CHAPTER THIRTY

CANADA


The streets were rapidly filling with men and women and even children as Aihola and the others walked slowly down the cracked and worn pavement. The small town of Kelwood had not fared well since the Great Fire, many of its buildings destroyed and still blackened. The signs however were subtle, and Aihola could tell that much of the outer appearance was prefabricated and made to look that way. Dekton walked next to her, Aihola holding tightly to his hand, seeing so many of her people causing her heart to race with happiness. The hundreds that were lining the streets were whispering among themselves, all of them seeing the Queen’s medallion that Aihola wore around her neck.


Dienekes reports that they have secured the area with snipers. General Vengal has moved into position unseen with his force as well. Dekton passed to her through their telepathic link.


Dekton… do you…do you think they will attempt something?

Your safety is my primary concern Little Drow. As it is Vengal’s. He insisted that we keep some of our force hidden in an overwatch position. Based on the reaction to Nayeca by the other Drow it seemed very prudent.  Dekton replied affectionately. And Tarifa and I love you too much to lose you to something as stupid as a suicide attack or worse.


Aihola looked at him, his dark blue eyes smiling at her and causing little shivers to course through her. She squeezed his hand tightly. When we found you Dekton, Tarifa and I… we became complete. Something I will thank Martin for in spades when he returns.


Keeping you and Tarifa and all those he considers friend safe is what matters most to him. Dekton replied. As for me… when the two of you came in to my life, my daughters could feel my happiness even in Sparta. We will have a long life my love, and many children. 

Now that is something I will look forward too Dekton. She answered her amber eyes twinkling. I will especially enjoy the parts where we have to make those children. 

Dekton grinned. As will I.
His eyes caught the parting of several layers of men and women in front of him and the two older elf females moved slowly forward, the Drow all around them bowing their heads and parting to the sides. 
Little Drow… He said motioning with his head.


Aihola turned and saw the two females moving towards her. She took a deep breath and came to a stop in the middle of the road; her hand gripping Dekton’s even more. They were obviously the Drow Elders from the way the people reacted to them in reverence, and they were much older than most of the Drow around them. Aihola felt her heart speed up even more as they approached her, their eyes focused on the medallion she wore. They stopped in front of Aihola, looking her up and down as if apprising a side of beef, before their eyes settled on the medallion she wore.


“It is true.” One of the Elders spoke in a whisper, awe clearly in her voice. “You… you have come; the daughter of… the daughter of Queen Anatyla.” She spoke. “We… we had known she was captured by the Alliance… that she fought bitterly until the end. Word escaped with the Holy One all those years ago that… that she had given birth to two children while a prisoner of the Alliance.”

Aihola looked at the Elder with stunned surprise in her eyes. “How… how do you know that?” She asked, feeling Tari come up next to her.


The Drow Elder allowed a warm smile to caress her face as she stared at Aihola. “I was one who she helped to escape in her last days.” She spoke softly. “I… I saw the two of you enter this world, and it is here that you have finally come after so many years.” She bowed her head. “I am Hwia my Queen and this is Aelulip. We were chosen as Elders to hold our people together.”

“And it appears you have done a wonderful job.” Aihola spoke, her eyes searching the hundreds of faces that lined the area all around them. “I… we never imagined that so many of our people had survived the purge. If not for Nayeca we would have never…”


“Nayeca?” Hwia said, her face darkening.


Aihola nodded and motioned behind her to where Nayeca stood next to Daniel and Anuk. “She came to Eden and revealed to us that this city of Drow existed.”


Hwia glanced over to the side. “I must thank you for returning her to face punishment my Queen. She has much to answer for. Seize her!” She barked.


Two Drow females, warriors by the looks of their uniforms and weapons broke from the ranks of men and women, moving purposefully toward Nayeca. Anuk felt more than saw Nayeca’s eyes go wide as she stepped back. Anuk reacted in an instant, her Nehtes appearing in her hand and extending to its full length. She stepped in front of Nayeca quickly; the spearhead of her Nehtes pressed to the chest of one of the female Drow women as they both stopped almost immediately.

“Not a good idea.” Anuk snarled at the larger Drow female.


The second warrior grasped the shaft of the Nehtes and attempted to twist it away from her comrade. Her eyes grew wide when the Nehtes didn’t budge an inch in Anuk’s grasp. She applied greater pressure and Anuk twisted her wrist and forearm quickly. The flat portion of the Nehtes slapped hard into the face of the second Drow female and sent her sprawling and then returned to poke into the chest of the first Drow, all in a split second.

Hwia’s eyes opened wide as P190s came up into the ready position in the blink of an eye. Drow warriors scattered throughout the crowd brought weapons up as well, leveling them at the thirty-five Eden soldiers. “Hold!” She cried, her head turning from side to side. Her eyes returned to where Aihola stood, her K12 leveled squarely at Hwia’s head. Dekton had stepped closer to her, his P190 leveled at the second Elder, “My… my Queen?”

“Nayeca brought us here Hwia.” Aihola spoke sternly. “She is under the protection of me and the Elf High King.”


“My… my Queen, she violated our laws!” Hwia spoke quickly, “Laws that we have had in place for over a century; laws that protect our people and have allowed us to grow.”


Aihola nodded. “Yes… laws that force young women to submit to relations they may not desire.” She spoke. “I call that slavery, and I won’t begin to relate to you how the High King views such practices.”


“It is not slavery!” Aelulip spoke up now. “The strongest of our people make stronger children! We have needed this for decades to build our population.”

Aihola looked at her. “You have done this since you came here?” She asked stunned.


“Our women outnumber the men three to one my Queen.” Hwia spoke. “It has always been like this. The strongest females choose the strongest males and they come together and have children.”


“And there is no love?”


“We do not have the luxury of love my Queen.” Hwia spoke. “Nayeca violated our laws when she refused the attentions of a male warrior not chosen by an older female. She injured him severely, and now he can no longer have children.”


Aihola’s aim with her K12 never wavered. “It is much kinder than I would have done.” She spoke sternly.


“She must be punished!” Aelulip demanded. “Her actions robbed us of a possible breeder and the children he could have fathered.”


“And what is the punishment for her actions?” Aihola asked.


“She was banished from our city upon pain of death if she returned.” Aelulip spoke. “She will be put to death of course.”


“I will not be punished for not allowing a male to rape me!” Nayeca barked, her P190 up and ready to use.


Anuk’s grip tightened on her Nehtes and she moved closer to Nayeca. “They’ll have to go through me first.” She growled. She smiled when she felt Danny step up next to her on one side and Melancton took up station on Nayeca’s opposite side.


“She has fought beside us Queen Aihola.” Melancton spoke sternly. “We would be remiss in our honor as Spartans to allow this to happen. They will have to come through me and my son as well.”


Aihola looked quickly at Dekton. I will not allow anything to happen to her my love. She sent to him.


Dekton nodded. I never doubted that Little Drow. Perhaps she should remain outside this city then.


Aihola turned back to Hwia. “Nayeca will remain outside the city.” She said.


“That is not good enough!” Aelulip snapped.


Aihola’s eyes burned. “It had better be.” She spoke in a menacing voice. “I will allow no harm to come to her, and any who attempt to do so will answer to me.”


“The Queen of the Drow would not act like this!” Aelulip told her heatedly. “She would understand the laws.”


“If we are all that remains of our people then I would be committing a more grievous sin by allowing her to die for not submitting to unwanted advances.” Aihola spoke calmly. “She is under the protection of the Spartans of the Royal Guard now.”

“Who… who are these Spartans you speak of?” Hwia asked.

“The Elf High King is also King of the Spartans. It is a city across the oceans, and it has been in existence far longer then even the elves. The Spartans have three crimes that they hold more heinous than all others, and rape is one of them.” Aihola told her. “My mate is a Spartan.” She said motioning to Dekton. Aihola heard gasps from many that had gathered to witness what was happening.

“Mate?” Hwia asked stunned. “You have… you have taken a husband?”


Aihola nodded. “Yes I have. And Tarifa, Queen of the High Elves shares our love and our bed.”


“The… the oldest of our laws demands the Queen of the Drow take the strongest male Drow as her mate.” Aelulip spoke. “Not some… not some foreigner who does not follow our laws! Nor would the Queen of the Drow take a female into her bed, let alone the Queen of our hated enemies.” 


“Times have changed.” Aihola spoke firmly. “I choose who I share my bed and my life with, not some archaic law.” Aihola saw the looks of stunned shock on both their faces. “I have already chosen, and there will be no discussion on that. The High Elves are not our enemies! I came here to lead my people out of the darkness and move them to a city that will allow them to be free and make their own decisions; a city where they are accepted without question or regard for what has occurred in the past; a city of elves and humans working side by side. You see for yourself I have Wood elves, High elves and humans in my group. We fight side by side… live side by side… against our common enemy. And that enemy is the Alliance.”


Aihola noticed the looks and murmurs coming from many of the men and women who were witnessing this.


Little Drow I believe there is more going on here than we know. Dekton told her.


I sense it as well. Aihola replied her amber eyes gazing around slowly. I get the feeling many of these people are not aware of what has transpired outside the reach of this city.


I smell questions. Dekton spoke, Indecision on the part of many of them. The heartbeats of many of the warriors have increased as well.

Aihola lowered her K12. “My people will remain outside the city.” She spoke quickly. “Emotions are running high, and we need to talk of many things. My brother and I will accompany you, along with my mate Dekton.”

Aelulip began to reply but Hwia held up her hand quickly. “The Queen is right.” She said.


“And you will turn Nayeca over to us?” Aelulip barked.


Aihola shook her head. “No. She will remain with my friends outside the city until after we have talked.” She said. 


“That is not acceptable!” Aelulip snapped. “She is…”


Hwia nodded. “Very well,” She spoke overriding her younger counterpart.


Aihola turned to Daniel. “Set up a small camp outside the city limits Daniel.” She spoke. “Make sure our people remain in place.”


Danny nodded and swept his arm in front of Nayeca and Anuk, ushering them back. “No problem.”


This may not be a good idea Little Drow. Dekton told her.


Perhaps… but it is something we need to do. Aihola told him. Don’t you trust me?

You and Tari I trust with my life. He answered. Your people however have yet to instill a great deal of trust in me.


Then perhaps we should find out why. Aihola said with a smile.


Dekton shook his head. And you call Tarifa reckless?

Aihola turned back to Hwia. “Please… lead on.”

SPARTA


“Dysea… how… how is he?” Aricia’s voice was full of worry, even through the monitor she looked at. She could see her gripping Anja’s hand tightly, and through the video connection Dysea could detect the tenseness of her body. Looking at them sitting together thousands of miles away and not able to be here with her and Martin was pulling at them hard. Dysea also noticed for the first time how breathtakingly beautiful Aricia truly was. She lowered her psychic shields and sent waves of love and reassurance through the connection they shared, seeing them visibly relax at the table where they sat.


“He is stable Little Wolf.” Dysea spoke with a gentle smile. “He was holding up a thousand pound block of concrete with his back to keep it from crushing a young girl and I beneath him. He lost a great deal of blood from many cuts, but he is resting now. The doctors say he is already healing extraordinarily fast, and they say he will be awake and moving by mid day tomorrow.”


“He is pig headed Dysea, you must make him do what the doctors tell him.” Anja said.


“I will Melyanna.” She answered with a smile. “If he does not I will tell him that you will return to Sparta to personally supervise his recovery.” Her eyes turned to Aricia. “Little Wolf that was an excellent tactical move, having Lander lock down the city.”


Aricia smiled. “I was only doing what Martin asked of me.” She replied.


“That you thought of it at all knowing he had been injured and we might have possibly been buried alive is incredible.” Dysea spoke. She turned as Hali brought her the mug of hot tea and squeezed her shoulder.


“How many?” Aricia asked soberly.


Dysea sipped her tea first, allowing the liquid to chase away the chill in her body. She lifted her head to the screen, “Two hundred sixty-nine dead.” She answered. “Another three hundred and eighty wounded, some not expected to make it through the night. Of the dead… fifty six were children younger than twelve.” Dysea couldn’t help the tears that came now, her entire system crashing after the last few hours of adrenalin rush. “They… they came to see… they came to see us.”


“Dysea you…” Anja started.


“No!” Aricia snapped surprising everyone with the tone of her voice. Dysea’s head came up and she stared at the monitor. “Martin would not expect this from us! We are Queens of Sparta! He would expect us to act like it!”


“Little Wolf… she…” Anja began to say.


“She feels responsible!” Aricia said. “I know! We all feel responsible in some fashion Anja my love, even you and I and we were not even there! Our beloved… our King… he loves us so deeply for a multitude of reasons, but the most important escapes us now.”

“What do you mean?” Anja asked. 

“He knows… he knows we are strong individually, and even stronger when we are together in our actions! He is a Lycavorian, the son of King Leonidas… and he would not expect us to weep. He would expect us to act! When we are… when we are alone… and he is holding us in his arms… then we can weep and mourn. I know… I know I am still very young, and I have much to learn… but I… I know this is what he would want us to be.”

Anja stared at her for a long moment, her jade green eyes wide. Dysea took a deep breath where she sat staring too at the youngest of the Queens the man they all loved had chosen.


“She is so very right.” Dysea said softly, the strength returning to her voice now. “The youngest of us all and it is she that speaks with the true voice of a Queen.”

Aricia looked at her from within the monitor. “Dysea I did not mean to…”


Dysea smiled lovingly. “You are correct though Little Wolf.” She spoke. “And that is why you are Nauta Melme’s favorite and most cherished.”


Aricia’s eyes went wide. “Me?” She gasped unbelievingly. “I… I don’t think that is the case… I merely state what we all know in our hearts to be true. Martin is injured… and he would expect his Spartan Queens to rule in his stead.”


“And so we shall.” Dysea said. She took another long sip of tea and took a deep breath. She had been Queen to thousands for so long, and now she was Queen to trillions more, as were they all, and now she needed to start acting like it once more. “The Senate will undoubtedly move quickly if Autolycus has his way. He will attempt something to wrench power from him, I feel it, and that I will not allow.”


“We can trust no one except The Guardian and his father.” Aricia said softly, returning to her chair within the monitor. “Is he there?”

“He has left Sparta.” Dysea said. “He told Kenny and Cody that he had someone to see. We can track him, but currently he is outside the city limits, and I don’t know what he is doing.”

“Dysea… you don’t think…” Anja said.

“No!” Dysea spoke quickly. “He and his father were nearly killed by the same explosion, and by all reports they saved dozens of lives right after. It has been his single goal in life, to protect Martin, to protect what he is. He forsakes his wife and children to do this.” Dysea shook her head. “Whatever he is doing, I am sure it is only in Martin’s benefit. I saw his face Melyanna… I saw his face when Martin’s father appeared to us; the love and devotion to a dead King that only he serves now. He is one of only a handful that we can trust at the moment.”

“I was able to probe this Deval asshole pretty deeply.” Anja spoke softly. “It was not pleasant and I was not able to get a lot out of him before they killed him, but I was able to discover three things. They have found a reactor they can use to activate the defenses on EDEN, and they are very suspicious of the mission Aihola is leading. They don’t know exactly what is going on, but they suspect something.”

“We must move quickly.” Aricia spoke confidently. “Dysea you said that Martin believes the vampire witch’s brother is already on his way here?”

Dysea nodded. “It is a feeling he has.” She replied. 

“And it will be three weeks before the Lycavorian people can get here?” Aricia said.

“That is what he told me.” Dysea spoke. “This talk of space ships and numbers is beyond me, but I believe he knows what is going on. Ever since he was touched by his father it is almost as if he has a heightened sense of things. I caught him wandering with his mind, seeing things, images that were as beautiful as they were amazing. His aura… it is clearer, stronger and so much more pure. When he first touched me after Thermopylae it was as if this huge warm blanket engulfed me in a cocoon. I have never felt anything so welcoming and filled with love.” Dysea looked at them in the monitor. “Melyanna… do you believe Aihola’s mission is threatened?”

Anja shook her head quickly. “I don’t think they know exactly what is going on.” She replied. “That doesn’t mean they won’t find out. Tarifa is passing on to Aihola what has happened right now. Aihola is meeting with the Drow Elders. They weren’t… they weren’t particularly happy to see her it seems.”

“Graham?” Dysea asked.
Anja chuckled cruelly. “Lynwe disposed of him.” She said. “From what I understand it wasn’t at all pleasant and had to do with peeling his skin off and then letting him roast in the sun a little at a time. She was unable to get any additional information from him. I’ll let Tarifa know to have them stay even more alert and I’ll have Ben do some high altitude recons over the northern part of Alliance territory.”

“The pilots and members of Tareif’s division are standing by on a one hour notice.” Aricia said. “We can be airborne in ninety minutes should the need arise.”

“We?” Dysea asked.

“I will be going with them.” Aricia said matter of factly.

Dysea smiled at her through the monitor. “Our Little Wolf isn’t so little anymore is she Melyanna?” 

Anja smiled and Dysea saw her squeeze Aricia’s hand while Aricia’s face blushed red even under her deep tan. “No she isn’t.” Anja said. “She still tastes wonderful though.”

Dysea smiled. “And I look forward to the day when I will taste her again myself.”

Aricia was blushing madly now and she smiled. “Stop it both of you.” She said shyly. “Or I will make you both pay dearly.”
Dysea smiled seductively looking at the monitor. “Is that a promise Little Wolf?” She asked.

“I am going to remain here in Eden with Tarifa, Lynwe and Selene to coordinate.” Anja spoke with a smile. “Tarifa and Selene have begun contacting dozens of other elf tribes and clans across the globe, urging them to make their way here to Eden. Lynwe and I… Lynwe and I have begun acting on intelligence in regards to vampire agents within Eden. I’ve instructed Admiral Wallace to begin putting together plans to retake EDEN if Martin wants to go that way.”
“Tarifa’s father and I have been refining the operation to fly north.” Aricia spoke. “We will continue to do so until Aihola calls for extraction.”

Dysea looked at Anja in the monitor. “What is wrong Melyanna?” She asked.

Anja looked at her platinum blond lover in the transmission. “I… I experienced an odd sensation when I withdrew from Deval’s mind as they killed him. It affected me strangely and when Lynwe touched me right after it touched her as well.”

“What was it?” Dysea asked seeing Aricia look at Anja.

Anja shook her head. “I don’t know.” She looked at Dysea in the transmission and then at Aricia. She would never keep anything from these women, especially Aricia. “It… it was hot… like a fever… and when Lynwe touched me to steady me afterwards it passed to her.”
“You aren’t sick my love.” Aricia said.

Anja nodded. “I know… that’s why it was very strange. I will talk to her about it more, and perhaps discuss it with Peder. He is our resident vampire expert.”

“You said you were able to gleam three things from Deval Melyanna.” Dysea spoke. “What else did you discover?”

Anja looked at her. “Whoever this traitor is in Sparta, he or she is very high up Dysea. They killed him before I could get a clearer picture, and I don’t think Deval knew the identity, but he did know this person was important. And he also knew of an assassin in Sparta, Yuri’s personal henchman so to speak.”

Dysea nodded. “I figured as much. Whoever placed the bomb must have been watching us for several weeks.” She said. “Why is this important?”

“Whoever they are Dysea, they are Lycavorian.” Anja spoke.

Dysea looked at her for a long moment. “I will contact the Holy One.”


Atropos rubbed his large hand over his face as he sat up in bed. His home was situated in the mountains that surrounded Sparta, and only a handful of people knew how to reach it. He had built it in secret as a hunting cabin for himself and his brothers and father. When he had been exiled for his supposed crime this is where he had come. He did not stray far from this home unless he needed supplies, and then he made the four hour trip to Athens to purchase what he needed. He had forged a life for himself working in Athens as an enforcer of sorts for the largest criminal organization. The money had afforded him the opportunity to outfit the cabin in a comfortable fashion, but it still remained very Spartan like. Andreus stayed in touch with him weekly, passing information and news to him whenever he could. He had not heard from his brother in nearly two months now, but he was not concerned as there had been stretches where Andreus had not come calling for months at a time. 

Atropos was nearly two thousand years old, his skin weathered and deeply tanned, but he remained in superb physical condition from his constant training regime. He rose every morning at this time and shifted into wolf form, running through the mountains for miles, before coming back to his home to work his small garden and immerse himself in the thousands of books and scrolls Andreus and others had brought him. He had not been a very good student in his youth, preferring the brutal life of a Spartan warrior over schooling, and his education had been sorely lacking.


When she had come into his life, everything had changed.


Atropos turned his head and looked at her bare shoulder, the sheet barely covering her lithe tanned body. Her long brown hair splayed across his pillows like satin, her figure causing his groin to stir even this early in the morning. A thousand years of life separated them, but this female wolf had been the only female to ever stir his blood. And she was the reason for his dishonor and exile.


The first moment they had laid eyes upon each other they had known. She had not even reached the age of consent yet, and her exuberance and bubbly personality had entranced him from the first day. He fought his feelings for so long, burying them deep. She was considered too young to be taken by an Alpha as a mate, and the younger males were lining up at her door to petition her father for her hand a decade before she came of age. It was only Atropos, who held her heart and her eye however, and when he could contain his love and emotions for her no longer, they had broken the one Spartan Law that was treasured above all others. No female wolf would be taken as a mate before she reached the age of consent, as it was deemed too emotionally taxing for them to make those types of decisions on their own. It was a ridiculous law they both knew, and it only served to push them closer together. 


Their third time together they had been discovered by her father and Atropos was given a choice; to confess to attempting to rape her and being exiled and dishonored, or being put to death and her alongside him for fornicating in such a manner before she reached the age of consent.


The decision was easy for Atropos, as he valued her life far more than his own. He endured the exile and the banishment with a stoic nature, never saying anything to refute the charges against him. When it became clear her father intended to dishonor his entire family, Atropos rebelled for only a few days, until his father demanded he accept the offer given to him. It was a horrible day in his life, being abandoned by his own father, and it hardened Atropos to all others around him. He kept watch over her from a distance for five years, until they day she was betrothed to another Alpha. It was then that Atropos lost almost all hope for their future, whatever it may be. He had returned to this very cabin, and on the day he was going to take his own life she came to him, so young and beautiful and mated. She swore her love to him for all time, and begged him not to leave her.


That had been five hundred years ago, and now she came to him at least once a month and they spent several days renewing their love. Her mate was always busy with his other female toys and hardly ever showed her affection. She endured his pawing of her at times, but all of that was washed away when she fell into his arms. It was she who had insisted he become educated and schooled, and many times they would lie around his home naked and reading to each other from some ancient novel or scroll. She had bore him two children, sons that he had never seen because of her position, and she kept them far out of her mate’s reach. They were now part of the new Spartan Royal Guard, under his brother’s command. The descendant of Leonidas had returned, and not just any descendant, but the unborn son of Leonidas. They had been close enough to Sparta to be overwhelmed by the telepathic message that had covered the city, and like many of Sparta’s citizens they were still in awe of what and who their people really were. They had spent last night gazing at the stars for hours until the chill had chased them inside and into bed.

Atropos leaned over her bare shoulder and nibbled her skin gently, causing her to push back against him with a smile. “Go!” She whispered out with half closed eyes. “I will be here when you return Old Man.”


Atropos grinned at her pet name for him and slid out from under the covers, tucking them back in around her. He watched as she rolled over, embracing his pillow and pulling it close to her chest and face with a look of contentment.


Atropos padded into the small bathroom and turned on the dim light, going to the sink and splashing water over his craggy face. His home always smelled of her strongly while she was here, and it lasted for days even after she had gone. The sweet smell of Lilacs filled his nostrils and he breathed deeply, her essence filling him as it always did. Then he detected it. It was faint… like musky cedar wood… and it set off alarms all through his head. He turned quickly, turning off the light and moving silently to the bed.

He placed his hand over her soft lips firmly, her eyes flying open. Lilika stay in here. He whispered to her within their telepathic link.


Atropos! Is it…


I don’t know. It is a scent I have not smelled in many years. Remain here my love. Protect yourself if need be. He took the small pistol from the table next to the bed and pressed it into her hand. Do not move unless you have too. Whoever this is, they are old enough to detect even the slightest shit in the wind. Let me lead them away.


Atropos be careful!


He nodded and his fingers found the shaft of his Nehtes by the bed. He moved slowly across the room to the door and tried to catch the scent and localize the position of whoever was in his home. It was oddly familiar to him, like he had smelled it before, but he could not place it. Atropos swept his hand across the door panel and it slid open soundlessly.


The rest of the home was dark, only the half moon providing any light, and that only in small slivers coming through the two windows. His hand griped his Nehtes tightly, ready to extend it and attack as he stepped into the main room lightly on the balls of his feet.

“Do you always greet family in such a way Atropos?” The deep male voice echoed from the darkness.


Atropos’s head snapped around towards the kitchen and he saw the shadowy figure in the doorway. By then he knew it was too late. He heard the soft whistle at the last second before the extended Nehtes shaft slammed down on his wrist with a loud crack. Atropos grunted in pain, his fingers going numb as he dropped his own Nehtes, hearing it roll across the floor. The powerful hand grasped his arm and Atropos felt himself sailing through the air. He landed with a loud grunt and the shattering of his small coffee table beneath him, the breath leaving his chest in a rush. He made to scramble back to his feet but froze when he felt the tips of two Nehtes press against the flesh of his chest. His mind flashed quickly, stunned that two attackers could get inside his home and he would not detect them until after they had attacked.


Atropos winced as the lights came on and he was staring at the stern eyes of two Spartan in full combat armor, the only portion of their faces exposed from under their helms were their dark unfriendly eyes. They held their Nehtes against his chest from both sides, and Atropos quickly decided he would not be able to get them both before one ran him through.


“Meet two of the Royal Guard nephew.” The voice spoke again. “Forgive their rather forceful introduction, but someone just tried to murder their King and Queen and they are not in a very good mood. Neither am I for that matter.”


Atropos saw the tall figure come into view and his eyes widen. “Uncle Dymas!” He exclaimed. 


Walter moved around the side of the couch and looked down at him. “You remember me Atropos.” He spoke. “That makes me very happy.”


“Andreus told me you had returned.” Atropos spoke. “What… why are you here? Why have you broken into my home?”


“The better question nephew is why you are still here?” Walter spoke settling onto the couch.


“Let him go!” The female voice barked from behind them.


Atropos noticed that only his uncle turned his head to the sound, and not at all in a surprised fashion. Lilika stood in the doorway the small handgun leveled at the two hulking Spartan Royal Guards, one of Atropos’s shirts thrown loosely on her naked body.


“Lilika no!” Atropos yelled.


Walter’s eyes widened slightly when he called her name and then understanding washed over him. He turned back to Atropos. “So this is why you haven’t left Sparta.” He said. “And no doubt this is the source of your dishonor.”


“She has nothing to do with this!” Atropos yelled. “I am the one at fault. I forced her to come here!”


Walter got slowly to his feet. “The third mate of Midlan.” He said softly. “I should have put it together a long time ago.”

“I said let him go!” Lilika barked again, her voice wavering nervously. “I will kill you if you hurt him! I swear it!”


Walter smiled gently. “Yes… I’m sure you would.” He said. “Lower your weapon young lady. Do you honestly think I came here with only two men? I have much more respect for my nephew’s skills than that.”


Lilika froze as the barrel of the K12 pressed gently to her temple from the side. Dysea stepped from the shadows of the room, her hand holding the K12 rock steady. She held out her hand. “I would prefer you did not shoot my guards in the back, so please give me the weapon.” She said softly.


Lilika’s eyes went just as wide as Atropos’s and they both gasped at the same time. “My… my Queen!” Atropos spoke stunned.


Dysea’s emerald eyes turned to him as she reached forward and took the small weapon from Lilika’s hands. One of the Royal Guard removed his Nehtes from Atropos’s chest and stepped back to where Dysea handed him the small sidearm. “Let him up.” Dysea said returning her K12 to the holster on her hip.

Dysea looked at Walter and saw him nod. She had contacted him immediately after speaking with Anja and Aricia. He told her where he was and what he was doing, and she had come directly to meet him. It had not taken them very long to traverse the distance to Atropos’s home, but it had taken some time to get inside the house once they had fallen asleep. She watched as Atropos got slowly to his feet before she took three steps toward him and hit him with the single punch that connected with his jaw and sent him reeling back against the wall, smashing several pictures and flower pots from the force of the blow. She heard Lilika cry out in alarm and move to help him, but Walter grabbed her arms and held her in place as Dysea stepped up to the stunned Atropos and grabbed his throat. Her anger gave her strength, and when combined with her natural elf strength and the pure wolf genes coursing through her veins it was enough to shove him back violently against the wall, his bottom lip bloody.


“My mate… my King is at this moment in a hospital bed!” Dysea growled, her eyes now changed and her fangs extended fearsomely. “Your brother lies seriously wounded at our villa, and over two hundred and fifty of our people are dead! More than that wounded! I want answers and I will not leave this place until I have them. If I have to carve them out of your flesh I will do so!”


Atropos glared at her, seeing her rage and smelling the blood pounding through her veins. In all his years he had never smelled a more powerful Alpha female, with the exception of his sister. The only difference was that this she-elf had discovered her inner power and was not afraid to use it.

“I… I would never plot against my King!” Atropos hissed. “We were just as… we were just as overjoyed as everyone when we heard and felt who he really was.”


“How do I know that?” Dysea snarled at him. “You obviously have no qualms about breaking laws or rules, as the wife of a married man is sharing your bed!”


“I am no wife of Midlan!” Lilika screamed. “I suffer his touch only so that I may be with the man who is my true mate! Let him go! If you wish to fight, I will fight you!”


Walter chuckled. “Your time with my nephew has certainly granted you some of his more dull witted responses.” He spoke. “You could no more hope to defeat the Queen then anyone in Sparta. We have come here for answers to questions that we have. Something is wrong with our city, and the answers to discover what that is begin with you two.”


Dysea looked at Atropos her emerald wolf eyes bright. “Look me in the eye and tell me what has happened is not of your doing. You are the brother of one who I love in Aricia, a Queen of Sparta… and you are the brother to my mate’s Royal Captain. Tell me you had no knowledge of this attack Atropos. Tell me that.”


“On my life and that of my sons, I had nothing to do with any attack against my King.” Atropos spoke calmly. “And were I to find who was I would gut them where they stood.”


Walter looked confused and his eyes went back and forth between Atropos and Lilika. “Atropos you have no children.” He said finally. “What are you…” His eyes went wide and he turned to Lilika. “Your… your two sons are not Midlan’s?”

Lilika drew herself up straight. “I would no more bear that bastard a child than I would take a snake into my bed.” She announced. “My sons are the product of our love.” She stepped past the Spartan and moved next to Atropos. “The love we have shared for over five hundred years.”


Dysea stepped back from Atropos, lowering her hands to her side. “The time has come for the truth to come out.” She spoke. “And it begins with you.”


Atropos looked at Lilika as she took his hand. “I no longer wish to hide my love for you.” She said softly. “I don’t care about some silly law. I want our sons to know who their father is. I want to walk the streets at your side Atropos. It… it is time for truth now.”


Atropos lifted her hands to his bloody lips and kissed them gently. “Go and make tea.” He spoke to her. He turned to Dysea. “The Queen of Sparta has come for a visit and we must be gracious.” He pushed off the wall and stood straight and tall, Lilika’s eyes filling with love as the proud and strong man she had fallen in love with all those years ago returned in the blink of an eye. “My Queen… uncle…” He motioned to the table near the kitchen area. “We will need to sit for this.”
CANADA


“What do you think they are talking about?” Anuk asked her eyes focused on Aihola, Nayeca, Vengal and Dekton.


They had set up the small camp in the nearest treeline bordering Kelwood. Security teams of two were posted and the others were making small fires to cook. Danny sat with his back against a thick tree, Anuk sitting between his legs as they finished the last of the ration pack they had shared. Melancton had eaten and amazingly had gone right to sleep a few meters away.
Dan glanced over to where they were sitting.


“Whatever it is, it doesn’t look good.” He answered holding out the canteen for her.


Anuk broke the snack bar she held in half and took the canteen as she handed him half of the bar. “I was thinking that too.” She said.


“I get the feeling that Aihola isn’t real happy with the way these Drow are reacting to us being here.” Dan said as he bit into the snack bar. “They were ready to kill Nayeca on the spot.”


Anuk let her cerulean blue eyes settle on Nayeca, taking in the way she filled out her uniform and body armor. Anuk could smell the desire for her coming from Nayeca’s pores; she could hear Nayeca’s heart begin to race whenever she came close to her. Anuk had been sought after by many men in her young life, but Daniel was now the only man who would ever hold her heart let alone her body. Anuk had never been the object of another woman’s desire, and while she had never thought about such things, knowing that Nayeca wanted her caused small shivers to course through her. She felt Danny lean back against the tree and she shifted her body, leaning back against his hard chest and abdomen. Thinking back on her life these last months Anuk could only shake her head. Her father had kept her shielded for much of her life, but that had all changed when the slavers took her. She couldn’t believe what had happened in the few short months since Daniel had come into her life and she thanked the Gods everyday for him. 
Daniel was the largest man Anuk had ever seen, and she still marveled at how she was able to accept him entirely within her body. When he made love to her, Daniel made her body sing out its delight and exquisite pleasure, and it wasn’t only his huge manhood that did it. His hands could turn her to jelly all by themselves, and he never hesitated to explore her body with his lips and tongue. He was the kindest and most compassionate man she had ever met, and he was a werewolf; her werewolf. She was his only mate, and by his own words the only woman that burned within his blood. They were a couple set forth by the standards within Sparta, and by Lycavorian law. What Daniel had done to further show his love for her was marry her in a traditional elfin marriage ceremony when her parents had come to Sparta. It had been a private ceremony, only her parents and Daniel’s family present, but it had meant more to Anuk then he would ever know.
Anuk didn’t know what to make of what Nayeca made her feel, or the obvious signs that Nayeca was emitting to her unknowingly. Anuk turned between his legs tossing her own long legs over his to the side and she looked at Daniel’s handsome face, his dark eyes always making her shudder with adoration and love. They had sworn never to keep anything from each other, and that had only served to make their relationship stronger.

“Daniel?” She asked softly so that only he could hear her. “How… how did you feel when you knew Julie and Anja were together without you?”
Danny stopped chewing his snack bar and looked at her, detecting the seriousness of her question. He swallowed quickly and took a swig of water. “Honestly?” He asked. Anuk nodded as she too took a pull from the canteen. “It didn’t bother me.” He answered. “I knew they cared as much for each other as they did for me. Why?”

Anuk shrugged. “I was just curious.” She said shyly.

Danny smiled and lowered his head, nuzzling her neck and the sensitive outer edge of her elf ear. “It’s me Anuk.” He said softly.

Anuk closed her eyes and basked in the feelings his aura made wash over her, and she eagerly returned it with her own aura. She was becoming better and better at projecting her love and feelings towards him with her aura and it showed as she felt Danny’s arms pull her closer to him.

Anuk looked at him. “I know you have smelled the desire coming from Nayeca.” She said softly.

“You mean the desire for you.” Dan said with a smile. “That’s kind of hard to miss for a wolf as experienced as myself.” He said in a mockingly arrogant tone.

Anuk chuckled and punched him gently in his chest. “You can’t do arrogance Beloved.” Anuk said with a smile. “It doesn’t roll off your tongue convincingly enough.”
Dan echoed her chuckle. “It was worth a shot.” He said with a grin. “Why are you asking me this baby?”

“I’ve never… I’ve never had a woman desire me.” Anuk said softly. “It is strange.”

“If it makes you feel uncomfortable Anuk, just tell her.” Dan said.

Anuk shook her head. “It’s not that.” She said. “After all I’ve been through… and then finding you… I did not think anything could illicit a response from me.”

“And she does?” Dan asked.

Anuk looked at him quickly. “Not if it will make you angry!” She said.

Dan smiled and kissed her softly. “I am comfortable enough with myself Anuk. I can not feel for someone else what I feel for you, and I think you feel the same right?”

Anuk kissed him hard, her hands coming up to touch his face. “You know that to be true Beloved.” She said. “I am yours Daniel… for eternity.”

“My mother has a female lover.” Dan spoke seeing the look of surprise on Anuk’s face. He smiled. “Yeah… that’s what I said when my brother first told me.”
“Kaleena?” Anuk asked speaking of the dark haired young woman who was a regular fixture at their house, and always close by Daniel’s mother.

Dan nodded. “My father knows and you see how she is treated. Kaleena is one of our family members as far as everyone is concerned.” He said. “My brother suspects that my father and they may have spent time together, but that is none of our business.” He brushed some of her rust colored red hair from her face and traced her soft lips. “How you deal with Nayeca is entirely up to you baby.” He said. “I will support you in anything, you know that.”

Anuk smiled and leaned her head against his chest. “I am probably reading too much into it.” She said closing her eyes. “I’m sure it is nothing.”

“We have fourth watch, so get some sleep.” He told her with a smile while he pulled her even tighter. 


“Do you think they will attempt something tonight?” Vengal asked Aihola in a low whisper.


Aihola looked at him and shook her head. “I honestly don’t know.” She replied. “Hwia seemed to be the more reasonable of the two Elders, but this Aelulip… she is filled with more hate than I have seen. Even more than Lynwe first was.”


Vengal looked at Dekton. “You have remained unusually silent my friend.” He spoke.


Dekton met his eyes. “Unfortunately… I am in no better a position of knowledge than Aihola.” He said. “Their scents tell me they will attack us tonight, at least some of them, but then again I have no proof. This Aelulip is not happy in the least that I have taken Aihola as my mate. And it infuriates her more when we refer to Tarifa in any way.”


“Is she a vampire?” Vengal asked.


Dekton shook his head. “No, of that I am certain. But some of them harbor quite a hatred for anything that does not subscribe to what they believe.”


“Or have been told.” Aihola said. 


Dekton looked at her. “You believe that this Aelulip is preaching hate Little Drow?” He asked.


Aihola nodded. “I could see it in her eyes.” She said. “She wants my mother’s medallion as well. It is the symbol of the Queen… the sign of leadership of my people. I believe there is a deep division of the Drow, those that side with Hwia and those that side with Aelulip. Who is stronger I can not say. I do know that Aelulip wants this medallion.” Aihola said caressing the ruby studded medallion. “With it she can claim leadership of the Drow.”


“But you are the Queen’s daughter.” Vengal spoke. “Everyone would know she took it from you, the rightful leader.”

Aihola nodded. “Perhaps… but something tells me she doesn’t care, and nor do those that follow her.” She looked at Nayeca who had sat quietly so far. “Nayeca can you shed any light on this?”


Nayeca looked at her. “Things were not this bad when I was exiled my Queen.” Nayeca spoke. “Aelulip had a small following of traditional Drow, those that believed they could not deviate far from old Drow law. Yet they were few in number, nothing more. She has gained much power since then.” Nayeca took a deep breath. “Hwia has always been the wiser of the two, but her strength is waning, that much is obvious.”


“We should pull back much further.” Vengal spoke, “The next closest city. It would provide us a better defensive position.”


Dekton nodded. “I agree.” He said. “Unless they strike with overwhelming force, they will do nothing more than get their soldiers killed. That does not bode well for us. We can’t order our people to not defend themselves. And the Spartans among us would immediately go on automatic and neutralize any threat in the area. It is bred into us my love.”


Aihola nodded. “I know.” She said softly. “We’ll come back to that.” She said. “I’m more concerned about this information Tarifa has sent us.”


“Dienekes has already sent two teams of snipers back along our path. They will set up in different positions covering the most likely avenues into this valley.” Vengal spoke. “I sent a team of five southeast as well. I can not spare more, it will leave you entirely too under strength here.”

“They have decided upon a new extraction route and I approved it.” Aihola spoke. “It means more trips with our Raptors and transports, but it will keep us out of Alliance territory on the return trip to Eden.”


“I recommend a Bravo Light camp.” Dekton spoke.


Aihola looked at him. “Do you really think they will attack Dekton?” She asked.


“If what you say about this Aelulip and her wanting the medallion, then yes. Anuk’s actions only served to infuriate them further.” Dekton answered. “I believe they will come, and I believe you, Anuk and Nayeca will be the targets of that raid. And anyone else that gets in their way they will have no qualms about killing.”


My love? Aihola reached out within her connection to Tarifa, who she knew had been listening quietly from their home in Eden.


I want to see your people join us almost as much as you Nya Istel. Tarifa answered. But is it worth risking your life and the lives of everyone there?


We have come so far though. Aihola said.


And we will go further. Tarifa told her. Dekton speaks the truth Nya Istel. A Bravo Light camp allows you to be extra cautious and still remain in the area to pursue talks. However… if the Alliance gains more credible information of your location there in Canada you will need to leave immediately. 


Martin? Aihola asked.


Dysea says he is recovering quickly. Tarifa answered. I have come to realize he is a very hard man to kill.


Aihola saw Dekton smile and nod his head. That he is. He spoke within their connection.


Keep us updated my love. Aihola told her. And I will do as you ask me.


I will contact you the moment new information comes in. Tarifa said. I truly do not want to lose either of you so please be careful. I do not wish to, but I will descend on that city with every division we have here if I need to. And I will raze it to the ground to get you both back.


Aihola smiled at the forceful and commanding tone of Tarifa’s words and she looked at Dekton seeing his smile as well. And that is why we love you so much. She replied. We will be extra cautious.


Thank you Nya Istel, Tarifa said. I will leave you to finish your plans.

Aihola looked at Vengal. “We’ll make a Bravo Light camp.” She said. “Pass the word silently but quickly. Full darkness is almost upon us, and they will undoubtedly wait until the early morning hours when they think we will be less alert.”


 “And the Rules of Engagement my Queen, what are they?” Vengal asked.

Aihola looked at him, her amber eyes flint hard and unforgiving. “If they wish to attack us then they will suffer for it. Our people are weapons free General. Pass that word as well.”

Vengal nodded slowly. “Perhaps we are over reacting, but I will let everyone know.” He got up and faded into the slowly darkening forest like a ghost.


“Nayeca… make your way back to Daniel and Anuk. Stay close to them.” Aihola spoke.


“My Queen, why did you not just turn me over to them?” Nayeca asked softly. “It might not have come to this if you had.”


Aihola nodded, “Perhaps.” She said. “I don’t particularly care for being bullied around however, and turning you over to them would have been flat out wrong.”


“I did… I did break our laws.” Nayeca said.


“Refusing to be raped is not breaking any law that I know of.” Aihola snapped. “Not that any civilized people follow.”


Nayeca nodded slowly and turned to move to where Daniel and Anuk had set their small fire. Dekton moved closer to Aihola, wrapping his arms around her shoulders and pulling her into his embrace. He leaked his aura out enough to engulf her and she melted into his arms with a blissful sigh, feeling him course through her veins.


“You have acted as a Queen would Little Drow. Never doubt that.” He told her softly.


“I guess the excitement of seeing more of my people overcame the knowledge that they might not have changed a whole lot.” Aihola said.


“Then you will change those that wish to be changed.” Dekton said.


“And those that don’t want to change?” Aihola asked looking up into his beautiful dark blue eyes, “What about them my love Dekton?”


“They will either conform to the majority, or they will die by the blade and gun.” Dekton told her. “Your people are formidable warriors Little Drow, but even they can not stand alone against the vampires, and the same slaughter that claimed your mother will claim those that do not wish to change and move forward.”

Aihola nodded, wrapping her arms around the only man she had ever truly loved in her life. “That is what I’m afraid of.”

Dekton nuzzled her hair, his rough cheek scraping against her sensitive elf ear and he pulled her even closer. “Save those you can Little Drow.” He said softly. “They will be the ones worth saving, for they will want to be saved.”


“And what about the rest of them,” Aihola asked closing her eyes.


“As I believe our King would say, they can go right straight to hell.” Dekton told her.

SPARTA


“…came to me once he discovered that Lilika and I had been meeting secretly for over a year.” Atropos spoke his hands wrapped around the mug of now cold tea. The sun was up and shining brightly into the small house. Lilika sat next to him, her shoulder touching his bare arm. Dysea had listened intently, but also taking the time to see how she looked at him as he spoke. The love in her hazel eyes for Atropos was very evident, regardless of their extreme difference in age. Dysea knew it was severely looked down upon for a wolf as old as Atropos to even think of courting a female over a thousand years younger than him. It was one of the things she had first learned when coming to Sparta, and she had yet to see it until this morning. The feeling and adoration floated between the two of them as easily as any younger couple she had seen since being in Sparta. Atropos’s aura wrapped around Lilika with ease, enveloping her protectively, possessively, and Lilika basked in that feeling Dysea saw.


“It was Autolycus who suggested to my father that he say Atropos attempted to rape me.” Lilika spoke now. “They knew I would never tell anyone he had raped me. They knew I loved him, and they sent me away to Athens until after they had plotted and schemed and got their way. When I returned to Sparta I found out I was to be Midlan’s mate, that my father had promised my hand to him. I was livid and refused to go through with it. Autolycus told me he would have the charge upgraded to rape if I did not do as I was told. Atropos would be put to death and his family striped of everything. I could not bear to watch as they killed the man I loved, so I agreed.”


“Then how did Autolycus have your family dishonored?” Dysea asked.


“It happened over a period of several years. He was very ingenious about it.” Atropos replied. “Rumors here… stories there. Finally the Senate voted on it and took everything from my parents. My brothers were allowed to remain as Centurions though they did not want to. I told them I would beat them within an inch of their lives if they left the service of Sparta. They dishonored me… I accepted that. But attacking my family later was not in the agreement I made.”


“Agreement?” Walter said leaning forward, “Agreement with whom?”


Atropos looked at him surprised. “You don’t know?” He asked shocked. “I thought that was one of the reasons you were here.”


“This is the first we have heard of any agreement.” Walter spoke. “The facts in regards to your case are very general and all circumstantial. And the King did not find the confession you signed with the records.”


“The King?” Atropos spoke looking at his uncle. “Why would the King of Sparta have any interest?”


“He has claimed Aricia as his mate, and she has claimed him as well.” Dysea replied. “He claimed her under the Centennial of the Moon as he claimed me and Anja that same night. Not to mention that the three of us are… we are very close.”

Atropos looked at Dysea his eyes wide as he understood her meaning and the fact she was not shy about it in the least. “He knew she was dishonored, and still he did this?” Atropos asked not believing what he was hearing.


Dysea smiled. “Nauta Melme is not one to follow rules he does not like or that he feels are unjust.” She replied. “He no more cares that Little Wolf is supposedly dishonored than he cares that the sky is blue. He allows his heart to lead him in matters of love, and not some ridiculous laws.”


“Little Wolf?” Atropos asked.


Dysea nodded with a smile. “That is what we call her. It is our way of showing her our love and affection.”


Walter lifted his hand. “Tell us of this agreement?” He asked again.


Atropos looked at him and nodded. “Autolycus told me I would not face death and that my family would not bear the shame of what they said I did if I simply disappeared. He lied to me, and when I confronted him about it they told me I had to accept it or I would be put to death for rape. Even my own father demanded I accept the punishment. I have hated him ever since. What was I to do?”


“Is Autolycus working with the vampires?” Dysea asked pointedly.


Atropos met her gaze. “They both are.” He answered. “I discovered this many years later, but no one would believe me if I came forward. I would be arrested and silenced within hours of entering Sparta.”


“Then that means your…” Walter looked at him.


Atropos nodded his head. “My father has been working with the vampires as well. He is so possessed with getting his honor back that he would side with the devil himself, regardless of the cost to others.”


Dysea looked at Walter and they both turned to him. “We believe you.” Dysea spoke.


“Atropos… you say both of them are.” Walter spoke. “Are you speaking of Midlan?”


“Midlan?” Atropos snorted. “He’s a lap dog to his father! Lilika never even spoke to him unless she needed too. And every time he touched her I wanted to skin him for it!”


Lilika shook her head, her hands taking Atropos’s arm. “Midlan fancies himself superior, when in fact he is as dumb as a post.” She spoke. 


“Then who are you speaking of?” Walter asked.


Atropos looked at him. “I would have thought you knew Uncle. You knew the man he impersonates as Aristodermos.”

“What do you mean?” Walter asked a sinking feeling in his gut. “Aristodermos reclaimed his honor at Plataea, even though in my opinion he should have never been dishonored to begin with. The man could barely see. He only changed his name to Theron many years later to rid himself of the stigma. Are you saying Theron…” 

“Theron murdered the real Aristodermos three months after Plataea Uncle, and with the vampires help he assumed his identity.” Atropos spoke softly.

“Preposterous!” Walter exclaimed. “I have known the man for millennia! What you say is simply not true.”


“I watched him for two years once I was banished.” Atropos spoke. “It was he who stood beside Autolycus and demanded I agree to their terms! I watched him… and I saw him enter the vampire castle near Athens four times in those two years alone!”

“How could this be?” Walter asked not believing him.


“It is the vampire witch’s doing.” Atropos spoke, getting to his feet and moving to the low sofa. He reached down and shoved it aside, revealing a locked panel in the floor. He quickly dropped to one knee and dialed in a combination on the floor safe and yanked it open. He reached down up to his elbows into the safe and came back up a moment later with three very dusty and ancient looking books. He marched back to the table and dropped them in front of his uncle. “I stole these from the vampire castle centuries ago. They never knew I was there as I had planned the mission meticulously. They are entries into a journal of the vampire witch, and copies of reports she sent to her father.” He sat back down. “I never knew where she was sending them, but now we all do. When Xerxes was defeated, his father put her in charge, we now know that. They have always had abilities we can not explain, but now that we know who and what we are, it all seems rather plain. His face was surgically altered by the vampires to look exactly like Aristodermos and the witch used her own telepathic skills to imprint all of the memories of Aristodermos into this man so that he could act the part.”


“You can’t alter a scent Atropos.” Walter spoke. “Theron’s scent hasn’t changed in all the years I have known him.”


“Aristodermos’s scent glands were surgically removed and placed inside this man.” Atropos said. “It’s all in those reports Uncle. I did not know what they meant at the time, but I do now. The vampires have had a spy inside Sparta at the highest level for over two thousand years, and we were none the wiser.”


“But… but then who is he?” Walter asked. “If he is not Aristodermos… then who is he?”


“His name is Ephialtes.” The deep voice spoke from the door.

Dysea and the others spun around instantly and saw Martin and Andreus standing in the doorway of Atropos’s home. Lilika and Atropos immediately fell to one knee while Dysea nearly jumped from her chair and was in Martin’s arms in five steps. She nearly wept when he enveloped her with his aura, his arms pulling her tightly to him, burying his face in her platinum hair and nuzzling her throat.


Dysea pulled back quickly and looked up into his face. “Nauta Melme… you should…”


Martin smiled and pulled her back to him in a blistering kiss that had jolts of pleasure shooting through her in seconds. She melded into his embrace, pressing her body tightly against him and returned every ounce of the passion in the kiss. All the long hours of worry for him while he lay in the hospital, wondering what was going to happen to them if he died. Martin pulled away slowly, letting his tongue dance across her sweet lips a moment longer before her looked into her emerald eyes.


“I am fine Melda Min.” He told her. “A little sore… but the Chief Surgeon gave me a clean bill of health, as he did Andreus.”


Dysea looked at him and saw Andreus smile. “It helps when I have an elf mate who is one of the finest healers in Sparta.” He said. “She told me if I died on her so soon after claiming her under the Centennial of the Moon she would beat my ass. I believe her.”


Dysea couldn’t help but laugh and she reached out to hug Andreus quickly, surprising him somewhat, but she quickly returned to Martin’s embrace. Walter stepped up to him and put his hand on his shoulder, squeezing the thick muscle there.

“It is good to see you up and about.” He spoke genuine warmth in his voice. “Does anyone know you are here?”


Martin shook his head. “I left from the rear of the hospital and made my way by back alley to the villa. Andreus and I then cut through the mountains and made our way here. Everyone is still acting as if I am in the hospital room.”

“We came here to…” Walter started.


Martin nodded. “I know why you came here.” He said firmly, moving around Dysea and stepping over to where Atropos and Lilika remained on one knee, their heads bowed. “So you are Aricia’s brother Atropos.”

“Yes… yes Milord.” Atropos answered visibly shaken by the force of Martin’s aura. It pulsed with raw, unadulterated power.


“Tell me Atropos…” Martin spoke. “Is she worth everything you have put your family through? All the pain and whispered rumors, all the vile comments and dishonor your family has had to endure. Is she worth it?”


“Sire you…” Andreus stepped forward willing to defend his older brother but he stopped when Martin’s hand came up.


Atropos looked oddly at Martin. “I do not… I do not understand your question Milord.”


Martin backhanded Atropos viciously, sending the older Spartan sailing across the floor his body flipping over. Lilika cried out in horror and went to get up and run to him. Dysea’s hands stopped her as she felt what her beloved was doing. “No!” She spoke holding Lilika.


Atropos glared up at Martin as he stepped up to him. “Do not insult my intelligence Atropos!” Martin growled. “I asked you a question and I want an answer!”

“Milord I…” Atropos began to reply but Martin reached down and grabbed his shirt yanking him to his feet and body tossing him across the living room, flipping over the couch and slamming him into the far wall cracking his head. Lilika screamed again, struggling in Dysea’s grip.


Atropos rolled over and began to climb to his feet but froze when he heard the Nehtes extend and the spearhead press to his throat. He looked up into the face of his King seeing the calmest killing eyes he had ever witnessed in his long life.


“Do you know how many laws you have broken?” Martin snapped. “Do you know how many people you have hurt? This is the woman you are said to have tried raping, and here you are now, banging a married woman! The same woman that is responsible for every bad thing that has happened to your family in the last millennia! Answer me damn it!”


“Yes I know what I have done! I will not beg for forgiveness! I will not regret the love I have for her!” Atropos yelled, feeling the Nehtes pressed harder against his flesh.


“Then answer my fucking question or I will spill your blood in front of her!” Martin exclaimed. “Was she worth it?”


“Yes!” Atropos screamed. “Yes she is worth it! And she is worth far more than what I have suffered! I would do it again and not change a thing! Our love has given me two strong sons that will carry on my name when you execute me!” Lilika cried out at this. “I will accept whatever fate you deem for me; all I ask is that you allow my sons to carry my name!”


Martin pulled the Nehtes away from his throat instantly, collapsing it in the blink of an eye. “Good… but you are in no position to ask me for anything.” Martin said. “I’m glad she was worth it, for now you will stand before me in judgment. You will dig your Spartan armor out of whatever closet you have buried it in and you will report to the Senate Hall in two hours Atropos. You and Lilika will stand next to each other with your two sons and you will face judgment; my judgment as King.”


Atropos took a deep breath and nodded his head slowly. “I vowed I would never come forward until the Spartan King was among us once more.” He spoke. “I will do as you order sire, on whatever honor I may still have as a Spartan.”


“Good… because I intend to deal with that fucking traitor Ephialtes and all my other problems in one shot.” Martin spoke. “My city will no longer be divided!”

“Martin… Theron… he can’t be Ephialtes. That man was killed ten years after Thermopylae by Athenades of Trachis.” Walter spoke. “I was one of six who witnessed his remains before we gave out the reward.”


Martin looked at him. “The remains you saw were not Ephialtes.” He said. “The Oracle visited me last night in my thoughts. We had a rather revealing discussion Helen and I. She helped me to see many things, some that I had already figured out, and some that came as a complete surprise to me. As we speak she is mobilizing the Watchers and gathering all the information I need.”

“Information you need for what Nauta Melme?” Dysea asked softly, stepping up to him and touching his arm.


Martin turned to look at her, his eyes changed to the yellow gold of his wolf half. “The information I need to purge our city and make it safe once more Melda Min.” He turned to Walter again. “My father asked you not so long ago if you would provide me council if I ever needed it. Do you remember?”

Walter nodded. “A request I will honor until I breathe my last.” He answered.


“Then I ask that you become the Senior Polemarch of the Spartan Army.” Martin told him seeing the look in Walter’s eyes. 


In days of old the Senior Spartan Polemarch was second only to the King in command on the field of battle. It was the Senior Polemarch who would assume command if the King fell during battle and his authority to make tactical decisions was second only to that of the King.


“Martin… there are… there are many young officers who are better qualified than me for such a position of honor.” Walter said softly.


“You have served as Guardian of the Line since the death of my father.” Martin said. “You are a Spartan above all else, and I can think of no one with your experience to fill that position. Sparta is more your city than mine in many ways, and I ask that you help me take her back.”


Walter stared at the son of the King he had sworn to serve all those years ago. He remembered the look in Leonidas’s eyes on that battlefield of blood and death when he had asked him to watch over his bloodline and insure that it did not die; to insure that humans on earth would not perish at the hands of the vampire hordes. He took a deep breath and nodded his head, the swell of Spartan pride almost visible in his eyes. “So be it.” He said softly. “I accept.”


Martin nodded with a smile. “Good… I didn’t want to have to make it an order.”


“I have one request Milord.” Walter spoke.


Martin nodded. “Name it.”


“If what you… if what you say is true… I want the pleasure of butchering that traitorous bastard myself.” Walter spoke… feeling younger than he had in years. “I have three hundred messages to send to him!”


Martin grinned. “Consider it done.” He spoke. He turned back to Atropos. “Two hours! Do not be late… and if you decide to not show up… know that there will be no place on this planet where you will be safe.”


“I will be there.” Atropos spoke, Lilika holding to his arm tightly.


Martin nodded and grasped Dysea’s hand. “I will see you then.”


“…doctor is still not letting anyone in to see him.” Dilios spoke to the Senate members. “He says the King’s injuries are quite severe and he needs to rest if he is to survive. Spartan Royal Guards blanket the entire floor and if there is not a good reason for being there they will react accordingly.”


“So he is near death?” Theron asked from his Steward’s chair.


Dilios nodded. “It would appear so.” He answered solemnly appearing almost defeated in his actions.


Autolycus came to his feet. “We must hold a vote now on the One Ascension Law!” He exclaimed.


Dilios whirled around and glared at him. “The King is not dead!” He barked.


“You said yourself the doctors say he might not survive.” Autolycus spoke calmly. “Sparta can not go any longer without a King! The Alliance grows increasingly stronger every year, while our population grows normally! As King I will barter a solid agreement with the vampires that we retain our rights as a sovereign city state.”

“You wish to make peace with them!” Arete shouted coming to her feet. “After all they have done!”


“Yes! Peace is preferable to war and death!” Autolycus replied.


Dilios turned to look at Theron. “Do something!” He spoke.


“What would you have me do?” Theron answered. “Autolycus is within his rights to call a vote.”


“This is outrageous!” Another Senator snapped coming to his feet. “King Leonidas would never make peace with the vampires!”


“Leonidas is dead!” Autolycus screamed. “He has been dead for thousands of years! When will all of you see that? It was he who brought this upon us in the first place by facing Xerxes at Thermopylae. If he had accepted what Xerxes offered him, all of us would be wealthy and powerful beyond our imaginations!”


“You speak treason!” Dilios yelled.


“Treason?” Autolycus spoke. “We have been a divided city for millennia! I will bring us back together!”


“By forging an alliance with the vampires and bartering away our freedoms. You saw what all of us saw! They control thousands upon thousands of planets across the universe. Our people… our true people fight them even now!” Dilios demanded. 


Autolycus waved his hand. “And if the Lycavorian King had not revolted we would not be in this position. We would never have come here to this planet and built Sparta to what it was.”


“No we would still be slaves to the vampires!” Arete spoke.


“Better slaves than dead!” Autolycus snapped. His eyes saw the nodding of heads among the Senators. Many of them had not spoken just yet, only those most loyal to the bloodline of Leonidas had protested what he was saying. He felt his heart skip a beat as he realized he could pull this off and claim what he had wanted for centuries. “I like the vampires no more than those of you in this room, but what alternative to we have? I wish to see my son,” He motioned to where Midlan sat in the gallery, Aricia’s father next to him. “I wish to see my son have more children. I wish to see peace for our people. Fully half of our resources are expended in training and weapons of war. We have battled the vampires for centuries, continually losing men and women who would still be with us if things were different.”

“They died for Sparta!” Dilios yelled. “In service to those they loved and honored. Protecting what we have!”


“And look where it has gotten us!” Autolycus roared. “Our population has increased by only twenty-two percent in two thousand years! We have allowed elves to join our culture; even humans have been brought into the fold now and this has only weakened our people!”


“That is a lie!” Arete screamed.


“Is it?” Autolycus said. “We were strong once, when all we had in our ranks were our own people; Spartans of pureblood. Now we are nothing but mongrels, no better than dogs really.” He walked down to the floor of the Hall and looked at the men and women. “I can provide us with leadership that will see our people grow once more.”


“You think the vampires will allow that?” Dilios spoke. “You are a fool!”


“I have the assurance of the Vampire Prefect,” Autolycus answered quickly, “And a document signed by the Vampire Princess herself.” This news sent a wave of murmurs through the men and women. “All she demands is that we stop fighting them at every turn, and bow to the will of her father the High Lord.”

“You would make us slaves to the vampires once more!” Dilios yelled, “How can you even bring this forward to this Senate?”


“Now is the time!” Autolycus spoke. “The vampire princess is going to move against the rebellious elf clans in North America with her new genetically engineered vampire soldiers. These soldiers are stronger and tougher than anything we have faced in the past. When she defeats the elves with her new vampire soldiers, we will be all that is left. Do you wish to die or see your grandchildren grow to adulthood?”


“I wish my grandchildren to be free, and not have to submit to vampire rule and slavery.” Dilios snapped. 


“Your people would not be slaves.” The voice spoke from the side and all their heads turned to see the tall lean man enter the Hall with two others. That they were vampires was obvious, the wolves could smell them easily.


Dilios glared at Autolycus. “You bring our enemy to this Hall!” He screamed. “You commit treason before the yes of this very Senate body.”


“I offered the Prefect protection to come here and tell all of you himself what I am trying to tell you.” Autolycus spoke.


The vampire prefect stepped forward, his skin pale in the light. His black hair was slicked back, his obsidian eyes evil. “I speak with the voice of Princess Yuri and Prince Xerxes of the Vampire High Coven.” He spoke calmly. “I come here under the banner of truce. Prince Xerxes is only five days away from earth with ships and soldiers. Your people will be outnumbered five or six to one when combined with the Princess’s new troops. Prince Xerxes offers you a truce. Submit to the will of his father, and turn over the descendant of Leonidas, and he gives you his word Sparta will be spared, and in fact rewarded.”

“And we are supposed to believe you!” Dilios snarled. “After all that your people have done and continue to do?”


“The rebellion that goes on off this planet is none of your concern.” The Prefect spoke calmly. “You have an opportunity to become a model for others across the universe. Work with us and you will not be destroyed.”


“As your slaves, as so many of our people still are!” Arete snapped.


“Many of your kind have come to see what we represent and work with the High Coven willingly.” The Prefect spoke.


“Then they are traitors!” Another Senator popped.


“They know they can’t fight us.” The Prefect told them. “And they cherish their lives more than death.”


“We have fought you!” Dilios barked. “Our people have fought you across the stars!”


The Prefect nodded. “Yes and where has that got you? The rebellion has no interest in this planet or those of you here. If they did why have they left you alone and on your own for so many millennia?” He stepped closer to Dilios. “Even now… they have no ships coming to your aide. They have left you and the descendant of Leonidas to fight and die for yourselves. He is supposedly their King, yet they send nothing to help him. It does not have to be that way.”


Dilios smiled. “You’re right. It doesn’t have to be that way. And it won’t be that way.”


The vampire Prefect glanced at Autolycus at this new tact from Dilios, confusion on his face. “All you need do to save your people is to elect Autolycus as your King, and the peace agreement we have started with him will be made into law.” He looked at the men and women. “The only other part of that peace agreement is that you give us the descendant of Leonidas so that we can insure his death, or punish him for crimes against the High Coven.”


“Oh I have only just begun to commit crimes against the Vampire High Coven.” The deep voice bellowed from the doorway.


Over a hundred heads turned to see Martin enter the chamber, lowering all of his psychic shields and allowing his aura to batter the men and women in the room. He walked slowly into the chamber, Dysea beside him looking proud and strong. Andreus and fully three dozen Spartan Royal Guards swept into the Senate Chamber, their weapons out and ready to use, their faces stern and unreadable.


Martin stopped in front of Autolycus and smiled. “Top of the morning to you scum bag!” He spoke loudly with a large smile. “We seem to keep bumping into each other this way. Fancy that.”


“Dilios… Dilios said you… he said you were on your death bed.” Autolycus spoke clearly surprised to see Martin.


Martin nodded. “Yeah… well unlike many others in this chamber, Dilios is loyal to Sparta. He told you what I asked him to tell you.”


Autolycus snapped his head around to glare at Dilios, his pudgy face breaking into a wide smile. “You lied to this Senate?” He demanded.


Martin shook his head. “He did what his King asked him too.” He said. He glared at Autolycus. “I told you not so long ago I would not allow a member of the Eurypontid line to sit on the throne of Sparta ever again. Did you think I was kidding?”


“You can not stop a vote of the Senate!” Autolycus snapped. “I have enough votes to overturn the One Ascension Law! I will be King!”


Martin nodded. “I’m sure you do.” He said with a smile. “But that would only work if you were still a Senator.”


Autolycus looked at him oddly. “I am third most senior Senator here!” He snapped. “And you will treat me with the respect due my station, even if you are King.”


Martin nodded. “Fair enough,” Martin snapped out with the vicious and lightning like strike of the heel of his palm. The blow slammed into Autolycus’s chest like a hammer, sending him reeling back to smash into the low wall that surrounded the Senate seats. He flipped over backwards, his head smashing against a chair before he thudded to the floor. “That’s for being a lying fucking politician!” Martin screamed. 


Autolycus scrambled to his feet, his dark eyes now changed and his fangs extended. A small trickle of blood leaked from his forehead. “I do not lie!” He screamed. “And you will pay for your insolence.”


“You don’t lie?” Martin asked calmly. “You have been lying to these men and women for years, and working with the vampires for an equal amount of time to undermine everything that Sparta was founded on.”


“You know nothing of what you speak!” Autolycus snapped.


“Don’t I?” Martin said, “Atropos!”


Everyone turned to see Atropos enter the chamber, his head held high, and dressed in the full armor of a Spartan, his Nehtes strapped to his thigh. Under his arm he carried the books and scrolls he had stolen from the Vampire castle wrapped in a plain cloth. He dwarfed the small female wolf that stood beside him proudly, holding the helmet of a full Spartan in her hands. Lilika’s face was brilliant in the light of the chamber and she turned her head to the side as the two handsome young Spartan Centurions rose from their seats in the gallery. They had been called to this session of the Senate by Dilios, but did not know why. They watched their mother’s beaming face turn to them and smile.


“Mother what are you doing?” The oldest asked her, getting to his feet.


“What I should have done many years ago.” She whispered to them. “I will no longer keep secrets from you. And this is one secret you both need to know.”


“Why are you with… mother why are you walking with Atropos?” The younger son asked. “He is dishonored among the Spartans. He should not even be here.”


Lilika set the helmet down and took their hands, squeezing them tightly. “This is something we must do together.” She said to them. 


“What do you mean?”


Lilika picked up the helmet and moved quickly back to Atropos’s side, causing Midlan to come to his feet, anger in his eyes. “Why is my mate here?” He demanded. “And why is she walking beside this dog?”


Andreus stepped up to him and hit him squarely on the jaw with a punch fueled by decades of anger and hate and injustice. “My brother is more a man than you will ever be!” He yelled at Midlan as he curled up on the floor. 


Xenos pounced to his feet and grabbed his son’s arm. “What are you doing?” He hissed.


Andreus yanked his arm away from his father’s grasp, “What you should have done centuries ago traitor!” He snapped at his father.  


Atropos and Lilika stepped up behind Martin and stopped, looking at their King’s back. Autolycus’s face now showed his concern. “Why is this man here?” He demanded. “And why is he wearing the crimson of a Spartan? He was banished from Sparta for his vile actions. And why does he stand next to my son’s mate? Lilika… you will take your place beside your mate immediately.”


Lilika drew herself up to her full height of five foot two. “I am standing beside my mate.” She spoke clearly and loudly enough for everyone in the chamber to heal. “I am standing beside my mate and the father of my two sons!”


Men and women alike began to shout questions and demand answers, all the while Lilika simply turned to look at Atropos and smile in adoration. Her two sons also came to their feet in shock and something else they couldn’t explain. Their mother had always hated Midlan, and that hate transferred easily to her sons. He had never been a father to them, never around when they needed a father. It had always been their mother. It was she who had trained them in secret, preparing them for their Agoge. They had always questioned how she knew what to train them, or where she had acquired such skill, and she had always given them the same answer. It was a gift from their real father, and she had always looked to the mountains when she said that. They had assumed she was thanking the gods, now it seemed she had been thanking someone entirely different.


Martin’s Nehtes appeared in his hand and extended in a split second. He slammed the weighted end onto the floor of the chamber, the sharp retort echoing like thunder within the chamber.


“There will be silence!” He shouted, his voice bellowing in the confines of the room. The response was instantaneous and the chamber fell silent. Martin smiled. “That’s better!”


“What trickery is this?” Autolycus demanded now. “How dare you bring this dishonored dog before this Senate with these lies? Lilika is my son’s mate, those are his sons! What manner of blasphemy do you attempt now?”


“How does the truth grab you?” Martin said before turning and looking at Atropos.


“Lilika you will take your place at Midlan’s side!” Autolycus yelled.


Lilika looked at him and with as much force as she could muster she took a deep breath and spit at Autolycus. The spittle landed on his left cheek as gasps of horror sounded in the chamber. Autolycus’s eyes went wide as he felt the spittle roll down his skin and he glared at her. 


“You bitch!” He screamed, drawing back his hand to strike her.


Lilika stood there defiantly, not attempting to defend herself in the least, glaring at him. Her two sons moved to protect their mother, but were far slower in their reaction time then Atropos. With a growl of an Alpha wolf defending his mate he dropped the vampire books and his Nehtes appeared in his hand fully extended. With barely a flick of his powerful wrist the spearhead met Autolycus’s forearm in mid swing and sliced through the flesh and bone as if it was butter. His arm from the forearm down plopped wetly on the floor of the Senate chamber. As Autolycus staggered back, howling in pain Atropos stepped into him, shoving him back away from Lilika with the blunt end of his spear.

“If you or your son or any of your minions ever touch my mate again I will slaughter every member of your pathetic blood line you fucking pig!” Atropos screamed at him.

“Seize him!” A senator yelled pointing at Atropos. “Arrest him!”


Andreus and the rest of the Royal Guard remained in their places, smiles on their faces. “Arrest him yourself.” Andreus spoke calmly.


Midlan sprang to his feet. “Stop this!” He yelled. “She is my mate! I demand…” His words were cut off when Dysea’s fingers jabbed into his throat. He gagged; his eyes wide as his hands reached for his neck. Her blow had been sharp enough to paralyze his vocal cords almost instantly, but not strong enough to crush his larynx. 


“Sit down!” Dysea barked shoving him back into his seat, her hand filling with her own Nehtes. She drove the spear down into the floor with enough force to pierce Midlan’s entire foot. His eyes bugged out in agony, but he was unable to scream, and it came out in a muffled wheezing whimper. Dysea wrenched her Nehtes out of his foot with barely any effort, blood splashing wetly on the floor. “And shut the fuck up!”


Martin chuckled at her actions and turned to look at Autolycus. He saw Dilios approach carefully, as he was not aware of what was going on either. “Milord…” He spoke in a soft voice. “What… what is going on Milord?”


“We should ask the dear Senator Autolycus what is going on.” Martin spoke, his eyes never leaving the man’s face. “Atropos… step back.” Atropos didn’t hesitate and stepped back quickly to stand beside Lilika. He felt her hand slip into his and he squeezed her soft skin. “I had hoped that it would not come to this.” Martin spoke. “I can see that we’ll have to do things the hard way.”


“You have allowed… you have allowed this to happen.” Autolycus gasped out, tucking his severed arm against his side to staunch the flow of blood. His wolf healing system was already working to seal off the veins and limit the blood loss. “You… you may be… King… but you… you are not above the law!”


“So I’ve been told.” Martin spoke calmly. “However… at this moment I am going to uphold the law.”


“No one will… no one will believe anything Atropos says!” Autolycus hissed. “He holds no honor in this chamber… or in Sparta! Nothing you will do can change that! He broke our laws! He… he attempted to force himself upon my son’s mate! He…”


“Shut up!” Martin snapped. “The only Spartan law Atropos is guilty of is mating with a female who had not yet reached the age of consent! That is the only law this man has broken! And I will punish him for that as King!”

“You lie!” Autolycus snarled.


“Do I?” Martin spoke. He reached down and picked up one of the vampire books Atropos had carried. The cloth surrounding them fell away and the Vampire Prefect stepped forward quickly when he saw the books.


“Where did you get those?” He demanded. “Those are…”


Andreus stepped in front of him, his Nehtes pressing to the man’s chest as half a dozen Royal Guards surrounded him and the two soldiers with him. 


“You stand there and be silent bloodsucker!” Dysea hissed. “We will deal with you in due time!”


Martin held up the book for Autolycus and everyone to see. “I’m sure you all recognize a vampire scroll when you see one.” He spoke. “These three scroll books were taken from the very vampire castle that sits not six miles on the other side of the mountains to the north, very much outside of Spartan territory; the very same vampire castle that has stood there for centuries, watching and waiting for Sparta to fall. At this moment, ten thousand Spartan Centurions are about to bring it crashing down!” Martin smiled when he saw the stunned looks of shock at the men and women in the chamber, and the look on the Prefect’s face. “Your little stronghold will be rubble in a few hours.” Martin told him. 


“This will not go unpunished!” The Prefect shouted. “You will…”


Andreus reached out and slapped the man, staggering him back and silencing his words. “Do not speak vampire scum!” Andreus said.


“These scrolls are the journal entries and communications between the Vampire bitch Yuri and her father. They detail the plan that was put in place and executed in order to dishonor Atropos. This was done as a means of control so that Autolycus would eventually have an easier time succeeding to the throne of Sparta.” Martin spoke holding the book out to Dilios. “See for yourselves what your fellow Senator has been doing for the last two thousand years or so.” He grabbed the other two books and tossed them at two different Senators who caught them and immediately began opening them and reading.

Martin turned to Autolycus. “You have been betraying your own people and Sparta for your own personal gain Autolycus. Atropos did not rape Lilika. He did not even attempt to rape her. It was a very consensual act. You banished an innocent man… stripped him of his honor and that of his family, all so you could one day rule Sparta. Your actions have caused countless problems, and they have even made good men become bad men; men that now must bear the consequences of the actions you had them conduct.”


Xenos felt the presence of the two Royal Guards on either side of him and he looked up into their stern and unforgiving faces. He turned to look at Andreus but found only hate and anger. Atropos didn’t even bother to look at his father.


“It’s actually a very good thing,” Martin continued speaking. “And I’ll tell you why. Even though you exiled him, Atropos had one thing that kept him from leaving. And she is standing next to him. The two Spartans that are her sons… they aren’t Midlan’s children you fool, they are of Atropos’s blood! He is their father… a fact that perhaps one day they will come to honor no thanks to you.” Martin watched him get to his feet slowly, gripping the railing of the small wall. “Even though he was banished… even though everything he honored was taken from him, he still acted as a Spartan. He loved this city and the woman he stands next to, and he did not desert them. And he discovered your treachery a long time ago, waiting for the right time to bring it into the open. The proof is right there! How are you going to refute that?”


Autolycus remained silent, shaking in rage. Theron stepped forward. “Milord… perhaps we need time to absorb everything you have put forth to us. Perhaps…”


Martin turned quickly and threw his Nehtes with every ounce of strength he had in his shoulder and arm. The Nehtes crossed the several meters in the blink of an eye and pierced Theron just below his shoulder blade, blood erupting from the wound in a splatter. The Nehtes was thrown with enough force to cause him to stagger back quickly, the spearhead becoming imbedded into the wall of the chamber behind where he had been standing. Martin heard the cries of horror at this and he turned to walk over to Theron slowly. His face was twisted in pain, his right hand attempting to dislodge the Nehtes from his flesh with little success. His eyes turned to look at Martin when he stopped in front of him.

“Mi… Milord?” He questioned… his face a mask of pain. “What…”

“Did you think I wouldn’t find out who you really were?” Martin growled in a low voice. “Did you actually think I would not recognize the man who betrayed my father and the men who died at Thermopylae?”

This caused every head in the chamber to turn towards him. Dilios stepped up to him his eyes wide. “Sire… what… Theron has served Sparta as the Steward of the Throne since…”

“For far too long,” Martin said calmly his eyes never leaving Theron’s. “How did it make you feel watching Xerxes and his men slaughter my father? You must have felt something, so tell me. Why would you betray him like that?”

“I did not…” Theron began to speak.

Martin’s hand reached up and grabbed the Nehtes, twisting it violently causing Theron to cry out in agony. “If you lie to me I will smash every bone in your body and crucify you on the trees surrounding my father tomb so you can see what your betrayal wrought.”

“Money…” Theron gasped, “Money and power!”

“And you got neither!” Martin screamed. “Xerxes betrayed you just as you betrayed my father!”

“I… I have worked… I have worked to better Sparta since then sire.” Theron gasped. “I have…”

“I have someone who wants to say hello to you traitor.” Martin said with a cruel smile, “Someone who has held a grudge against you for three thousand years… Ephialtes.”

Dilios’s head snapped around to look at Theron, “Ephialtes?” He gasped. “How… how can that be?”

Martin never took his eyes from Theron. “Thank the vampires for that. Ephialtes here killed the real Aristodermos, and then they altered his appearance and the vampire princess used her telepathic talents to imprint Aristodermos’s memories into his mind so that he could assume completely the role of Aristodermos.”

Dilios’s eyes narrowed and he glared at Theron. “Is… is this true?” He shouted.
Theron laughed softly. “It almost worked.” He said. “I almost ruled Sparta.”

Walter stepped from the door to Theron’s left, a savage smile on his face, the glint of recognition in his eyes. “I… I didn’t want to believe.” He said softly. “Yet even now… even now you hold no remorse for your actions.”

“Leonidas was a war mongering fool!” Ephialtes/Theron said. “The vampires could have made us rich beyond measure! We… we would have been the most powerful city state in the world. An international power! All we had to do was submit to their will.”

Walter looked at Martin, “Sire?”

Martin reached up and yanked his Nehtes from Theron’s shoulder without pause, blood splattering his face in several drops. Theron collapsed to the floor in a heap, defeat pouring from him in waves. “Take him.” Martin said.

Walter motioned to two of the Royal Guards who had come through the door with him, and the two men reached down and hauled Theron to his feet heedless of his gasps of pain. Walter glared at him. “I am going to revisit upon you ten fold the pain my King suffered before he fell.” Walter spoke in a low voice. 

“I… I will tell you nothing.” Theron spoke.

Walter laughed. “I’m not going to interrogate you fool.” He spoke, seeing Theron’s face show his surprise. “I’m going to kill you Ephialtes, and I’m going to take my time doing it.”

“No! You can’t!” Theron screamed. “That… that is not…”

Martin turned back to Autolycus as Theron’s voice disappeared behind the door they carried him through. He collapsed his Nehtes and smiled at Autolycus. “Now what do we do with you?” Martin asked. “Do you think your vote for changing the One Ascension Law will pass now?”
Autolycus didn’t have to look around to feel the burning stares of dozens of men and women who only moments ago supported him in his actions. He stared at Martin as he walked over to Atropos and stood in front of him, looking at the older Spartan. Martin turned to Dilios.

“Dilios?” 

“Milord,” Dilios replied moving over to his side.

“What is the punishment for an Alpha that takes a female with her permission, before she reaches the age of consent?” Martin asked.

“Twenty lashes sire and a reduction in rank to the lowest level.” Dilios spoke hesitantly. “There… there have been very few instances where this has taken place, and the punishment has not changed from the time of your father.”

“My King?” The older Senator rose from his chair as Martin turned to face him. 

Dilios leaned close to Martin. “That is Lachides sire. He has been a staunch supporter of Autolycus for centuries, but he is also wise and loyal to Sparta without question in my opinion.” He whispered.

How many that supported him can we trust Dilios? Martin asked him within a telepathic link he established instantly. And hold nothing back.

All but a handful are loyal to Sparta sire. They only supported Autolycus because in their opinion he gave them the best hope for the future. At least until your presence became known that is. Once your true identity became known, his supporters began to waver. That is why he wanted a vote today. Dilios answered.
Martin nodded and turned fully to Lachides. “You have the floor of this sacred chamber Lachides.” He spoke.

Lachides stepped to the floor of the chamber and moved to stand in front of Martin, his long white hair billowing in the slight breeze. “May I address the chamber my King?”

Martin nodded his head and stepped to the side. “Please.”

Lachides turned to face the men and women, even those in the gallery watching the events, holding their breaths at what he would say. “What we have learned here this day scars the honor of us all.” He spoke, his words strong and loud. “An injustice has been done that has destroyed lives and forced a father to never know his sons; an injustice that can not be just swept away with a wave of one’s hand or a vote of this Senate.” He turned to look at Atropos and then to where Lilika’s sons stood. “My heart breaks at what we have become.” He spoke once more his head drooping as he looked at the floor for a long moment. “I will make two motions at this time!” He spoke again, his voice rising as he lifted his head. “Atropos… son of Xenos… will be returned to full status as a Spartan Centurion. His record will be wiped clean of the disgraceful and dishonest charge of attempted rape. His family will no longer bear this false burden! All former property of the family of Xenos will be returned or reparations will be made in full. The union of Midlan and Lilika will be dissolved as of this moment and she will be free to pursue any male within Sparta. All in favor say aye?”

The response was unanimous and a resounding “aye” echoed through the chamber.
Lachides turned to Autolycus, his eyes speaking volumes about his feelings. “Autolycus will be stripped of his title and lands! His son Midlan will be stripped of his title and lands! All documentation concerning the status of the daughter of Xenos will be dismissed capriciously as of this moment. Her name shall be submitted and entered into record as mate to our King and the third Queen of Sparta without further delay. There will be no change to the One Ascension Law, and I will introduce a bill at a later time barring any member of the Eurypontid line from ever holding a position of power within Sparta. The only bloodline to sit on the throne of Sparta from this day forward will be the bloodline of Leonidas. I will also enter into record a full and formal apology to Centurion Atropos that will be signed by every member of this Senate for the dishonor we brought upon him in our ignorance. All in favor say aye.”
The response was an even faster and more forceful and unanimous “aye”.

Lachides turned to Atropos. “What was done to you Centurion Atropos can never be forgiven, but I would be remiss if I did not attempt to tell you how very sorry I am. I only hope that in the years to come our actions will slowly earn your trust once more.”
Atropos was unable to speak at the moment, and he was squeezing Lilika’s hand tightly. He nodded his head slowly in response to Lachides’s words. He watched Lachides turn back to Martin. “My King I will leave the Centurions punishment to you, and I tell you in advance I will support fully whatever punishment you deem necessary.”

“I second that!” Dilios exclaimed.

“I third it!” Arete spoke from her spot. “And the motion is passed.”

Martin nodded to Lachides and turned to face Atropos. “You have broken Spartan law Centurion Atropos. You did this willingly?”

Atropos nodded quickly, his chest swelling with pride. “I did Milord.”

Martin nodded. “You must be punished for this crime Atropos.” He told him.

“I will accept whatever you deem appropriate sire.” Atropos said with a smile as he looked at Lilika. “No punishment that exists can dull what my heart is feeling at this moment.”

“Dilios it will be entered into Spartan record that Centurion Atropos knowingly and willingly broke Spartan law by mating with a female wolf before she reached the Age of Consent.” Martin spoke. “The punishment of twenty lashes will be waived as I believe Atropos has already carried enough pain for a crime he did not commit. He will however, be reduced in rank three positions and confined to Sparta for a period of 30 days. In that 30 day period he is ordered to enter the union between himself and Lilika officially into record. And he is also ordered to spend that time with the two sons his mate has bore him, if that is their wish as well.”
Martin looked to where the two young Spartans stood in shock. The older of the two smiled and bowed his head in respect.


“It is our wish sire.” He spoke, his voice barely containing the excitement. Martin saw Atropos’s body tense and then release in relief at the words of his son.
Dilios nodded with a smile. “I will make it so sire.”

Martin nodded. “Good. After that 30 day period is complete… due to his actions in this case he will be promoted three ranks and returned to full duty.”

“Understood sire, and it will be done.” Dilios spoke.

“Then this matter is settled except for you.” Martin said turning to Autolycus. He stepped in front of the man who now looked very frightened. He watched as Midlan and Xenos were prodded over next to him by the Spartan Royal Guard, Midlan limping badly from his bloody foot. “I can not begin to express to you my distaste and hatred for traitors.” Martin spoke. He turned to Andreus and Atropos. “Do the sons of Xenos wish to say anything in their father’s defense?”

Andreus stepped up next to Martin. “As Captain of the Royal Guard I speak for all my siblings and my mother when I say we disown him as our father!” Andreus spoke firmly. “As he dismissed our brother and my mother’s son… we now dismiss him as our father. You may do with him as you wish Milord.” Xenos stared at his sons, his eyes full of anger, hate and loss. Andreus stepped up close to him. “I hope it was worth it father.” He growled.
“Remove them!” Martin barked. 
Half a dozen Royal Guards came forward and gripped the men none to kindly, leading them away quickly. Martin watched this and shook his head as Dysea stepped up to him, taking his arm. 

“That was rather anti-climatic Nauta Melme.” She said softly.

Martin nodded. “In with a bang and out with a whimper.” He said, his eyes moving to the vampire Prefect and his two men. They had remained under heavy guard, standing to witness everything that had just taken place. “Now what do I do with you three?”

“We are under diplomatic protection promised us by Autolycus!” The Prefect spoke quickly.

“Diplomatic Protection,” Martin said barely able to contain his laugh. “There is no such protection in the confines of my city. Not for vampires.”

“I came here in peace.” The Prefect spoke.

“You came here to make demands!” Martin snapped angrily, “Just as that fool Persian messenger came to Sparta three thousand years ago! Do not believe you will make the same demands as he did. He died for his actions. Lock them up!” He spoke turning to Andreus. “The Senate and I have business to discuss, and it can not wait. We will deal with his sorry ass in the morning.”
Andreus prodded the Prefect with his P190. “Let’s go vampire scum. I have just the right accommodations picked out for you.”

Martin turned to Dilios as Andreus led the vampires out of the chamber. “Dilios clear the gallery. What we have to discuss is not to be made public knowledge just yet.”

Dilios nodded, “As you order sire.”

Martin turned to Dysea. “Melda Min?” He said.

Dysea reached up on her tip toes and kissed him. “I will return to the villa Nauta Melme.” She said. “Preparations need to be made to honor those that were killed in the bombing. Helen and I will handle that.”

“I will be along in a few hours.” Martin said. “Be careful Melda Min. That assassin is still out there somewhere.”

Dysea nodded. “And you Nauta Melme. Will you contact Anja and Little Wolf?”

Martin grinned and leaned closer to her. “They… they are otherwise engaged at the moment. I did not want to intrude.”

Dysea grinned. “Touch them with your aura Nauta Melme. That will be enough, trust me.”
Martin smiled and kissed her once more, “When I’m done here.” He said.

EDEN

Aricia’s sweat soaked body arched off the bed once more as the third orgasm in less than an hour ripped through her lithe form, her juices flooding from her to drench Anja’s long glorious tongue. Her long black hair was plastered to the sides of her face, her skin glimmering in the dim light of their bedroom. Aricia’s thighs quivered as Anja held her hips tightly; lapping up her lover’s come like a starved kitten as she ground her own naked body onto the thoroughly drenched sheets, awash in her own powerful orgasm. Their combined auras were like a heavy heated blanket covering them, enveloping them both within the passion.

It had started as soon as they reached their home, Aricia feeling Anja’s desire even from across the city, and it only served to increase Aricia’s desire for her. They reached their home at the same time, and Anja was pulling at Aricia’s clothes before the door was even completely shut. The sight of Aricia’s tight body sent Anja into full lust mode, and they had dropped to the floor in the living room in a torrid sixty nine, their hands and tongues working in concert. They knew each other’s most sensitive spots as only a woman could and it wasn’t long before first Aricia and then Anja were screaming in explosive release, surprising both of them with the force of their orgasms. Only Martin’s touch and aura could produce something stronger than what they had experienced, and it hadn’t stopped there. 


Anja had pulled Aricia quickly to her feet and almost forcefully pushed her to the couch. Her blood was on fire unlike anything she had felt before, and she descended upon Aricia’s flesh with fire in her eyes. Aricia was powerless to do anything but wither in delight as Anja’s hands, fingers, lips and tongue explored her body with lustful abandon, always moving, never stopping. Her wonderful tongue had finally sought out Aricia’s dripping pussy and with little preamble Anja had used that four inch tongue to practically fuck her senseless as only her tongue could. When Aricia cried out in her second orgasm, her come erupting into Anja’s urging mouth, it triggered something within her as well. A fire ignited within her own blood, her aura increasing in power and intensity, matching Anja’s now pulsing aura.

Whether it was the lack of Martin’s touch on them, or the absence of his aura washing over them, it served only to increase their desire for each other to the extreme. That had been two hours ago, and now Aricia’s chest heaved as she felt Anja’s lips and wonderful tongue slowly begin to work their way up her sweat covered abdomen in fluttering kisses and gentle licks. Her hands dropped to caress her lover’s shoulders and arms as Anja moved higher, teasing her still painfully hard nipples and gently cupping her full breasts, while she spread her tightly packed and petite frame across Aricia’s equally flawless body.


Anja brought her face even with Aricia’s and there were no words exchanged as Aricia grabbed her head and pulled her lips down to her. Aricia almost gagged when Anja plunged her tongue deeply into her mouth, searching and exploring, tangling with Aricia’s moist and incredibly warm tongue as they kissed in heated passion. Aricia wrapped her arms around Anja’s back, pulling her tightly with her wolf strength and moaning deeply into the kiss. Anja’s groans matched her lover as her drenched pussy and erect clit rubbed maddeningly against Aricia’s taut thigh, sending ripples of resurfacing pleasure jolting through her. Anja pulled her lips from Aricia’s quickly, salvia connecting their lips in a long strand as she buried her face into Aricia’s hair and throat and shivered in delight.

“What… what has gotten into us Little Wolf?” She gasped out the question.


Aricia’s hands clamped onto Anja’s firm tight, ass and pulled her hips down against her thigh. “I… I don’t care!” Aricia gasped out. “It’s… glorious!”


Anja reached up and pushed some damp hair from Aricia’s face and stared into her azure blue eyes. “God… you taste delicious.” She said softly.


Aricia’s eyes were alive with love and passion. “Only… only one thing would make this perfect in every way.” She said, nuzzling Anja’s throat and eliciting a groan of delight.


“Martin.” Anja gasped out. “God… I want his cock inside me so badly I can almost taste it!”


Aricia nodded, nibbling Anja’s ears with a groan. “Oh yes! Feeling him fill us as only he can!” Aricia groaned, her body tensing in an electric surge of pleasure. “He… he stretches me so fully my love.”


Anja smiled in passionate response. “He is wonderfully huge.” She agreed her fingers dancing across Aricia’s sensitive breasts, pinching her stiff nipple between her thumb and forefinger. “And he is the only man I know who is built like that and knows how to use it so well. God even without his aura setting fire to my blood he could turn me into putty.”


“We… we need him Anja!” Aricia spoke breathlessly. “We need him so badly.”


Anja’s head came up quickly looking at the door. “Wait!” She said. “Maybe… maybe we can have him as well.”


Aricia looked at her oddly. “What… what do you mean?” Anja slid off Aricia’s body with a groan, ignoring the weakness in her legs as she moved to the dresser. Aricia rolled onto her side sensually reaching for her. “Where are you going?”

Anja yanked open the dresser quickly and began searching for something. Her eyes lit up when she found the long walnut colored box. She snatched it up and turned to Aricia on the bed, her jade green eyes nearly glowing in the soft light of the moon, and matching the fire in Aricia’s blue orbs. “Dysea made this a long time ago.” Anja said. “She never… she never had to use it that lucky elf bitch.”


Aricia watched as Anja returned to the bed carrying the box. “What is it?”


Anja opened the box and her jade green eyes narrowed hungrily. She gripped the item and shoved the box off the bed without a second thought, Aricia’s eyes growing wide at what she held.

“Anja!” She exclaimed.


Anja smiled as she held up the twenty-four inch flesh colored double ended cock. “Dysea… Dysea is just so skilled.” Anja said looking at Aricia. “She told me she made this from a cast of Martin’s… of his cock.”


Aricia reached out and touched it with her fingers. It was cool to the touch due to its rubbery texture, but she could tell great care had been taken in making it. Every ridge, every vein of Martin’s beautiful cock, which she now knew intimately, was exacting in every detail. There was a divider of sorts between the two ends, a wide base made from the same material. She looked at Anja.


“Dysea made this?” She asked in wonder.


Anja nodded. “When she first discovered she… it was for her and Tarifa.”


Aricia’s eyes grew wider, “Dysea and Tarifa?” She asked.


Anja nodded. “They discovered each other.” She said. “But their lives pulled them apart.” Anja looked at Aricia, “Which was a bonus for us, because she is delicious.”


Aricia smiled and nodded her head. “Yes she is.”


Anja smiled. “We can have Martin with us Little Wolf.” She said, “At least the feeling that he gives us both.”

Aricia’s face was bright as she tossed the covers from their bed and shifted her body around, spreading her long legs revealing her engorged labia and dripping pussy. Anja seductively tossed one of her legs to the side and lowered the double sided copy of Martin’s cock between them. Aricia hunched her hips forward. “Hurry my love!” She gasped. “I burn to feel him.”


Anja inserted the large head of the dildo into Aricia’s sopping pussy lips hearing her lover groan loudly in unabashed need. She shifted her hips further and inserted the other end into her equally wet pussy, “Long… long and slow… or hard… hard and fast?” She gasped.


Aricia’s answer was to grab Anja’s thigh and pull. They both screamed as the dildo slid easily into their burning depths until it disappeared completely. Their pussies came together at the base of the double sided cock, their jutting clits smashing against each other over the edge of the base. Anja’s hands grabbed Aricia’s thigh, while her hands gripped her own leg almost painfully hard.


“Ohhh fuck!” Anja gasped through clenched teeth as the exact copy of Martin’s wonderful cock stretched her, the walls of her pussy adjusting quickly to the enormous size in a familiar embrace. She felt Aricia’s lower body quivering as her younger lover shuddered in a powerful orgasm while she rotated her hips unconsciously against the base of the rubber cock, her stiff clit brushing against Anja’s erect bud.


“Ahhhhhhh,” Aricia cried out, her fingernails digging into Anja’s taut thigh holding on for dear life as the orgasm ripped through her.


Anja’s eyes nearly rolled into the back of her head at the pleasure that surged through her. Their legs were scissored on either side of each other, their pussies mashing against one another at the base of the double sided copy of their love’s cock. 
There was only one thing missing they both knew as their eyes closed in bliss, and suddenly they were granted that wish as they felt their minds open up and Martin’s aura hit them like a runaway freight train; pure, raw and unshielded in any way.

 They screamed in sexual abandon, both of them falling back onto the bed, their blood pounding like never before as Martin’s presence and aura washed over them, caressing them, fueling them with passion and love. They grabbed each other’s hands, grinding their pussies together almost painfully hard, their clits smashing back and forth against one another as they both fucked the double sided cock with all the remaining strength they had, their hips moving frantically back and forth.
“Martin!” Aricia screamed first, her entire body convulsing madly as the orgasm exploded from her with the force of a hurricane. Her pussy clamped down on the hard rubber, her stomach and leg muscles feeling like they would rip through her flesh as brilliant white lights went off behind her eyes.

Anja’s upper body arched off the bed as she held Aricia’s hands tightly. Her hips bucked madly, her firm powerful ass clenched in breathless abandon as the orgasm ripped through her as well. Her cum splashed wetly against the base of the double sided cock, coating both the thin strip of her own Persian red hair above her spasming pussy and Aricia’s thin strip of raven black hair. Her neck muscles bulged, the veins standing out in her throat, her jade green eyes now completely rolled back into her head.
Martin’s aura exploding through their veins prolonged their orgasm intensely, his very essence surrounding and joining with them like never before. They could feel him projecting his love and maddening desire for both of them through their telepathic connection and it only served to increase the sensations ripping through them. Their own auras reached out to him, enveloping him, pulling him into their telepathic embrace. They projected unquestioned love and desire, passion and need, worry and understanding. Everything they had felt since learning he had been injured, and he returned it to them in spades.

I love you. His voice filled their minds as their bodies collapsed onto the bed, and then it was gone, leaving the feelings of love and devotion.

Aricia’s eyes popped open when she felt him throw up a staggeringly powerful shield around their minds and she smiled.

I… I miss you so Little Wolf. His voice told her softly.

Aricia felt tears in her eyes when she realized there was just the two of them within the connection and he was directing all his love and passion upon her. Oh… I miss you so much my love.

We will be together soon my Queen. He spoke firmly, his voice tinged with something Aricia could not place. Be mindful of the tasks you have given yourself Little Wolf. Regardless of what anyone says… it is you and only you that I could not live without, for you are of our kind, our people. The end game is rapidly approaching here on earth, and we need to be together.

And you my love, Aricia told him. You are all that I will ever want or need Martin. I would not…I could not be complete without you. Don’t do anything reckless.

Martin laughed softly within their connection. I won’t. I will see you soon Little Wolf.

I look forward to that day my love.        


Aricia allowed the feelings of love and devotion flow through her as Martin left her mind and her entire body relaxed in the aftermath. Anja was already asleep she noticed, her last orgasm claiming her into the world of dreams. Aricia smiled and did the same, allowing sleep to take her, the dildo still buried within both of their pussies.
CANADA


“The traitor and the Queen are to be taken alive.” The Drow officer briefed her unit of soldiers. Her amber eyes burned in the dim light of twilight, her memories of what Anuk had done to her very clear and very vivid. “And I want the flame haired one for myself. I intend to make her pay for what she did to me.” She looked once more at the small map she had drawn in the dirt. “We will use our tranquilizer darts, for Aelulip does not want dead bodies littering the timber around our city.”

“Won’t they try and reclaim them Kawyona?” A male Drow asked.


“They are humans and a mixture of other elf clans. They are no match for Drow.” The Drow commander replied confidently. “Once we break their perimeter, they will most likely scatter into the timber in fear.”


“These are not normal humans and elves Kawyona.” The second Drow female spoke. She was the Commander of the second Drow Cadre of fifty warriors, a skilled warrior with much more common sense. Kawyona commanded the first Cadre. “There is something very different about them. The flame haired Wood elf is the perfect example. She should not have been able to take you down so easily.”

“She caught me off guard Alosola, nothing more!” Kawyona hissed. “Elder Aelulip has tasked us with completing this mission and we will do so!”


“Does Elder Hwia agree with this order?” Alosola asked.


“Aelulip commands the military portion of our people, not Hwia!” Kawyona spoke. “Are you refusing her orders?”


“No!” Alosola spoke quickly. 


“Then we will do this my way!” Kawyona spoke. “You will take your Second Cadre around the eastern ridge and come at them from the deep timber. I will lead my First Cadre through the city and when you attack we will close the distance between the city and the timber in under a minute and catch them in a pincer movement.”


Alosola nodded slowly, a terrible feeling beginning to take hold in her gut.

Alosola winced as the grenade exploded only meters from where she huddled behind the three foot wide tree stump. She heard the shrapnel whistle through the darkness shredding leaves and tearing bark from the centuries old tree. She silently cursed Kawyona to every pit of hell there was. She had led her Cadre for nearly two hundred years, and in all that time she had lost only two of her soldiers in hundreds of battles with the Alliance and their vampire and human troops. She nearly sobbed as she turned her head and saw the remains of five of her soldiers not six meters from where she laid, their bodies shredded beyond recognition from a land mine. It had been triggered by a microfilament stretched between two small trees, and when her lead scout tripped it the mine had burst from the ground to a level of one meter before it exploded. Alosola had watched as her five troops never knew what killed them, their bodies punctured in hundreds of places by tiny flechette needles.

Her head turned around as the heavy sound of assault rifles pierced the night air, burning off controlled and accurate bursts of fire. Alosola watched as three more of her troops fell, their bodies tossed back by the heavy caliber weapons. She looked at the young female Drow as she threw herself on the ground next to her.


“Commander six more of our Cadre have fallen!” The Drow screamed.


“They moved their perimeter west!” Alosola yelled back. “These are prepared positions, not security outposts! They knew we were coming! Get me Kawyona!”

Alosola ducked again as another grenade exploded not far off. She poked her head around the stump only to snap her head back just as a burst of fire slammed into the stump she was behind.


“Commander Kawyona!” The second Drow yelled shoving a hand set into her palm.


Alosola lifted the ancient radio handset to her ear. “We are coming under heavy fire! They moved their perimeter four hundred meters west! I have lost nearly half my Cadre Kawyona!”


“We are almost to your position!” Her voice yelled back through the radio. “Hold your formation!”


“They knew we were coming damn you!” Alosola screamed. “How did they know we were coming?”


“Magic!” The decidedly male voice echoed in her head from the side.


Alosola whirled around, her amber eyes going wide when the enormous black man appeared next to her, his eyes changed to yellow orbs and sporting vicious looking fangs nearly an inch long. Alosola didn’t have time to even scream before Dan clubbed her in the side of the head with his Nehtes. She dropped like a rock from the blow, the radio operator rolling over desperately attempting to yank her sidearm free. She came to a halt against something solid and lifted her head, her eyes filled with horror at the visage of the large black and gray furred wolf. The wolf opened its jaws revealing huge gleaming white teeth and the Drow screamed just before the wolf snapped its jaws upon her shoulder and crunched down.

The Drow’s screams intensified from the pain and terror rippling through her body and she beat on the chest and shoulders of the wolf until she felt the wolf close its jaws further, the terrible pain shooting through her brain like an electric shock and shorting out all nerve activity. Her body went limp as she passed out, just as Danny stepped over to her. A slivery flash of light and Melancton was squatting above the Drow, wiping blood from his jaw.


“What are you doing?” Danny yelled at his father.


Melancton looked at his son as he disarmed the Drow and stripped the radio from her pack. “She will survive.” He said with a grin. “I have been doing this far longer than you my son. Bite down in the shoulder area close to the neck and the pain is excruciating. It overloads the sensory nerves and causes them to pass out.”


“She will change now!” Danny snapped.


Melancton nodded. “Do you see how these Drow fight? They are fearless. She will make a fine Spartan. And her blood tasted good.” He spoke with a wide smile.


“Father you…” Dan felt the twitch against his psychic shields, a message of warning and request for help, Anuk?
 
Daniel… they are descending upon us from the rear! Anuk’s voice betrayed her exertion and Dan knew she was fighting.


Anuk I’m coming! Danny spoke looking at his father.


Go! I will sweep the area and deal with the rest while Vengal cleans the outer Perimeter! Go!


Danny turned and wasted no time. In a flash of silvery light he had changed and was bounding through the trees, Anuk’s scent guiding him as surely as if he had tied a rope to her. His anger began to build as he ran, images of the woman he loved sliced open like in the tunnel. Nothing would keep him from her, not this time.

Anuk ducked under the Drow warrior rushing her, and called her Shi Viska. In another silvery flash the shield weapon sprang into existence and leaped from her arm. Anuk had not extended the razors on the edges of her silver shield and it slammed into the nearest Drow like a truck, lifting the male elf off his feet and dropping him to his back out of the fight. Anuk spun around, her Nehtes sweeping around in a vicious circle, the spearhead slicing through the shoulder and chest of another Drow warrior in a single motion.


Nayeca’s was only a few meters away, Drow knives in both her hands. She was a blur of motion, her shimmering white hair the only sign that she was even moving as it whipped back and forth. Two Drow rushed her and Nayeca leaped over the top of them, ramming her knife into the back of one as she executed a somersault. The razor sharp blade cut through cloth and body armor with ease, opening a long, deep cut across the shoulders of the female Drow warrior sending her staggering into the range of Anuk’s Nehtes. The Drow’s eyes were filled with pain, and had only a second to register the thrust by Anuk before the Nehtes speared her through her chest, tearing out her lungs and cleaving her heart. She was dead before Anuk withdrew the Nehtes and spun gracefully, the spear moving with a will of its own as she launched her Shi Viska once more.


The sweeping motion of the Nehtes and the strength with which it moved caused the razor like spear head to slash through the leg of another Drow warrior just as Dekton and Aihola appeared in full battle motion. Anuk’s Shi Viska, blades now extended bit into the neck of another Drow warrior and hardly paused in motion and it sliced cleanly though flesh and bone, removing the Drow’s head before curving back around to return to Anuk’s arm.


“Anuk behind you!” Nayeca screamed, her blades ripping into the Drow in front of her and slashing out, spilling internal organs and blood onto the grass at their feet.


Anuk spun around just a bit too slow, and she felt the three small pin pricks of pain in the side of her neck. She stopped and reached up, quickly yanking at the darts, her blue eyes wide as she staggered trying to focus. “What?”


Nayeca screamed and rushed forward, her lips pulled back in a savage snarl. She leaped upon a Drow that had rushed from the darkness and was reaching for Anuk. Nayeca grabbed his long white hair and his jaw and ripped to the left with all her elf strength. The Drow’s neck snapped audibly and he went limp as a noodle. Nayeca grabbed Anuk as she began to fall. 


“NO!” She screamed, “My Queen!”


Nayeca spoke no more as she felt the three sharp pin pricks in her own neck and she snapped her hand up to yank the darts from her flesh. She grabbed onto Anuk’s body armor and began to yank her towards where Aihola and Dekton were fighting to get to them. She could feel the poison working through her body quickly. The thought that they had improved the knock out drug entered her mind, as the strength was leaving her body. She dropped to the ground, all the feeling in her arms and legs leaving her. The last thought she had before darkness took her was that she would never be able to feel Anuk’s flesh against her own. Nayeca’s eyes rolled up into her head as she collapsed across Anuk’s chest in a heap.

Aihola saw Nayeca fall across Anuk’s inert form and she screamed out her rage, surrendering to the vampire blood lust raging through her veins. The moment the attack had begun Dekton had been out for blood, and now his aura washed over her and she embraced it in all its glory.


Aihola fisted the K12 in her right hand, her finger twitching on the trigger again and again as she moved with a speed and power even Dekton had not witnessed. Each shot struck home and Drow troops fell. The High Elf R4 Hybrid knife designed in the weapons center in Eden filled her left hand and each swipe with the vicious knife opened up a massive wound no matter where it struck. She could see several Drow dragging Nayeca and Anuk deeper into the timber as she fought to reach them.

Dekton they are taking Anuk and Nayeca. She blasted out the telepathic message to her mate.


This was no random attack! Dekton shouted back telepathically. They are after you and Nayeca!


“Dekton!” Aihola’s voice screamed.


The Spartan whirled around at the strange tone of Aihola’s voice and saw her stagger, reaching for her neck. His dark blue eyes went wide. “No! Little Drow!” He screamed.


Dekton lifted his left arm and called his Shi Viska. The silver shield sprang into existence but before his mind could launch the weapon he felt the pin pricks in the side of his unprotected neck. Instantly the drug seized his system, his hand dropping the extended Nehtes as he slumped to his knees. 


“Little Drow!” He croaked out before he fell forward onto the damp earth and darkness claimed him.


Kawyona struggled with Anuk’s limp body over her shoulder as she crashed through the branches. She could hear more of her people on either side of her; one carrying the traitor Nayeca and the other carrying the Queen. The mission was a success, but as her heart burned in effort she wondered at what cost. She broke into the small clearing and skidded to a halt, her eyes wide as she saw the large dark brown wolf baring her path, it’s lips drawn back in a savage snarl.

“By the gods!” She gasped out, Anuk’s body slipping to the ground as she stumbled.


LET HER GO! The voice screamed inside her head.


Kawyona’s eyes were wide as she leveled her sidearm at the beast in front of her. “What… what manner of monster are you?” She gasped. She snatched up Anuk’s head by her hair and yanked her body closer, putting the barrel of the weapon against her head, causing the huge wolf to growl deeply, snapping at the air with its powerful jaws. “I… I will kill her here and now!” She screamed.


LET HER GO! The voice screamed in her head once more.


“Commander what are you…” The Drow running behind her skidded into the small clearing as well, her eyes going wide in horror at what she saw. She couldn’t stop her forward momentum and she staggered in front of Danny. Her eyes were wide in horror as she saw the large wolf rear up on its powerful hind legs and lash out with a paw. 


Kawyona saw the paw connect with the face of her fellow warrior, heard the tear of flesh and the snapping of bone as the Drow female’s head was twisted around like a top. As the body fell Kawyona clawed for the tranquilizer sidearm on her belt.

NOW YOU WILL DIE! The male voice screamed once more.


Kawyona watched in horror as the dark brown wolf leaped at her. Her elf reflexes were all that saved her life as she brought the tranquilizer gun up and fired six shots as she dodged to the side. She heard the yelp of an animal; saw the flash of silvery light, and Danny’s body landed in a cloud of dry grass and dust just as half a dozen other Drow filled the small clearing at a dead run. They looked at her in shock, their amber eyes going to Danny’s unconscious form. Kawyona took a deep breath and hauled Anuk back onto her shoulder. “Take him!” She barked. “Quickly! Before they pursue us!”


The other Drow watched as their commander disappeared into the darkness as if the hounds of hell were pursuing her, leaving them with the task of carrying Danny’s huge body and risking death. Two males shook their heads at this uncustomary display of poor leadership on their Commander’s part. Yet they were Drow and conditioned to follow orders. They leaned down and quickly lifted Danny’s body between them and took off after their Commander.

