had happened to Martin, and a deep gnawing fear gripped her insides with an icy presence that Isabella had never felt before. She had to tell someone, and she could think of only one person strong enough to take this news.

She had received it before.


Riall groused heavily at the insistent pounding on the door of their quarters, and the ravaging sound of the door chime. He had quickly thrown on a pair of shorts over his naked and sweaty body, his passions very high, and his anger growing. Gorgo had been incredibly aroused this evening, in a way he had not seen in many years. Their sex life was very active and extremely pleasurable to both of them, Gorgo always complimenting him on his size and skill, and Riall at a loss for her talent in their bed. She never ceased to “rock his world” as their youngest daughter referred to it, and it had surprised him when he returned to their quarters two hours before and Gorgo nearly assaulted him. She was happier then he had ever seen her, and her very being pulsed only for him, and this fact alone made Riall feel like a young stallion again. They had been making love for nearly two hours straight, both of them feeling young and invigorated like never before. 

Now as Gorgo giggled and pulled the sheet over her own sweaty and naked form, Riall stormed from their bed chamber, incensed at the interruption. He slammed his foot into the low table near the door and cussed loudly, hearing Gorgo laugh at his antics, her aura calling to him like a magnet, her sensuality oozing from her in waves.

Riall slammed his hand on the side panel near the door and lifted his head as it slid open. “What is the meaning of this…?” Riall began to shout. His eyes went wide when he saw who stood there. “Princess!” he gasped.

“I need… I need to see Gorgo!” Isabella gasped quietly.
Riall looked at her carefully, seeing her damp skin and disheveled appearance. “Princess what is wrong?” He asked.

“Please Admiral.” Isabella spoke, her voice soft and almost desperate. A voice Riall had never heard from her before.

Riall stepped aside. “Please… come in.”

Isabella moved past him quickly, Riall glancing both ways down the corridor looking for the two vampire soldiers that always accompanied her even on the ship. They were no where in sight and he pressed the panel closing the door. He turned to her, seeing her standing there, her arms crossed over her ample chest as if she was cold.

“May I inquire as to why your two guards are not with you?” He asked casually.

“Please Riall… I need to speak with…” Isabella started, surprising him for she never used his actual name before.

“Hush my husband.” Gorgo’s voice came from the door into their bedroom. She came out of the room, tying the folds of the light robe around her naked body.

Isabella saw this and her eyes flew wide, glancing to see Riall dressed only in shorts and a fine sheen of sweat. She turned back to Gorgo, her nose now detecting the heavy scent of recent sex. “Please… forgive me!” She gasped. “I have come at a terrible time! I will…”

“No!” Gorgo spoke moving up next to her. “Something is wrong; we can smell it on you.” Gorgo put her hands on Isabella’s arm, surprised that Isabella didn’t draw away form the contact as she normally did with anyone. “You came here for a reason child… I will not turn you away.”

“You look cold.” Riall spoke quickly. “I will brew some tea.” He moved into the kitchen portion of their quarters. This was the flagship of the Lycavorian fleet, and while not as large as the dreadnoughts, it was much more heavily shielded and exceptionally faster than most ships of its class. The LEONIDAS I could stand toe to toe with a Vampire High Coven Battle cruiser and come out on top. His quarters on this ship were larger and more comfortable due to his station, but no officer, even the Admiral/Lieutenant of the Fleet would ask for something plusher. The quarters were typically Spartan like in their décor, but that was mainly due to the fact that Gorgo almost never traveled with him and he had no need of such decorations.

Gorgo ushered Isabella to the couch as Riall moved into the small kitchen area. “What has brought you out so late Isabella?” Gorgo asked, “And without your guards?”

“I… I have seen images of… images of your son.” Isabella spoke haltingly. 
“Martin?” Gorgo asked surprised. “How… how is that possible?”

Isabella shook her head. “They were more like dreams than anything.” She explained quickly. “He and the she-elf… they were injured in some way.”

“Injured?” Gorgo gasped loudly, drawing Riall’s attention from the kitchen. “How… what do you mean?”

“I do not know.” Isabella spoke. “I don’t know if it was past… or present… or even the future. They were like dreams as I said.”

“I don’t understand.” Gorgo spoke softly. “I have sensed nothing from him. I can… I can feel his presence now, since he touched me … albeit very weakly due to the distance… but I have felt nothing remiss.”

Isabella shook her head. “I don’t know.” She said looking at Gorgo. “He touched… he touched me as well yesterday. On this very ship before we departed. He brushed aside the mental shields the Lycavorian Mage taught me to use as if they weren’t even there!”

Gorgo looked at Isabella intently. She had never seen the vampire Princess in such a state of confusion. She had always been decisive and in control, yet now she appeared as nothing more than a frightened child. “His telepathic abilities are more powerful than any of us thought could be possible.” Gorgo told her. “To initiate a Mark II neurobooster transmission and sustain the connection as long as he did… it is almost unheard of.”
Riall brought three mugs of tea from the kitchen area then. “Even as powerful as he is Isabella, he would need to touch you in some manner for you to see images of him as you have said.” He spoke sitting down across from the two women.

Isabella looked at him for a long moment before letting her hazel/green eyes turn back to Gorgo. She reached for the sleeve of the shirt she wore and unbuttoned the cuff. “He has touched me, whether he was aware of it or not I don’t know.” She spoke softly, removing the black glove that covered her left hand and she pulled up the sleeve exposing the Shi Viska bridle for them to see. Their reaction was predictable as Isabella expected and they stared at the silver and leather bridle in stunned shock. “The question remains how this came to be.” She spoke, some of her confidence returning.

“Do… do you know what you bear on your arm?” Riall asked her. “No… no vampire in our history… in your history has ever… has ever been branded with a Shi Viska.”

“None that survived,” Isabella spoke softly. “That I do know.”

Gorgo reached out and touched the bridle, letting her fingers caress the smooth leather and metal. “Isabella… you… you have been chosen.” She said.

“I don’t want to be chosen for anything!” She spoke quickly. “How do I take it off?” She asked looking at Riall.

He returned her gaze as if she was mad. “Take it off?” He asked. “You can not take it off. It has been branded to you Isabella. There is no removing it.”

“The Lycavorian Scrolls… even the Ancient Vampire books speak of this.” Gorgo said looking at her, “Of a vampire Princess who will sit as one of four Queens and decide the fate of the universe.”

“I have no wish to be a Queen!” Isabella snapped, “And certainly not a Queen to your son!” She spoke quickly, almost too quickly. “I… I consider many of your kind to be… if not friends… then associates. That does not mean I would take one into my bed! I can’t even fathom that! I don’t care for him in the least, and after what I have seen of him, I don’t even like him!”

“Don’t you?” Gorgo spoke in reply. 

“No I don’t!” Isabella snapped her full confidence and demeanor now returning. “I want this removed!”
“There is no way to remove a Shi Viska once it is branded to its user.” Riall spoke evenly. “And many have tried.”

Isabella closed her eyes tightly, ready to explode in anger. Gorgo smelled this and took her gloved hand quickly. “Be at peace Isabella. Sit… and drink the tea. We will figure something out, I promise you.”

“Gorgo… there is…” Riall started.

Gorgo shot him a stern look and he shut up quickly. She turned her gaze back to Isabella. “We are not and have never been your enemies Princess of the Vampire High Coven. Let us show you that even further, by helping you in any way we can. Please… sit down.”

Isabella stared at her beautiful face and took a deep breath before settling back onto the couch next to her. “Forgive me.” She spoke softly.

Gorgo reached up and put her hand on Isabella’s shoulder. “There is nothing to forgive.” She said in reply. “Tell us how it started, and leave nothing out. Whatever you tell us will remain in this room until our deaths, on that I give you my word.”

Riall nodded as well sensing an opening that his people had wanted for centuries; an opening into the mind of the Vampire Princess and what drove her. “I give you my word as well.” He spoke.

NORTH DAKOTA
TEN MILES SOUTH OF CANADIAN BORDER


The senior vampire soldier, a Captain with decades of experience fighting the elves, felt the slight breeze against his skin as he was relieving himself against the tree thirty meters from their small camp. Daylight was just beginning to spread its fingers across the sky, and he turned his head slightly to the right to glance over his shoulder, thinking perhaps a bat or bird had swooped down next to him. His eyes widened when he saw the red haired female elf standing next to him not two meters away.


Anuk glanced down at the cock he held in his hands and shook her head. “Pitiful.” She spoke softly, her voice a whisper on the wind.


The captain opened his mouth to yell a warning but nothing came out. He felt a searing pain in his throat and his eyes angled down to see the wicked looking blade protruding from his neck, stained liberally with his dark blood. Nayeca ripped the Drow fighting knife from his throat slicing sideways with her incredible elf strength, the vampire’s head lulling to that side as he fell to the dew covered grass.

Nayeca went back into a combat squat and moved to where Anuk now knelt three meters past the dead vampire. She knelt next to her, purposefully brushing against Anuk’s shoulder, and vaguely noticing that she did not pull away.


“I take it from your reaction that you were not impressed with his… equipment.” Nayeca asked softly, her voice only to Anuk.


Anuk grinned in the dim early morning light, “Hardly worth batting an eye over.” She replied in a similar whisper. “Not that it will do him anymore good now.”


“Then I assume your Daniel is larger?” Nayeca asked the question, not knowing what to expect in reply. She and Anuk had grown closer over the last 36 hours, that she was sure of, but how close she didn’t know, and certainly not as close as Nayeca wanted to be. 


Their laws in the Drow city were very strict, and Nayeca though young, was one of the most skilled assassins within their ranks. It was the reason she decided to come on this mission against Telan, even though it wasn’t sanctioned by the Matron Mother. Those skills afforded her some measure of who she could choose as a lover, but it did not protect her from the younger males who had not been chosen. This Wood Elf Anuk was more beautiful than any female Nayeca had ever seen with her stunning cerulean colored blue eyes and long rust colored red hair. Her features were flawless, and Nayeca barely noticed the three long but very faint scars that crossed her face diagonally. She did however notice the extremely enticing figure that the fatigues and body armor attempted to hide, but failed. In Nayeca’s opinion, there was no possible way to hide the divine shape of Anuk’s perfect ass behind any clothing.

Nayeca saw Anuk’s smile grow a little larger as she looked at her. Oh yes, considerably larger and very tasty too. Anuk answered with her thoughts. Ready?

Nayeca hefted her bloody knife. “Oh yes.” She whispered.


They would take the six men on the east side of the camp; that number now down to five, while Daniel and his father would eliminate the other six. They moved like ghosts in the early morning dimness, making no sound as they moved closer to their targets. Their remaining targets were still sleeping in the small group when they descended upon them like vengeful angels. 


Anuk drove the blade of her Shakur into the skull of one vampire so deeply the blade exploded out the back and stuck in the loose dirt. With barely a pause she was moving to the next vampire. Nayeca knelt between two vampires, ramming her knife down much like Anuk had done, then driving the knife edge of her opposite hand against the exposed throat of the vampire on her other side. The calloused knife edge of her hand crushed the vampire’s throat with a single blow, and as his eyes opened in sudden pain and terror, Nayeca drove her knee savagely into his skull, fracturing bone and killing him instantly. She turned as the two vampires they had yet to assassinate stirred awake at the soft sound of bones breaking. She watched in delighted pleasure as Anuk took two steps toward the closest vampire and savagely kicked him in the head, stunning him. She dropped to the earth quickly and quietly, her long legs twisting in the air and locking around the vampire’s head. As his arms and hands came up to grasp her powerful thighs Anuk twisted her body on the ground, her powerful legs and ass muscles snapping the vampire’s neck with a muffled crack. Nayeca was behind the last vampire as he sat up quickly. He died just as quickly as Nayeca grabbed his long hair and the square jaw and viciously yanked his head to the side. His neck snapped with an audible crack and he went limp as a noodle instantly.


Nayeca looked at Anuk as she kicked aside the body easily. Yes… she would make an incredible lover Nayeca thought, deciding in that instant that she wanted this flamed haired elf as her lover, and wanted her badly. Yet Nayeca also knew her dominant nature might not sit well with Anuk, or the hulking Spartan that was her mate. And truth be told, Nayeca did not cringe at having them both as lovers, for the Spartan was very handsome, and obviously knew how to please a woman if one such as Anuk treasured him as she did. She would need to proceed slowly in this endeavor for Nayeca found she wanted them both more than anything she had wanted before, and especially Anuk. If the pleasures Anuk and Daniel gave to her were even half of what she imagined, the waiting would be worth it a hundred fold.


Anuk scrambled quietly to her feet and moved close to Nayeca, her thigh brushing up against Nayeca’s arm. Quickly Nayeca! She told her within her thoughts.


Nayeca nodded, the brief moment of imagination overridden by her combat instincts now. She pulled her knife from the vampire’s head and they turned to watch two monstrous shadows fall upon the other six vampires.


Danny completed his twenty meter leap, shifting back to human form in a flash of silver and landed on the sleeping vampire with all two hundred and sixty pounds of his muscled weight. The vampire’s chest caved in under the tremendous blow and he died without even knowing what killed him. This maneuver only served to awaken the other five, though it hardly mattered or affected the outcome. Danny reached out and snatched the closest vampire in his large hands and twisted savagely, the only difference being that Danny’s immense strength ripped the vampire’s head completely around, his death frozen eyes staring at his shoulder blades when Danny dropped him to the cool earth. In almost the same motion Danny’s hand filled with silenced K12 and he pressed the muzzled of the weapon against the next vampire’s head and pulled the trigger four times in quick succession. The vampire’s brains and bits of bone splattered the ground under him, half his head missing when he fell back.

Melancton was less fancy than his son, and much more to the point. He drove the spearhead of his Nehtes into the chest of the first vampire, slicing through lungs and undead heart; ripping the Nehtes back out and causing wounds no vampire could heal. He spun the fully extended Nehtes in a graceful arc, the spearhead impacting against the neck of the second vampire with such force the bladed portion simply sliced through flesh and vertebrae. The head was still in the air when Melancton lashed out with his hand; seizing the throat of the last vampire scout, lifting him physically from the ground and slamming him back down with battering force. His neck snapping was an audible sound, as were the bones of his throat being crushed in the single maneuver.


They had dispatched twelve vampire scouts in under thirteen seconds, and they turned to face each other.


“Daniel… Anuk… shift and move ahead quickly. Nayeca and I will dispose of the bodies.” Melancton ordered.


They didn’t pause and two silver flashes of light later and the large brown wolf and smaller rust colored wolf were bounding north through the trees. Melancton moved to kneel next to Nayeca as he sent a telepathic message back to Dekton and Aihola to inform them of their success. He nodded as they confirmed his message and he looked at the much smaller Drow assassin.

“Your skills are impressive young Drow.” Melancton spoke softly.


“And yours Melancton.” Nayeca replied as she began stripping one of the bodies.


“Nayeca?” He spoke, causing her to look up at him amid the death and blood. “The relationship you seek young Drow warrior reeks from your pores.” Melancton spoke moving next to her. “My son and Anuk do not have the years I do, and they do not have the experience I do in such a scent.”


Nayeca looked around quickly, suddenly very embarrassed and very concerned. There was no way she could defeat this man, even with all her skills. He would crush her like a bug. “I… I… “Nayeca stammered.


“Rest easy Nayeca of the Drow,” Melancton told her gently. “You have no fears with me. My own mate has such a lover.” Nayeca looked at him wide eyed and Melancton smiled. “Do you think yourself and your people the only ones who practice such things? We do not frown on this as many humans do. She took her for the times I was away from our home and city. She would never take another male, so for the times I was gone she found a young female who felt as she did. They developed a very deep relationship, and my mate never kept this secret from me. I approved of this in fact, and there have been times when we shared each other as well. I only tell you this for two reasons… your desire for Anuk wafts from you, and no doubt she has picked up on it somewhat. She is a very intelligent young woman, and she learns like a sponge. Just know that you will never be able to take her away from my son, as their bond goes deeper than just love.”

“That… that was never my intent Melancton.” Nayeca spoke honestly.


Melancton nodded. “I know… for your desire for my son, while not as strong as it is for Anuk, it is there. The second thing I will tell you is be honest with them Nayeca. You come from a proud people, and you should not be afraid to express your inner feelings.”


Nayeca took a breath. “It is that pride that sometimes gets in the way of how we do things Melancton.” She said. “I can not change that I am Drow, nor can I change the dominant nature of who I am.”

“I do not ask you too.” Melancton spoke. “They… they desire you as you are, not as whom you think they might desire and do not think they have not looked upon you in this manner. You can not smell their desire, but it is there. It is a difficult situation, as Spartans are just as dominant as Drow, but it is not something that can not be worked through if you are serious about it. My son has been in this type of relationship before, however Anuk was not raised in such a way and may not know… she may not know or understand what it is she feels for you. Patience is always a virtue.”


“Patience is something I know very well Melancton.” She spoke, nodding her head. “My people have changed in many ways, but we are still sometimes very backwards in other ways.”


“Perhaps… but Aihola will change that don’t you think?”


“Yes… I believe she will.” Nayeca spoke. 


“Do not trouble yourself that the desire will not be returned.” Melancton spoke with a smile. “For I think it will, and if you think my son will allow another male to have you when it is not what you want, especially after you have expressed an interest in Anuk or him, you do not know him as I have come too. Even with all the centuries we were apart, he is still a Spartan, and he will protect viciously what he considers to be his.”


“He… he would fight for me?” Nayeca asked shocked.


“And Anuk I believe.” He replied nodding. “We may be Spartans, and our history is sometimes brutal and cruel, but we do know what it is to feel emotions. And with the King who he is, I believe even many of our own laws in that regard will begin to be reshaped.”


Nayeca was silent for a long moment before meeting his eyes. “I… I thank you for your words.” She said softly. “They mean a great deal to me.”


Melancton nodded. “I may be old and ugly… but never fear speaking to me Nayeca. I have always respected your species in general and the Drow elves specifically. You have a sense of honor within you that is second only to my people, and that is why I came on this mission.”

“I will remember what you have told me this day Melancton.” Nayeca said.

“Good… now let us get rid of these vile stinking creatures and catch up to Daniel and Anuk before they get into more trouble.” He said as he grabbed two of the dead bodies.

Nayeca nodded and reached down to haul the dead vampire to her shoulder. “Let’s do that.” She said with a smile.

EDEN


“What about if we came in from the west, over this mountain range,” Aricia asked as she looked at the holo chart of the terrain in what used to be known as Canada. The holo chart was centered on the area within ten miles of the border. “It provides us with adequate cover and the area is not as populated. We land with our transports and Raptors on the western tip of this Whitewater Lake. They would have to traverse some mountainous terrain to reach this location, but I can’t imagine it’s something they are not used too. And it eliminates the need to pass through Alliance territory on the return trip. We simply take off and egress the way we came in.”

Tareif stood next to her, with Ben and Leland also present and they all looked at the area she had pointed out. It was a long, narrow valley that ran along the lake, but Tareif had to admit, it was a sound plan.

“The reason we didn’t go with this before,” Ben spoke now. “Is because it will require we make more than one trip over a very great distance with all of our aircraft. We can’t get all of our ships into this small area all at once.”


Aricia looked at him. “I am aware of this, but what choice do we have now?” She asked. “If there are spies within Eden, and we must assume there are, I would prefer those flights take place over at best neutral territory in Canada, and then directly down into the area we control as opposed to one massive flight over any part of Alliance territory. Once they discover we have taken out the patrol, they will no doubt move men and equipment into that area, correct?”

Leland and Tareif nodded. “I would.” Tareif spoke. “If for nothing else then to expand the sector of the patrol that was lost. I would almost certainly assume that something was going on. Once we lift off from here with all of our aircraft they’ll know we are coming. Better to proceed safely for the majority of the trip then to risk losing aircraft flying over Alliance territory twice, including once fully loaded with civilians.”


“Can our pilots do this Ben?” Leland asked.


Ben nodded. “I’m not worried about that… Cathy and I have been drilling the new pilots ruthlessly. They could set the transports down on an oil platform if we asked them too. I’ll be flying cover with the Raptors and she’ll handle the transports, if that is alright with you. She is two months pregnant you know.”


Leland looked at him beaming with the pride of an expectant father. “Yes… but if I tried to keep her out of this mission she would tell me where to go, how to get there and what to do when I got there, in much more colorful terms than I am accustomed too.”


All of them chuckled at that and Ben looked at Aricia. “The Skipper is rubbing off on you Aricia.” He told her with a great deal of respect. Ben was one of the few who did not bother with formalities at any time, and calling Aricia her majesty or any of that other crap had never crossed his mind. Aricia smiled as she would have had it no other way regardless. “It’s a tactically sound Op. It makes us stretch our legs more than I wanted too, but hell… we have to learn that at some point.”


“Then we are agreed?” Aricia asked. They all nodded in affirmation. “War Master… you will prep your soldiers to load out within the first flight of transports, as many as you can fit. They will secure the landing zone and direct the Drow as they arrive.”


“I’ll have them travel light so we can take more.” He said. “This is no reason to skimp, so they’ll load out with one ration pack and all the ammo they can stagger with.”


Aricia nodded. “Leland… I would like you to be among the first to set down. Once you have your unit on the ground, proceed southeast to the other side of the lake and set up a…” Aricia’s brow furrowed as she searched for the word she wanted to use. 


“Blocking position?” Leland offered.


Aricia smiled brightly. “Yes! That is the word I was looking for!” She exclaimed, “A blocking position. I will remain with the main force at the landing zone, and once all the Drow have been evacuated, you and I will be the last ones to pull out.”


“I’m not comfortable with that.” Tareif said. “You are a High Queen of Elves, and a Queen of Sparta. You are taking a very large risk being on the ground for so long, even though we don’t expect or anticipate trouble.”


“I… I may be Queen… but I do not wish to be coddled in any way. We have four days to put finishing touches on this plan; I want to be part of all of it and not looked at as someone who is indispensable.” Aricia stated. “And I’m quite sure Martin would agree with me.”


“Have you been able to contact the King?” Leland asked. “Telepathically I mean?”


Aricia shook her head. “He and Dysea have very powerful psychic shields in place right now. They are most likely doing some very violent things and do not want Anja or I distracted.”


“You can’t penetrate them?” Tareif asked surprised. “Isn’t that unusual?”


Anja shook her head at the question from Tarifa. They sat in the conference room going over the last of their plans for the next night with Graham.


“Martin has mental and psychic shields that have layers upon layers. The nearest thing I can describe it as is a minefield with lots of things that go bang, things that would shred the minds of anyone who tried to breach those shields.” Anja replied. “The only reason he would shut Aricia and I out like this, was if he was involved in introducing some rather bad things upon the bad guys, to keep from distracting us, especially with Graham.” 

“You can not touch Dysea either?” Tarifa asked.


Anja shook her head. “No… but that is not surprising. Dysea and Aricia are nearly as powerful as I am telepathically, and with Martin supporting her, or any of us for that matter, breaching the types of shields they have in place would be next to impossible. His telepathic abilities far exceed our own. We agreed to do this if we were apart and needed to be in combat, and we’ve refined it so that it is almost subconscious in nature now. We can feel them… but that is all.” 

Tarifa shook her head with a smile. “I have to say… the last year has been quite the eye opening experience for all of us, has it not?”


Anja, Lynwe and Selene had to smile and agree on that point. Lynwe leaned forward, one of her hands holding Selene’s as it almost always was. “I can honestly say that I can think of no one who I would rather be going through this with then those of you here.” She said. “What all of you have shown me in the last year, I never would have thought myself capable of.” Lynwe met Tarifa’s eyes when she said that and Tarifa smiled back at her with friendship and warmth.

“It was always inside you Lynwe. It just needed to be helped outward.” She said.


Selene nodded. “I have to agree.” She said. “I would never been able to handle this without Lynwe and all of you. I…”


The door to the conference center opened and the elf security chief rushed in, his finger pressed to his ear. “Yes! Yes I will tell her, now lock down the damn building!” He barked into his implant. “Or Dekton will have our asses when he returns!”

Tarifa looked at him, her sapphire eyes narrowing as she came to her feet quickly. “What is it?”


“Milady… Minister Thimina did not appear for her normal meeting this morning.” The elf spoke his words carefully measured everyone noticed. “A detail was sent to her apartment,” The elf stopped, his face pale.


“What is it?” Tarifa barked moving around the end of the table towards him. 


“She is dead Milady.” The elf reported. “It appears… it appears all the blood has been drained from her body. The Drow soldier assigned to protect her is still missing and we are conducting a search.”


Anja and the others came to their feet. “Take us there! Now!” She snapped.


Thimina’s apartment was ordinary in every way, not lavishly decorated or furnished. She lived alone and had no lovers as far as anyone knew. Her body was sprawled half on her bed and half off, dried blood between her firm ass cheeks and on her thighs. Two small puncture holes were visible on the back of her left shoulder as well as at the bottom of neck where the jugular vein was thickest. Her body was ghostly white in color and looked shriveled beyond anything normal. Anja knelt next to her head, which was face down on the bed, her hips and legs on the floor propped against the bed as if she had been praying.

Anja stood back up and turned to Tarifa, who stood to the side of the bed next to Lynwe. “She’s been dead at least six hours.” She spoke softly. “And it wasn’t quick.”


“Thimina was not a weak woman.” Tarifa said. “And I have never seen a body like this, drained of all its blood.”  


Anja nodded her head. “Oh she fought.” She replied. “There’s skin under her fingernails, and bruises on her arms and back. That indicates she fought really hard. She was beaten pretty badly however, and then raped. And this is the work of a vampire, of that I’m sure.”


“Graham?” Selene asked softly, turning from the pictures she was looking at on the dresser.

“That would be my best guess.” Anja answered.


Tarifa crossed her arms over her chest and shuddered. “It was him.” She said softly, suddenly feeling very dirty.


Lynwe sensed this and stepped over to her quickly. She squeezed her shoulders from the side, her arm pulling her close. “Be strong Tarifa.” She said softly. “He… he will not go unpunished.” 


Tarifa looked at her and smiled, leaning up against her lightly. “Thank you Lynwe.” She said.


Selene stepped over to Thimina’s body, looking at it carefully. “Why kill Thimina? “She asked. “What purpose would this serve? He has to know it would alert us to the presence of a vampire within Eden, therefore we would assume there was more than one.”


“Perhaps he didn’t care.” Anja said gingerly lowering Thimina’s body to the floor and covering her with a sheet from the bed. “Maybe he got tired of feeding on animals.” She looked at Tarifa. “Did she know anything of value?”


Tarifa looked at her, sapphire eyes blazing in anger. “She was my friend!” She snapped angrily. “Not some mindless object that has been discarded!”


“I’m not being calloused Tarifa, but we have to know if she knew anything of great importance.” Anja said calmly. “We need to safeguard many others, and I don’t believe Thimina would want us to be careless. She was one of the most security conscious Ministers in Eden, you know that.”

“Anja is right.” Selene spoke softly. “Graham bled her dry, which means he will have all of the memories contained within her blood. I know she was serving temporarily on the Defense Council, which would mean she is aware of troop movements and such.”


“Was the Defense Council aware of Aihola’s mission?” Anja asked quickly.


Tarifa shook her head. “No. That information was limited to only seven people outside of Nya Istel and me.” She answered. “Thimina… wait… she took part in several meetings where we discussed vampire agents outside of Eden.” She said looking at Anja her eyes wide. “Our surveillance of them will be compromised! I will have my father pull it immediately.”


“No.” Anja said. “That actually works to our favor.” She spoke. “If they know they are being watched, it makes it easier for us to watch them from a distance. They will not do anything foolish enough to garner a reaction. Is there anything else?”

Tarifa shook her head slowly. “I will have to check our records, but I don’t believe she was working on, or had knowledge of anything that could hurt Eden as a whole.”


“I believe this may be an attempt by Yuri to gather intelligence.” Anja said. “Or at the very least make us begin to doubt who our friends are. If this gets out, we’ll have elves and humans questioning each other about what they are. That is something we don’t need.”

“The vampire witch,” Tarifa exclaimed. “Why would she risk retaliation from us? She must know that Nya Istel and I can strike her easily with the missiles Martin left us control of. Is she that stupid?” Tarifa asked.


Anja shook her head slowly. “She must have discovered who Martin truly is.” She said softly. “This is an attempt by her to discover if we have anything planned. Or perhaps learn our strengths and weaknesses. If she knows that Martin has discovered who he is, then she may not feel she has anything to lose anymore.”

“But this attempt… having Graham kill Thimina… it is in direct violation of what Martin demanded of her isn’t it? She must know we will respond in some way.” Lynwe asked.


Anja nodded looking at her, “Which means she either doesn’t care about what he told her, or she doesn’t believe him.” She replied, “At least not anymore.”


“She can’t be that ignorant.” Selene said. “Can she?”


“I wouldn’t put anything past her.” Anja spoke. “And I wouldn’t call it ignorant. I call it arrogance. Even if we mustered every Spartan soldier and combined them with what we have here in Eden, she can still muster more troops against us.”

“Our troops here in Eden are not the only troops we can muster my Queen.” Tarifa spoke looking at Anja. “There are elves across the planet that will stand with us. Even now they are readying themselves to answer our King’s call when it comes.”


“How many elves will help us Tarifa?” Anja asked.


“Thousands,” Tarifa answered confidently. “Nya Istel and I have not just been working on building Eden and securing North America. We have been communicating with other elf clans across the globe.”


“And they will fight?” Anja asked.


“Oh yes, they will fight.” Tarifa answered with a hard glint in her eyes. “Many if not all of them have reason to hate the Alliance for one thing or the other.”

Anja stepped up to her. “Begin contacting them.” Anja said quickly. “All of them. We have to coordinate this exactly.”

“What about Graham?” Tarifa asked.


Anja looked at Lynwe. “Lynwe and I will handle Graham. Tarifa take Selene with you, and begin contacting these other elf clans. Martin will contact us as soon as he is able, and we need to tell him we are ready.”


Tarifa nodded and took Selene’s hand, moving quickly from Thimina’s apartment. Lynwe stepped up to Anja. “What do you have in mind for Graham?” She asked.


Anja looked at Lynwe, her jade green eyes shrinking and becoming outlined in black, her wolf eyes, and her teeth lengthened into fangs in a vicious snarl, “Something extremely painful and not at all pleasant.” Anja said.


Lynwe smiled just as viciously as her High Queen, letting her own transformation grip her, fangs lengthening from her gums and her eyes taking on an evil glare. “Then let us go.”

EIGHT MILES INSIDE CANADIAN BORDER 
Nayeca’s head was yanked back savagely and she cried out in pain as she was wrenched from her feet and slammed none too kindly to the ground. The wind escaped her lungs in a rush and she saw stars from the impact. She sensed more than saw the four figures swarm around her in a rush as her weapons were stripped from her, and she realized it was a standard Drow patrol size.

“You should not have come back bitch!” The male voice growled.


Nayeca recognized that voice and she blinked rapidly several times to clear her head. She looked up from her back to gaze into the unforgiving face of the male Drow, the assault rifle leveled at her chest.


“Katain…” Nayeca gasped.


“Yes… you remember me bitch! That is good. Now you will know who it is that kills you.” The male Drow hissed at her.


Nayeca laughed, “You? You couldn’t find your cock with both of your hands and your mother helping you!” Nayeca snapped at him.


The Drow’s amber eyes grew savage and he lashed out with a brutal punch to Nayeca’s face, rocking her head back so that it bounced off the ground. She tasted blood as her teeth cut through her bottom lip and the pain seemed to energize her.


“Is that all you have!” Nayeca laughed again through the pain as she wiped her mouth with the sleeve of her armor, and struggled to get to her feet. “I’ve been hit harder by a child you sorry excuse for a male Drow!”


His hand snapped forward again, this time slamming into her cheek and knocking her back to the earth, more stars filling her vision. A few more seconds, Nayeca thought. She counted again, making sure there were only three other Drow warriors, all of their attention focused on her. Sloppy work she thought to herself.


“I will enjoy killing you bitch!” Katain barked at her.


“Yes… that would be like you.” Nayeca spoke, shaking her head gently. He hit harder than she remembered. “Beat me and then kill me, all for refusing to submit to you.”


“You know the law!” Katain snapped. “You broke that law, and you scarred me! You were banished for your actions and told never to return upon pain of death. Now I will enjoy inflicting that pain back upon you before I gut you and leave you to die!”


“You are a fool Katain!” Nayeca snapped right back at him. “You were always a fool! Only a fool would leave themselves undefended!”


“What foolishness do you speak?” Katain spoke. “It is you who are the fool! We have been watching you for the last two kilometers. You are alone, and now you are unarmed.” The Drow gazed at her, lust filling his eyes now. “And perhaps I will take what you refused to give to me before I kill you.”


Nayeca’s eyes went wide. “You wouldn’t dare!” She stammered. “You don’t have the balls!”


Katain smiled cruelly and handed his rifle to one of the other Drow next to him. The soldier looked up as he took the weapon. “This is not right Katain.” The soldier spoke.

“She has been banished and purged from the ranks of warriors!” Katain growled. “She no longer exists! I will do what I wish!”


Nayeca laughed out loud and they looked at her as if she was crazy, “Too late Katain.” Nayeca exclaimed. “You should have killed me when you had the chance.


The three silver flashes of light blinded them momentarily, and Katain whirled around away from Nayeca. His eyes went wide when he saw the two massive black men fall upon his Drow patrol with speed and power that he had never witnessed in his life. The younger of the two swept the legs out from one Drow while driving his forearm into the chest of another. The blow lifted the Drow completely in the air, his feet flipping over his head as he slammed to the ground with a crunch of bone and flesh. The older man simply stepped up behind his fellow Drow and drove his large fist between the shoulder blades. The Drow’s eyes rolled up into his head as the shock from the blow caused his heart to stop for a millisecond, and he dropped like a limp noodle to the earth.


Katain whirled back around, pulling his small handgun and bringing it to bear on Nayeca. The pale hand clamped on his wrist with an iron like grip and stopped its motion immediately. Katain’s eyes went wide when he realized he could no longer move his hand and his head snapped up to look into cerulean blue eyes outlined in black, half inch long fangs, and the most beautiful face he had ever seen.

“That would be the single most stupid thing you have ever done.” Anuk’s voice spoke to him, dripping with anger and barely controlled rage.


Anuk stepped in close to the Drow, twisting Katain’s wrist savagely with her enhanced elf and wolf strength. He screamed as the bones in his wrist snapped like dry timber. Anuk twisted underneath his outstretched arm as she kept it in a vice like grasp, Katain’s body moved, naturally trying to ease the pressure on his joint and moving with Anuk’s body movement. Her leg kicked out and smashed into his knee joint, the kneecap popping loudly and Katain began to fall to the earth. As he fell Anuk applied more pressure to his shoulder and drove him face first into the dirt, dropping on his back with all hundred and twenty-seven pounds of her tight muscled body. She heard the air leave Katain’s chest in a rush, much like how he had surprised Nayeca, and then she twisted his arm up until his shoulder dislocated and he screamed in agony.


Anuk leaned over close to his ear. “I hate pigs like you.” She hissed into his ear before sending a driving punch into the side of his temple with her knuckle and knocking him out instantly.


Nayeca had watched all this with a look of adoration on her face. In her eyes, watching Anuk manhandle Katain in such a way, it was the most beautiful thing she had ever witnessed. And Anuk wasn’t even breathing heavy. She watched as Anuk turned to her and began reaching for the small bag on her side where she kept her medical supplies. 


“Nayeca,” She gasped, moving quickly to her side and kneeling next to her. Anuk reached out and took Nayeca’s face in her hands as gently as any newborn child, turning her head slightly to look at her cut lip. “Stay still.” She spoke pulling the small spray bottle from her bag.

Nayeca saw Daniel move next to her and squat beside Anuk. “Is she alright?” He asked concern in his voice.


Nayeca glanced at Melancton as he secured the Drow soldiers with plastic wire and she saw him smile gently. “I… I am fine.” Nayeca spoke. “It is just a small cut.”


“Sit still.” Anuk demanded. “It’s a small cut yes, but there is a bruise forming on your cheek, and it is beginning to swell.” Nayeca looked at her with love in her amber eyes.


“Listen to her Nayeca.” Daniel spoke with a smile. “It’s not wise to argue with her. I always lose.” He glanced at where Katain lay. “You put a hurting on him babe.” He spoke.


Anuk didn’t even glance at Katain’s inert form. “He’s lucky I didn’t cut his cock off at what he intended to do.” Anuk spat.


Daniel moved closer and nuzzled Anuk’s ear and neck, washing his aura over her mildly. Nayeca watched Anuk’s eyes close briefly in bliss and she leaned into his nuzzle. “You are so beautiful when you are angry.” Daniel whispered.


Anuk smiled and pushed him away gently, “Contact Aihola.” She told him, opening her eyes. “Tell her what has happened here.”


“Already on it,” Dan replied, grabbing Katain none to gently by his white hair and dragging him over to where his comrades were on the ground, watching them with hate filled eyes.


Anuk turned to back to Nayeca. “Let’s get you fixed up.” She said with a gentle smile.


Nayeca had watched all this and Melancton’s words came back to her. He was right, she would never come between them, they were destined to be together, Daniel and Anuk, but that was never her intent to begin with. It had been so long since she had felt hands on her in a gentle caress instead of forceful action. She had taken a Drow lover many years ago, and together they had always avoided the times when the younger males, the ones who hadn’t been chosen by older females to mate, had come in search of female companionship. They had not wanted to share each other. Her partner, her lover, her best friend had been killed three years ago by human slavers, and Nayeca had gone into a self imposed shell of depression. She had felt lost and wanted nothing to do with the Drow laws then, and when Katain had come calling that night Nayeca had refused his attention. When he tried to force her, she cut him deeply in his abdomen and was banished for her actions.

The more time she spent with Anuk and Daniel, the more she felt draw to them in a way she hadn’t experienced since her lover had died. She wanted them; she wanted Anuk in a way she had never wanted her dead lover. And she wanted Daniel to have her as well, almost as badly. She wanted to fall asleep in their arms and never feel lonely again, to begin a new life. Anuk and Daniel were who she wanted that life to begin with.

Katain’s eyes opened slowly, the fog of pain causing him to grimace as consciousness returned to him. His shoulder was sore, but he could move his arm, which surprised him as he had felt it pop out of joint before he passed out. The majority of the pain was coming from his wrist and he turned his head to see his three fellow Drow warriors squatting with another Drow female, looks of astonishment on their face. They were not bound in any way and they had their weapons slung over their backs. He could see several other elves milling about, Wood elves as well as several High elves. He slowly inched his head around, seeing several more Drow he did not recognize. Nayeca sat on the ground with the red haired female elf with strange eyes and fangs. Beside her sat the two huge black men and another man he did not recognize. His eyes caught a glint of metal on the ground near him and he saw his small automatic pistol half covered in the leaves and dirt where it had fallen.

Katain reached out with his good hand slowly, reaching for the handgun. He froze when he felt the cold metal of the gun barrel press against his temple.


“Anuk fixed you good… but she didn’t pound enough common sense into you it seems.” The male voice spoke. “One more twitch from your arm friend and you will be dead.”


Katain froze and his eyes detected the long slender object come from the other direction across his chest. It was black in color and shiny like some sort of skin, but it also looked like some sort of long flexible tube. It was tapered on the end, thickening to about five inches in diameter, and it went right to where his handgun rested and slid easily around the handgrip, lifting the weapon into the air.


“Turn around Drow warrior.” The voice spoke softly.


Katain slowly turned his head until he was looking into the dark skinned face of a fellow Drow with amber eyes. His white hair was tied into a tight ponytail and draped over the shoulder of the strange black armor he wore, a black balaclava pulled down and wrapped around his neck and throat. 


Tari looked at his fellow Drow and shook his head. What he had learned in the past six weeks among the Spartans surpassed everything the vampires had ever taught him. He was leaner yet more muscular now, as he had added twenty pounds of pure muscle to his arms and shoulders and his body overall. That Martin and the others had accepted him so effortlessly into his Spartan Phalanx had meant more to Tari then he could ever repay, and he had not looked back in any way since arriving in Sparta. He and Julie had fallen deeper and deeper in love as every day passed, and he had finally accepted who and what he was. 
Tari had come to love the city of Sparta in its old style and ancient beauty combined with the modern technology. Julie’s parents had even gone so far as to secure a home for them only two doors away, and before leaving to come on this mission, he and Julie had been deciding best on how to decorate their new home.

Katain watched with undisguised astonishment as Tari held the K12 to his temple while he lowered Katain’s handgun in front of him with what Katain now saw was a very long and very dexterous tail. Tari reached up with his left hand without even looking and while his tail held the automatic securely he ejected the magazine from the weapon, and then cycled the chamber, the brass flying into the grass somewhere. Tari held the magazine in his hand and Katain watched as the tail flicked out and flung the handgun deep into the timber around them.


Tari saw Katain looking at his tail and he smiled. “A gift from the Alliance torture masters.” He said proudly, curling his tail around in front of him, waving it back a forth slightly. “I’ve gotten rather good at manipulating it don’t you think? Perhaps I should just kill you and save my sister the trouble.” Tari spoke with a smile, his vampire fangs now extended.


Katain felt himself shudder when he saw those fangs. He and all the Drow knew of the vampires that now held power in the Alliance. Though Katain had never seen one personally, they were aware of their existence and how they no longer resided in just their childhood stories. They had discovered one of their kinds in a nearby town some years back, and all of them were aware of the tortures that they had inflicted on the Drow prisoners they had held for so long.


“Who… who are you?” Katain asked through suddenly dry lips.


“Don’t frighten him to death Tari.” The female voice said softly. Katain watched the exceptionally beautiful dark skinned female step over to them and squat next to the Drow warrior. She leaned over to Tari and Katain watched as she nuzzled his elfin ear, Tari’s tail curling around her calf and thigh several times quite possessively, the tip coming to rest pressed against her fatigue covered pussy. This was something that did not seem to bother her in the least. Her long black hair was tucked inside the collar of the body armor she wore, but the armor did nothing to hide that she was indeed very female.

“I wouldn’t think of it Jules.” Tari answered with a smile, “At least not before Aihola tells me too.”


Katain saw movement to the left and he watched the Drow female with her back to him get up from her squatting position next to his patrol. He watched as they bowed their heads reverently towards her.


“Stand him up!” The female snapped as she turned around.


Katain gasped when Aihola turned her amber eyes on him, the medallion of the Drow Queen dangling from her neck and well exposed in the open for all to see. He felt Tari grab his arm and he winced as the Drow lifted him to his feet, where he gasped in pain from his shattered wrist and sore knee. He could see at least two dozen elves nearby, a mixture of many clans. His eyes fell back to Aihola who stepped in front of him, the look on her face not pleasant in any way. The towering human stood just behind her, almost protectively, his dark blue eyes gazing at him in such a way that it made Katain shudder.

“So what do I do with you?” Aihola spoke looking at him.


“You… you bear the… the medallion of the Queen.” Katain gasped.


“Yes… it belonged to my mother.” Aihola spoke. “That’s incredibly observant of you, considering you were about to conduct a crime heinous in nature not thirty minutes ago.”


Katain looked to where Nayeca stepped up behind Aihola, the red haired Wood Elf at her side. “She… she refused me, injured me!” He spoke urgently. “She was banished from our city and told not to return unless she wished to die.”


“And this in some way gives you the right to rape her?” Aihola asked.


“Our laws state she must submit to her superiors.” Katain spoke, trying to keep his voice controlled, for he did not know what awaited him. “It is how we have kept our population under control.”


Aihola nodded. “Yes… I got some of that information from your three comrades.” She said. “A law I will abolish within an hour of returning to claim my throne.”


“You… your throne,” Katain asked. “We… we have no Queen. The Matron Mother has told us that our Queen died in the hands of the Alliance slavers.”


Aihola nodded. “She did… but not before she gave birth to my brother and I.” She told him seeing his eyes grow wide as she motioned to Tari next to him. “I am Aihola of the Family Anatyla, and I am Queen of the Drow as ordered and confirmed by the Elf High King. He has instructed me to take up my mother’s mantle and restore our people to what they once were and this I will do.”


“We have… we have heard that the High King has come again.” Katain spoke bowing his head. “Forgive… forgive me my Queen.”


“Forgive you?” Aihola spoke. “You were about to commit the one sin I find vilest of all, and you were about to commit it on a fellow Drow. How do you think that makes me feel; to know that my people have sunk so low? If I had not stayed his hand, my mate would have sliced you open from neck to groin and left you to rot.”

Katain looked up and saw that she was referring to the large man behind her who wore the body armor and strange looking battle helm that covered his entire face except for his eyes and his mouth. That Dekton was a Spartan Centurion was something that Katain did not yet know, but something that would cause him a week’s worth of sleepless nights in the future when he did discover it. “I… I beg you to consider the circumstances my Queen. I was…”


“Shut up!” Aihola snapped silencing his words, “Nayeca?”


Nayeca stepped forward quickly, “Milady?”


“What is your opinion of Commander Katain here?” Aihola asked turning to look at her.


Nayeca looked at Katain. “He is arrogant and thinks with his cock far too often Milady.” Nayeca replied. “But… but he is an extremely competent warrior who has defended our people with honor in the past.” She said honestly.


Aihola turned back to Katain. “And this from the woman you tried to rape.” She said. “In Eden Katain… in Eden you would be tried and shot for your actions!”

“I… I beg your forgiveness!” Katain said quickly.


“I don’t give forgiveness easily Katain. I will let the Drow Quorum decide what your punishment will be.” Aihola said.


Nayeca stepped forward even more. “Milady… the Quorum will… they will order Katain put to death.” She spoke quickly. “I… I do not want that on my conscious my Queen. And for our plan to work we will need every able warrior we can field. Anuk dealt him far more pain and misery for his actions than death will provide. Let him work off his shame by serving his people.”


Aihola looked at her, than her eyes turned to Dekton, “Dekton?” She asked.


Delton nodded. “I believe that to be a fair punishment.” He spoke firmly, “But I will be keeping my eye on him.”

Aihola nodded. “So be it.” She spoke turning back to Katain. “Your life has been spared because of the woman you were about to rape Katain. I would advise you remember that. Now you and your patrol will lead us the rest of the way into your city. We have wasted enough time as it is with your foolishness, and I do not want to be in these mountains tonight.”


Katain bowed painfully, his knee almost giving out at the relief he felt. “As… as you order Milady.” He spoke, his gaze moving to Nayeca one last time, his emotions hidden before two of his patrol comrades moved over next to him to help him walk.

Aihola turned to Nayeca fully. “Is what he says true Nayeca?”


Nayeca lowered her head slowly and nodded. “Almost… almost four years ago, I… I had just discovered my… my lover had been killed by slavers when Katain came that night. I was wallowing in anguish and he kept pushing me. I lost my tempter with his actions my Queen.”

“Why… why did you come to Eden then? And what have you been doing all these years?” Aihola asked.


“Much the same as you my Queen, surviving on my wits and my skill,” Nayeca replied. “I should have told you… for that I am sorry. I do not regret my actions that night however.”


“Nor should you,” Aihola told her. “But you are correct that you should have told me. Is there anything else I need to know before we arrive at this city, something that we need to be prepared for?”


Nayeca shook her head. “Unless something has changed my Queen, I know of nothing that comes to mind right away. I have been gone four years though.”


Aihola nodded. ‘Then I suppose we’ll just have to wait and see.” She said.

EDEN


The door to the apartment shattered open under the force of three strips of C9 Plastic explosive set in the grooves of the frame. The metal door smashed across the living room with enough momentum to send it smashing out of the window on the far side of the living room and plunging nearly twenty meters to the alley below, taking a six foot section of wall with it. 


Graham’s half naked body paused in the doorway of the bedroom before he sprinted across the destroyed living room heading for the shattered window and the gaping hole left in the wall. There was a soft metallic sound like an antenna extending and from the smoke whistled the Spartan Nehtes with bullet like speed. It was fully extended, and just as Graham leaped for the hole in the wall, the Nehtes struck him in the upper chest area near his shoulder. The Nehtes had been thrown with enough force to physically lift him off his feet and continue on in its flight, embedding deeply into the concrete wall behind Graham. He grunted loudly as he was smashed against the wall, the Nehtes now buried a good eighteen inches deep. His right arm hung loosely, the Nehtes severing the nerve endings in his shoulder, and he gripped the shaft of the spear with his left, attempting to pull it out to no avail. 


“Hello Richard.” The female voice spoke from the cloud of smoke that still obscured the spot where his door had once been.


Graham’s head turned, the voice sounding vaguely familiar. His eyes widened as Anja stepped from the smoke and dust, Lynwe following just behind and to her right, “You!” Graham screamed.


Anja smiled as she stopped in front of him, “You remember me?” Anja said. “That’s nice.”


Graham smiled. “I remember you got a tight pussy.” He spat at her, “And that you suck cock like a vacuum cleaner!”


Anja chuckled softly. “Unlike you Richard… I have grown in the last year.” She said calmly. “You on the other hand have only sunk about as low as you can go. But don’t worry… I’m going to save you.”


Graham laughed at her. “I have been saved!” He snapped. “I’m stronger than you bitch! You think this toy of yours will keep me pinned here? I’ll rip it out and then fuck you until you beg me for death. If you’re lucky, I might turn you into a vampire like me and keep you around for some easy pussy.”


Anja smiled once more. “For all your supposed intelligence and political victories Richard, you have to be one of the dumbest motherfucking men I have ever had the displeasure of knowing.” She told him. “Why did you kill Thimina?”

Graham’s cobalt blue eyes narrowed and he glared at her. “I needed information.” He answered. “Her blood was sweet and it gave me that information.”


“You must take me for a fool Richard.” Anja said. “Her blood told you nothing that you wanted to know. It only caused us to act more quickly in regards to you.” Anja reached up and took hold of the shaft of the Nehtes. “Does this hurt? Let me help you with that.” Anja ripped the Nehtes from the wall with barely any effort, Graham screaming out in pain as bits of his flesh and blood came with the spearhead. Anja spun the Nehtes gracefully in the air and just as Graham looked up she drove it into his opposite shoulder with devastating force. Graham roared again in pain as he was rammed back into the wall, this time the Nehtes embedded in his opposite shoulder, shattering his collarbone and once more severing all the muscles and nerves into his arm. Spittle flew from his mouth as he screamed; his cobalt eyes small points of rage and hatred yet filled with confusion.


Anja stepped closer to him as his blood began to pool on the floor. “You never were very intelligent Richard.” She spoke with a smile. “You have not had the luxury of the Vampire Witch’s cute little schools. If you had… you would know that a vampire can not defeat a Pureblood wolf in single combat.” Anja’s eyes changed then, morphing into the black outlined jade eyes of her wolf persona. Her fangs extended nearly three quarters of an inch from her gums, only a fraction smaller than Aricia’s teeth due to her pure wolf parents. Graham’s eyes grew larger when he saw this. “I was turned by the strongest of the Purebloods in Sparta Richard. I am one of Martin’s mates, and he is the son of Leonidas, a name even your new vampire persona should know much about. And I am much more than just a Pureblood Richard, as I’m about to show you.” Anja’s right hand snapped out, her hand grabbing his jaw within an iron like grip and shoving his head back against the wall. She stepped even closer, her grin savage in nature. “Now let’s see what you have in this empty skull you call a brain. Little Wolf?”

I am ready my love. Aricia answered her immediately. Let us see what secrets this butcher has.


Anja smiled and brought her other hand up quickly, slamming it into Graham’s forehead, the bridle of the Shi Viska very obvious. She closed her eyes as her skin came in contact with Graham and she reached out to his mind.


Graham’s eyes flew open and his mouth opened in a soundless scream as Anja, with Aricia providing her support and additional power, simply smashed the minimal barriers Graham had in place in his mind. Anja ignored the tendrils of his mind that danced with brutality and perversion; she had no interest in them. Her probe went beyond the faces of the hundreds of women that he had abused in his life, their voices crying out to her for justice. The few defenses he attempted to put up Anja simply slapped aside like a giant. She felt powerful and strong, feeling Aricia’s love for her providing an anchor of sorts. She found the memories of Thimina quickly, saw the perverted things he had done to her, the pain he had inflicted upon her. Anja saw everything as if she was there, Graham humping a beaten Thimina like a dog, her screams of pain as he fucked her ass muffled by his hand holding her face to the pillow.

Then she saw him bite her and the look of surprise and almost pleasure on Thimina’s face as she felt his teeth sink into the flesh of her neck. She felt Thimina shudder in an unwanted orgasm as Graham fed on her blood, drinking deeply. She watched as Thimina’s face changed again, from blissful pleasure to one of utter terror as she felt her life draining from her. She tried to fight, but his heavy body on top of her already weakened form was too much. He held her head securely with his vampire strength, his cock still firmly seated in her ass as he drank from her neck like a fountain. Anja watched as the light began to fade from her eyes, seeing everything she had done in her life, everything she had been a part of. Then Anja watched as her skin began to lose color and her skin shriveled. It had taken her nearly two minutes to die, and the entire time Graham was humping her ass frantically, uncaring in the least. He released into her bowels at the moment her heart stopped beating, every ounce of blood drained from her body and he grunted like a pig.

Anja brushed that away, appalled at the actions, and searching deeper into his mind. She found the tendril on which Graham had transmitted a message back to New Miami, passing everything to the enemy that he had learned from Thimina’s blood memories. Anja detected the faint presence of the dormant tendril, and expanded her mind to encompass this tendril of thought as well. She felt power coming from it, far more power than he should have had. She felt Selene’s presence as well and probed deeper. Anja felt Selene’s memories deep in his mind, hidden carefully away by someone with far more power than Graham.


It was Pureblood power, leftover from Selene’s blood that Graham had taken. And it had unwittingly left a trail and a door wide open for Anja to take. And this door Anja plunged into with a supporting surge of love and power from Aricia.


Hello Minister Deval! Anja’s mind screamed out.

NEW MIAMI


Deval was seated next to Yuri in the small meeting room. Moran sat on her other side; half a dozen other ministers sitting around the table listening to Moran speak.


Deval jerked viciously next to Yuri, drawing her attention with wide eyes, “Deval?” She questioned with some irritation.

“For… forgive me.” He spoke quickly. “I felt… I felt something that…”


Deval’s eyes went wide and his body convulsed in agonizing pain, the chair flying out from underneath him. He sprawled on the floor as the others came out of their chairs, eyes wide. Moran snatched Yuri away from Deval’s spasming body protectively.


“What the fuck?” He barked out.


Yuri’s eyes were on Deval intently and she recognized what was happening immediately as she had seen her father do it on enough occasions. She watched Moran move around her and reach down to grab Deval.


“No Robert!” She screamed reaching for him. Moran looked at her his eyes wide, never having heard that tone in her voice. “Don’t touch him! It’s a telepathic attack!” Yuri reached for him, and pulled him back by his arm. “If you touch him it will spread to you!”


“A telepathic attack,” Moran snapped, “From where?”


Yuri shook her head as Deval convulsed yet again, screaming as if his skin was being peeled from his body. They saw blood vessels in his eyes burst, blood beginning to leak out of his eye sockets. His neck muscles were straining in exertion, his skin sweaty, like he was burning up. His arms and legs were twitching madly, his fists clenching and unclenching in what appeared to be utter agony.

“Kill him quickly Robert!” Yuri screamed, looking at him with wide eyes. “Before they learn what we are doing!”


Moran began to claw his sidearm out of its holster as Deval screamed again, his teeth slamming down on his tongue, biting through the thick muscle, fresh blood splashing over his lips and jaw. Moran stepped up to him, leveled the automatic and pumped three shots into Deval’s head, spreading bone, brain matter and blood across the floor. Deval’s body slumped and became still.


Moran turned to look at a wide eyed Yuri, his automatic smoking at the end of the barrel. “What the fuck just happened?” He asked.

EDEN


Anja’s eyes opened quickly and she shook her head. She released her grip on Graham’s jaw and stepped back taking deep breaths, staggering ever so slightly. Lynwe grasped her shoulders quickly. 


“Anja are you alright?” She asked softly. Lynwe’s eyes widened when she felt the heat Anja was radiating even through the uniform she wore.

Anja nodded squeezing her hands tightly, pressing up against her. She heard Lynwe gasp and Anja’s thigh brushed against Lynwe’s thickening cock hidden under the fatigues. Anja’s eyes flew open wide and she stepped away from her.

“Lynwe,” She gasped. “What…”

“I’m sorry!” Lynwe spoke quickly, stepping back. “The… the heat from your body surged through me suddenly. It was… it was…”

Anja shook her head quickly. “It was thrilling.” She said softly looking at her. “I… I didn’t…”

Lynwe took a deep breath and shook her head. “It is alright.” She said. “I have accepted what the Alliance made me, accepted all of it. I am still trying to learn how to control those decidedly male urges that come with the change they forced on me.”

Anja stepped back to her and took her hands once more. “Forgive me…” She said. “I did not mean to…”

Lynwe smiled gently. “You should have seen Selene’s reaction.” She spoke with a soft chuckle. “I am used to it.”

Anja squeezed her hands again. “Now I know why Selene doesn’t let you get very far away.” Anja said with a smile.

Lynwe nodded. “I have to admit… it is a very warm and wonderful feeling to know she loves me so.”

Anja smiled once more. “Thank you Lynwe.” Anja leaned forward on her tip toes and kissed her softly on the lips, surprising Lynwe with the action. 

“You are welcome.” Lynwe spoke unsure of what she had done.

Anja concentrated and turned her attention to sorting through what memories she had ripped from Deval before they had killed him. She looked up at Graham when he hissed at her, recovering from her deep mind probe. He was glaring at her with undisguised hatred and anger.

Anja reacted immediately, her face twisting in rage and she grabbed the Nehtes, turning it violently. Graham’s expression changed immediately and he howled in as pain lanced through his side. 
“That first hole was for me!” Anja screamed, twisting the Nehtes viciously once more. “And that was for what you did to Tarifa you fucking pig!” Anja ripped the Nehtes free from Graham’s flesh, ignoring the blood that splashed on her face. She collapsed the Nehtes and looked at him as he slumped to the floor. 
“Lynwe, I’m sure as the one who loves Selene and as a Drow you can find some suitable way to make this scum’s death as excruciatingly painful as possible?”

Lynwe’s amber eyes practically glowed. “Oh yes! I have some things in mind.” She spoke, her voice like ice chips flying through the room in their coldness.


“Take him.” Anja ordered. “When you are finished with him, burn his remains.” She looked at Lynwe. “Then go and get Selene and meet Tarifa and I in the command center in two hours.”


“Where… where will you be?” Lynwe asked concerned now for some reason.


“There is… there is something I must do.” Anja spoke reaching out with her mind. Little Wolf where are you?


What is wrong my love? Aricia’s voice replied immediately.


Something has happened to Martin and Dysea! Anja spoke urgently. Meet me in the command center. We must establish a direct communication with Sparta. Hurry!

I’m on my way! Aricia exclaimed.


“What do you mean you don’t know?” Anja screamed at the monitor. “What has happened Hali?”


Julie’s mother looked harried on the monitor. “Someone… someone planted a bomb in the café that you and the other Queens frequented with the King.” Hali explained trying to keep her voice calm.


Aricia’s eyes went wide. “They… they were there?” She gasped.


Hali nodded slowly. “It… it was large enough to collapsed part of Demetrius’s café building. Rescue… rescue personnel have been responding to the scene for the last two hours. They have to dig many free of the rubble.”


“Martin? Dysea?” Anja asked, gripping Aricia’s hand tightly in hers.


“We… we do not know.” Hali replied taking a deep breath. “The number of dead is already over one hundred and fifty. Hundreds had turned out to see them; they were playing with children and talking with ordinary people!” Hali’s tears came now. “Thirty… thirty of the dead are children my Queen!”


Tarifa stood at the back of the room, her eyes wide and fear gripping her stomach. The command center was shielded against telepathic and psychic intrusion, and here Tarifa had no worries about her feelings leaking out to Aihola and Dekton as they would if she was not outside. She had her mental shields up at full power just to play it safe and keep them from being distracted. The door to the command center opened and she saw her father rush in with Leland and several others, including Lynwe and Selene and Admiral Wallace. She grabbed his arm and shook her head quickly, motioning all of them to be silent. 


“Hali!” Anja spoke firmly. “They are not dead! Aricia and I can still feel them! What else do we know?” She asked, using every bit of her will power to maintain her composure.


The Spartan woman returned and Hali took a deep breath wiping the tears away. “The King’s Captain was blown clear of the area. He is severely wounded, but he is alive. The people were crowding together all around them. I heard some of the older Spartans talking; they said his father and mother would take these walks often in old Sparta. He was honoring his father by doing this.” Hali’s eyes widened. “My Queen… he is…”


Anja nodded. “Yes… we discovered this at the same time he did. He is the second son of King Leonidas, and the Lycavorian King, leader of the rebellion. It will be three weeks before they arrive here on earth and we must get this situation taken care of before they come.” Anja spoke, her voice wavering just a bit. She felt Aricia’s arms slip around her waist, and she reciprocated this, providing them both comfort and strength. They did not see the shocked looks coming from the men and women gathered behind them. “What about Walter…Dilios? Was anyone that we can trust not at the sight of the explosion?”

Hali shook her head. “We don’t know my Queen. The Guardian and his father Panos were at the sight; they were slightly injured and are taking part in the recovery. Should I send for the Steward?” Hali asked.

Aricia’s head came up quickly. “NO!” She snapped, surprising even Anja with the force of her words. “You are not to let the Steward know you have spoken with us! Send for the Guardian or his father immediately, no one else!”

Hali do not question the order for she like many others had known Aricia’s brother and did not believe for an instant that he was capable of such an attack on a younger female. Therefore she ignored the decree that Aricia and her family were dishonored. “I will send my eldest.” She spoke quickly. “What else would you have me do my Queens?”


“Whoever conducted this attack will undoubtedly still be in Sparta to confirm that Martin and Dysea were killed.” Aricia spoke again. “Contact the senior Agoge instructor Lander and advise him he is to seal off every exit out of Sparta, even if it entails encircling the entire city. He is a good friend of the Guardian’s father and will not hesitate. No one is to be allowed to leave or enter the city.”


Hali nodded. “I will do this myself.” She spoke.


Anja looked at Aricia. “Little Wolf… what do you know?”


Aricia met her eyes. “Martin… our love, he did not trust many members of the Senate.” She said quickly. “The day we were shopping in the market he told me if anything were to happen to him that we must contact Dymas or his father. He made me promise to keep this to myself, only because I… because I was considered dishonored and no one would think he would give me any information.” Aricia smiled to herself. “They obviously did not know or understand the depth of our love.”

Anja smiled knowingly. “So he used you as a storage vault of sorts, for information that he deemed necessary and he wanted to keep from others?”


Aricia nodded. “He knew that because of my dishonored state… any intrusion would target either you or Dysea first… after him. They would consider me an afterthought because of my age and status.”


“Then that makes them fools.” Anja said.


Aricia smiled brightly. “That is what he said as well.”


Anja looked at Hali on the monitor. “Hali… when you have done these things, report back to us. We will keep this channel open and encrypted for your use only.”


Hali nodded. “I will return shortly my Queens.”


Aricia squeezed Anja in her embrace. “They… they live my love.” She said softly. “Beyond that we can feel nothing because of the shields they have in place, but they do live.”

Anja nodded and returned the embrace. “I know; I feel them too.” She said in barely a whisper.


“Anja?” Tarifa’s voice carried to them and they turned, seeing the throng of people behind them. “Perhaps now would be a good time to reveal to us what is going on in Sparta.” She moved closer to them, almost like she was afraid of them now. “And what exactly do you mean when you say Martin is the son of Leonidas, and these Lyca…”

“Lycavorian,” Aricia spoke with a small smile helping her to finish the sentence.


“Lycavorian,” Tarifa said. “Who are these Lycavorians, and what do you mean they are coming here to earth?”


Anja smiled gently. “I suppose now would be as good a time as any.” She said softly. “I assume you… you all know the history of King Leonidas of Sparta?”


Tarifa nodded. “Yes… once we realized Martin was the Elf High King, that part of human history became paramount to our history. He is descended from this King Leonidas is he not?”


Anja nodded, “In a manner of speaking yes.” She said.


“Perhaps you should explain that.” Tareif said moving up next to Tarifa.


“Martin is the son of King Leonidas.” Anja said. “He was still within his mother’s womb when Leonidas died, and no one knew about his existence. At least no one here on earth.” Anja saw the looks of astonishment on their faces and she motioned to the table. 
“You are… you are saying Martin… Martin is over three thousand years old?” Tarifa gasped in astonishment.

“We should probably sit down for this.” Anja said motioning to the conference table. “This bombing in Sparta has accelerated events somewhat.”
“Martin wanted to tell you himself when he returned.” Aricia said now. “Now… now it seems you will need to know everything. This attack… this attack will set in motion many things that were not planned for several weeks or months. And we must act before the Vampire witch or her brother can steal away the advantage.”

“She has a brother?” Tareif asked stunned.

Anja nodded. “Yes… and unfortunately, it appears he may already be on his way here. That isn’t a good thing either.”

SPARTA

The front of the café was no longer visible, buried as it was beneath the five stories above it that had come smashing down from the force of the explosion. Half of the building was laid open for all to see, pieces of jagged concrete and steel dangling above the hundreds of rescue workers and men and women who were scrambling over the huge piles beneath their feet looking for any signs of survivors. Glass windows and storefronts had been shattered for twelve blocks in every direction, the buildings to the sides and behind the café severely damaged by the concussive force of the blast. Sparta’s response and rescue teams were the finest in any remaining city on the planet, and the few small fires that had started because of the blast were quickly extinguished when the first crews arrived. 

Spartan Centurions had secured a perimeter around the café, hundreds of men, women and children behind the portable barricades, watching the scene. Many of the women and even some of the older men were openly weeping at the loss of life. Broken and bleeding bodies were still being carried from the rubble, the death total now over two hundred, forty-six of which were children. Most of the Spartan Senate had rushed to the scene once word that Martin and Dysea had been buried beneath the rubble reached their ears. Rows upon rows of dead bodies lined the Spartan street, all of them covered in sheets that were stained in blood. The King’s Phalanx had reached the sight before even the rescue workers, and all of them had refused to leave as they dug in the twisted mass, many with just their bare hands, pulling victims from the rubble, searching and praying for the two to not have been crushed beneath the tons of stone and steel.


Smaller sized tractors and heavy lift ramps had been brought in and were busy gingerly lifting the slabs of concrete that could not be moved by hand, rescue workers risking life and limb to peer under these sometimes two ton beasts to insure they were pulling apart bodies of survivors. 


Walter stood with the senior Rescue Chief next to the large water truck. He had blood staining the side of his face and dried lines of blood coming from his ears. His clothes were dusty and splashed with the blood of over thirty men and women that he and his father had pulled out of the mass wreckage in the first twenty minutes. He had refused the attentions of a medic, and if not for Hali’s oldest son urging Panos to come to his mother’s house, his father would not have left the site. Walter last saw his father being spirited away by Hali’s Centurion son as a medic was washing the cuts off on his face and neck.


“Three and a half hours.” The Chief spoke, “Three and a half hours and no sign of the King and Queen. Are you sure of where they were standing Dymas?”


Walter nodded quickly. “Yes.” He replied.


“But the King’s Captain was blown clear.” The Chief said.


“All of the surrounding buildings and even the pond has been searched thoroughly.” Walter replied. “They have to be buried under the rubble.”


Walter and the Chief turned when the Spartan instructor Lander walked up to them briskly. “I have locked down the city as Queen Aricia ordered.” He spoke to Walter. “All streets in and out are being guarded by Centurions with instructions that no one is to be allowed to enter or leave.”


Walter looked at him. “Aricia gave those orders?” He asked.


Lander nodded. “She did. Queen Anja was speaking with your father when I left Hali’s home.” He replied. “Aricia told me I was to report to you.”


“Why would she order you to lock down the city?” Walter asked.


“It is something the King told her to do some time ago.” Lander said. “She told me that King Leonidas felt he could trust no one but you and your father. He trusted none of the Senators enough to issue these orders. If anything were to happen to him, the city was to be locked down immediately. He knew no one would bother to suspect Aricia was carrying his orders due to her status of being dishonored here in Sparta.”


“Yet you follow her orders without question.” Walter spoke looking at him.


“King Leonidas chose her as a mate and Queen for a reason.” Lander snapped. “As far as I am concerned, this dishonored bunk means nothing to me! If there is any truth to what is said then the blame lies with her brother and not her. And even after knowing what has happened here, they are maintaining their strength.”


Walter nodded, glancing towards the crowd for a moment, sweeping across the men and women who had gathered to watch the recovery and to see if the King and Queen they had waited so long for had survived. His eyes stopped and they narrowed when he saw Autolycus and his son standing among the people, attempting to blend in and not be seen. Lander stood in front of him, blocking most of his body.

“Lander… continue to talk to me like you are reporting.” Walter spoke so that only he could hear him.


The millennia’s old Spartan detected the tenseness in Dymas’s voice and did not question the order. He nodded his head as if he was reporting to Dymas, while he watched Dymas’s eyes go back to the crowd.


Walter shifted his eyes back to where Autolycus stood and he saw the hooded figure move up directly behind him. The figure leaned forward and whispered something to Autolycus who then shook his head almost imperceptibly.


“Lander… I’m going to point at the rubble, and I want you to turn the opposite way until you are facing where my hand is. As you turn, at six o’clock Autolycus is standing with Midlan. There is a hooded figure behind him…”


Lander turned as if shifting his weight and scouring the area quickly and then turned completely around. “I see him.” Lander answered as he faced the rubble.


“Track him.” Dymas ordered. “I want to know who he is. He’s masking his natural scent with some sort of scent blocker. Do not be seen Lander. Report back to me or my father when you discover this.”


Lander nodded, “Understood.”


“He’s leaving.” Walter spoke. “Go.”


Lander nodded and turned to go in the opposite direction while tracking the hooded figure out of the corner of his eye.


Walter turned back to the pile of rubble and saw three of Martin’s Phalanx jump across some wreckage at the words from a rescue worker.


“HERE!” The Spartan screamed. “Get the lift! The King is here!”


The words threw the workers and Spartans into a frenzy, as dozens of them descended on the area the rescue worker was leaning into. Walter moved like he had never moved before, and pushed his way past several Spartans to see the rescue worker leaning far over into a hole, his entire upper body down within the concrete rubble, one of his partners holding his legs tightly. Walter felt his heart finally release the iron grip of fear it had held on him for three hours when he heard the voice.


“The child!” Dysea’s voice echoed from within the rubble. “Take the child first!”


Walter watched as the rescue worker reached lower, several more Spartans digging around the entrance to clear away more debris. Two more rescue workers moved to help his partner hold him in place. Walter heard the crying of the small child, and then arms were reaching down for the blond haired child. She was wailing out her fear, her hair and face streaked with tears and dust as she was pulled from the hole. Walter heard the scream of a woman behind them, and one Spartan carried the wailing child over the rocks and steel to put her in the arms of her mother.


Walter turned back just as Dysea’s platinum blond hair poked out of the hole, the side of her face stained with red blood, her body armor lacerated in several places, blood leaking from those wounds as well. There was a nasty and deep slice along the side of her head that still leaked blood. Her hair was dusty and plastered with dirt, making it almost black in some places.
 She pushed away several hands reaching for her, scrambling up on the edge of the hole, her face bruised and bloody. Walter moved closer seeing the look on Dysea’s face as one of anguish and pain.

“Dysea?” He spoke, moving beside her.

Dysea looked at him, her emerald eyes wide in panic. “Holy One… Nauta Melme… he kept the… he kept us from being crushed with his body. He is hurt badly… and he’s lost so much blood.”


“Be strong child.” Walter spoke, slipping his arm around her shoulders.


“I can’t… we can’t lose him Holy One.” Dysea sobbed.


They watched as the rescue worker braced himself while he lowered a nylon strap. He lifted his head quickly, and looked up at the edge of the hole he was nearly three quarters of the way in. “Inform the hospital we are bringing the King in!” He screamed. “He has multiple lacerations and some of them are very deep! He’s lost a lot of blood! Have six units standing by! He has second degree burns on his face and arms! Hold on!” The man worked furiously, finally looping the strap around Martin’s upper body. “Now! PULL!” He yelled.


There was no hesitation and those holding his legs did just that. Martin’s battered body appeared from the hole, his body armor lacerated in at least a dozen locations, some of them still leaking blood. The left side of his face was red and burned, blistering in some spots. Even with three men pulling on the strap, Martin’s two hundred and twenty pounds was dead weight and they struggled with getting him over the edge of the hole. The first rescue worker finally gave one powerful heave and fell back, his King’s bloody body cradled in his arms.

“MOVE!” He screamed. “NOW MOVE!”


Walter helped Dysea to her feet and held her out of the way as an open backed hover car was brought directly up to the pile of rubble. Six Spartans gently hoisted the body of their King and moved as fast as they could across the scattered pile of debris, Dysea and Walter following. They placed him gingerly on the stretcher and lifted him into the back of the car.


Dysea looked at the three armed Spartans who climbed into the back of the car with the rescue crew member who was pulling items from his medical kit bag as fast as his hands could move, “Medon?” She spoke.


The fifth most senior Spartan in the Royal Phalanx turned to his Queen, “My Queen?”


“Do not stop for anything Medon.” Dysea spoke firmly. “If they do not get out of the way run them over, but stop for nothing. You will shoot first and ask questions later Spartan.”


Medon nodded his head, eyes wide with alertness and anger that this had happened. “It will be done Milady. On my own life it will be done.” He spoke.


“I will follow directly behind you! Now go!”


The Spartan turned to the driver. “Go! Go! Go!”


Dysea turned back to Walter as the hover car sped away and she hugged him tightly. As if on cue a half a dozen Spartans surrounded them, their weapons out and facing away from one of their Queens, their eyes searching for new threats.

“He made… he made me shift to heal my wounds.” Dysea spoke softly against Walter’s chest. “He couldn’t because he was holding some of the debris, keeping it from coming down on us.” Dysea pulled back and looked at him. “What happened Holy One?”


“It was a bomb.” Walter told her. “It was an explosive that had not been used in three decades leading up to the comet and I’ve seen none of it since. All of our equipment was based on a different explosive, less detectable and more powerful. This was C-4; I smelled it at the last moment before it was triggered.”


“This… this is the work of that Vampire witch!” Dysea hissed stepping back from him a little. “I will find her… and when I do I will make her wish she never came here to this planet. I will…”


“I don’t think this was Yuri’s doing.” Walter said softly. 


Dysea looked at him, her emerald eyes narrowing to slits. “Explain what you mean.” She told him.


Walter took a deep breath. “She may have sanctioned this attack… but I believe our own people carried out this attack. People that do not want to see a son of Leonidas sit on the throne of Sparta.”

“Who?” Dysea demanded.


“That is what I’m in the process of finding out right now child.” Walter spoke reaching up to touch her injured head. “Go to the hospital and be with him. Contact Anja and Aricia… let them know his condition. And you must make sure they do not react as I know they will want too. They will want to destroy every Alliance base on North America and launch the missiles Martin gave to Eden. They can not do this just yet.”


“Holy One you…”


“Dysea do you trust me?” Walter asked.


“You… you are all we trust Holy One.” Dysea replied. “The person we have always trusted above all others.”


“Then trust me now and do as I ask. You are a Queen in every sense and definition of the word, and until Martin recovers, Sparta will look to you for their resolve. Many eyes will be on your actions right now… and you must show them the decisive decision making and the strong will that Martin so loves about you. You heard King Leonidas’s words to his son child… fight with your head… but lead with your heart. This is what you must do now.”


“Nauta Melme… he is…” Dysea started.


Walter shook his head. “Martin has survived far worse Dysea. Do not doubt the will to live that resides in his soul. Go to him… stay with him… others will look to you as I said. Leave finding who did this to me, for I will discover them.”

Dysea stared into his eyes for a long moment, seeing hardness and drive in his eyes that Dysea had not seen in the over a hundred years she had known him. She nodded slowly and extended on her toes to lightly kiss his cheek. A hover car came to a halt near them and Walter nodded. “Go… and when he wakes up… you must keep him from doing something terrible at the loss of life.”


“I will try.” She said. “But I will guarantee nothing, for I want blood just as he will want blood for this act.”


Walter nodded. “I will find out who did this Dysea. I promise you.”


Dysea turned and moved to the hover car, the Spartans closing around her like a shield as she walked. Walter turned to Kenny and Cody who walked up to him covered in blood and dust. Looking at them Walter had to smile. They were his creations… the genomes that Martin and Daniel and Julie had turned without question. Had they not been turned, Walter knew they would have been dead a long time ago. They had come here to Sparta, and in much the same way as his King had discovered his past, Kenny and Cody and the remaining Genomes had discovered their future. This is where they belonged, and they had embraced the entire culture and history of Sparta like it was their very own. Walter had gotten word that both of them, well known for their gift with the ladies, had several young Spartan females chasing both of them.

“Kenneth I want you to gather the King’s Phalanx and secure the villa. Sweep every portion of it and then lock it down. No one but Helen and her staff are to be allowed on or off the grounds. Is that clear?” Walter spoke.


Kenny nodded; his face and demeanor all business now. “Should we check the Oracle’s people out?” He asked.


Walter shook his head. “If any of them had something to do with this Helen will have already discovered that and will be interrogating them by now.” He answered. “Cody, take six men and go to the hospital where Andreus is. Inform the doctors there he is to be moved to the villa with all possible haste. They can treat him there, as his wounds are not life threatening. We must circle our wagons, as the saying goes, and protect all who we know.”

“What are you going to do doc?” Kenny asked.


“I have someone I need to see outside of the city. I will return in a few hours, tell no one where I have gone.” Walter said. “If you need to contact me, establish a telepathic link and I will respond.” Walter reached out opened one of the pouches on Kenny’s utility belt. He removed the small package, no bigger than an eraser head and tore open the plastic, popping the small capsule into his mouth and swallowing. “So you can track me if something happens. We must move quickly my friends. Once it is known that Martin and Dysea survived, things could become quite busy around here.”


“Good.” Cody said. “I was getting bored anyway.”


Walter smiled. “I will see you both soon. Now go.”

