CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
NEW MIAMI

“It’s a Drow city.” Yuri spoke as she walked casually into Moran’s office in New Miami. 

Moran looked up and watched as she came into his office, moving to the small wet bar he kept fully stocked along the wall, as the door slid shut behind her. The light blue jumpsuit Yuri wore clung to her figure like a second skin, and he eyed her hungrily as she poured herself a small glass of three hundred year old scotch.


Yuri had taken to coming into the center of New Miami more and more since they had shared blood with each other, moving comfortably among the many government office buildings, and checking on the progress of their many genetic programs. At first he thought she was simply checking up on him, insuring that he didn’t stray while he was not in her company. Her visits to his office became less frequent over those days and she spent more time with the genetic researchers now. She needn’t have worried, Moran had wanted her since that first day, and now that he had her all to himself, he wasn’t about to do something so stupid as to lose that. In his eyes Yuri was not only the most beautiful female he had ever shared a bed with, but she was extremely intelligent and utterly ruthless when she needed to be. And she was completely uninhibited in their bed he thought to himself with an inner smile. Her words struck him and he sat back in his chair.

“A Drow city,” He asked. “Are you sure?”


Yuri nodded and sipped the scotch gingerly while moving to the chair in front of his desk. “Based on what Graham was able to transmit to us before they killed him, and what our own people are telling us, it is the only thing it could be. The Drow Queen and her Spartan bodyguard are absent from Eden, and Vengal hasn’t been seen in several days. Not to mention those reported outgoing flights from the Eden airfield.”


“Were you able to learn anything from Deval’s corpse?” Moran asked, sitting back further in his chair.


Yuri allowed her eyes to rest on this man, his question not registering with her immediately. If anyone had told her two thousand, or even a thousand years ago that she would be fawning over a human male, she would have ripped their face off without thinking twice. Yet here she was, for the first time in her long life actually wanting to spend the rest of her days with a man, and a human man at that. Well almost human, she thought, as Robert had been genetically created. When she looked back, Yuri had been attracted to him almost immediately, even that first day five hundred years ago. Yes he was a Genome that her hated enemy had created, but there was something different about him; a certain cruelness that she found almost irresistible. She had intended to turn him into a vampire slave that night he came into her cell with only one thing on his mind. She had known what he was there for, and while she could have just as easily killed him in the blink of an eye, the lust she saw in his eyes was not general. It was a lust for her and her alone, and that had turned her on incredibly. He had fucked her senseless in a way that had left her craving more. He had dominated her in a way she had never allowed any man to dominate her, and the way he responded to her made her blood burn for him. When she bit Robert she remembered that his blood was warm and spicy, and now it tasted like the finest wine she’d ever had. Robert had crushed her to his hard body while she fed; not pushing her away in panic or retreat, almost as if he wanted what she was going to make him. That fact and the cruel intelligence she saw in his eyes are what made Yuri cradle him in her arms, protecting him until he was reborn. Yuri was born of pure Vampire blood, her mother and father both pure blooded vampires and when she drained Moran of his blood that night he was reborn as something far more than just a Genome Vampire. 
Their brief liaisons continued even when she was on the moon station EDEN enduring Leonidas’s slobbering attempts at sex. She always secretly met with him when she returned to earth; Moran’s rough treatment of her, his dominance of her during sex had kept drawing her back to him. Yet while he hammered her endlessly it seemed, he was always mindful of who she was, and what she was capable of, and he never pushed her too far. He respected her and what she could do, and that respect above all else is what made Yuri seek him out shortly after the comet came and destroyed all that they had known. 

He had protected her over the next decade, always remaining at her side. He had been highly perturbed when she turned the Drow elf Marcus some two hundred years later, thinking Marcus was going to take his place at her side and in her bed. While that had never been Yuri’s intent, Marcus was only a tool in Yuri’s eyes; it had affected Moran enough to stay away from her for nearly twenty years. He had given himself a transfer to a different Alliance stronghold to try and break the bond that he had built with Yuri. During that time Yuri had taken no other lovers, and while many offers came to her in that time, she now understood why she had never accepted. Robert Moran had taken hold of her and gotten into her blood in a way no man ever had. A way that Yuri had sworn no man ever would after what Xerxes had done to her. 
She had never openly showed it but when Moran came back into her life she was ecstatic. She had hoped they could continue what they had shared for so long, yet he remained distant in many ways, and it frustrated Yuri to no end. She did some investigating and digging on her own and discovered that in that twenty year period while he was away Moran also had been celibate, which was amazing to her considering the beauty of the female elves that Dymas had created. She learned he had studied for nearly a decade under a vampire elder on the Asian continent learning more and more about his skills and what he was capable of.

Yuri finally ordered him back into her bed, and though he came reluctantly, the sex between them was even better than she remembered. He was a more powerful vampire than when he had left her, with new skills and strength, and he displayed them with her. Yuri accepted his idea to invite others to join in with them, and while she suspected he did this out of spite, she had succumbed to his wishes because she wanted him to see that she did care for him deeply. It did not happen often, only three times, and he was always in a foul mood afterwards, as if he regretted it. Yuri had physically enjoyed the sessions greatly, but had always made sure Moran was the focus of her attention, and only he was allowed to have her ass.


Things between them had grown deeply over the last few months since learning Martin might be the descendant of Leonidas, and their feelings had grown very quickly to Yuri’s delight. He had become more protective and more obsessive about their relationship, and it had caused Yuri to reciprocate those feelings until finally they had professed to each other that night when they had shared each other’s blood. It was a common misconception that vampires did not know love and devotion, for Yuri had devoted herself to Moran in every way she could think of, physically and mentally. Just his simple embrace could sooth her restless heart. Yuri had probed his mind one night shortly after they had fed on each other’s blood, essentially becoming husband and wife in vampire culture. While he slept beside her, unable to fight the urge to see how deeply his commitment to her went, Yuri probed his mind. She was considered a powerful vampire telepath; some said second only to her father and she had used her telepathy on many occasions to get what she wanted. She had used it to alter someone’s perceptions, she had used it to force sex and she had even used it to kill on four different occasions. In all the time Moran had been at her side, she had never once used it to look into his thoughts. Part of that was the fact that he had powerful mental shields of his own; the other part was that she just didn’t want to read his mind out of her growing feelings for him. When she could no longer resist and she had probed his mind after a breathtaking night of sex, it had stunned her to see his thoughts about her, and the happiness their relationship had generated in him. Apparently with her in his bed next to him he did not feel the need to subconsciously shield his thoughts, and it allowed Yuri free access to his mind. 
Yuri discovered that she was not the only female vampire who considered him attractive and since the night they had shared blood he had been approached four times by other vampire females, wanting to establish a relationship with him. Robert had not even blinked in replying that he was already quite spoken for and to leave him alone. His only thoughts of women were of her exclusively and many of them were quite erotic in nature. She had detected not even the slightest interest in another female and Yuri had withdrawn from his mind feeling a sense of peace at what she had discovered, and the next morning to Moran’s stunned surprise, he had woken up with Yuri cuddled against his body in a way she had never done before.

Yuri had decided that night before sleep had taken her that she would never deny him anything. That he was so content with just her made it all the more easy for her to make the decision that no matter what he wanted, she would do it for him.


“Yuri?” Moran asked softly.


Yuri shook her head quickly. “I’m sorry, yes I am sure.” She spoke answering his question.


Moran smiled. “I asked about Deval.” He said.


“I know that!” She snapped at him, but softened that with a smile her dark orbs glittering in the light of the room.


“Are you ok?” He asked.


Yuri chuckled and nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered. “I was just thinking about some things.”

“Care to share them?”


Yuri shook her head. “They are not important right now.” She replied looking at him with smiling eyes. “Our psychics were able to discover who it was that initiated the telepathic assault and the fact that she was able to do it so successfully is not good. Martin’s werewolf bitch Anja found a sliver of Deval’s thoughts in Graham’s mind and traced it back to him.”


Moran’s eyes narrowed, “Graham’s mind? How is that possible?”


“It seems that Deval failed to tell us he turned Selene many years ago.” Yuri said. “He was a pureblood and had the knowledge of how to make his genes dormant so they would not take over until he was ready to fully change her. When Graham bit Selene it triggered her change into a full vampire, and then the Drow Lynwe completed the change when she bit Selene in their attempt to override Graham’s subconscious commands. Anja was able to track that filament of Deval that he left in Selene’s blood. When Graham fed on her he took in what Deval had left. Enough for Anja to trace his blood all the way back to him.”

“She’s that powerful telepathically?” Moran asked.


Yuri nodded. “Martin is King Leonidas’s son.” She said. “The Lycavorians are born telepathic; I’ve told you that, but the family of the Lycavorian King was always the most powerful. Many of them are even more powerful than our strongest Vampire Mages; Leonidas’s father was a match for my own father, who is generally considered by many as the most powerful telepath in the universe.”

“You think Martin is this powerful?” Moran asked.


Yuri shrugged. “It is hard to say… but he is obviously much more powerful than we first thought if Anja’s abilities have advanced to the point where she could have touched Deval through Graham. That is not easily done by even the most experienced Mages. She has Martin’s blood in her now, as do Dysea and Aricia. Their skills would be ten fold more powerful because of that. Hadarians and Lycavorians are some of the most powerful telepaths in the universe, and it would not surprise me in the least if the youngest of them becomes just as powerful as Martin.”

“You’re talking about this Aricia female?” Moran said.

Yuri nodded. “She is a pureblood Lycavorian. And since she is still considered very young in Lycavorian culture, her telepathic abilities will only grow stronger now that Martin has taken her. It stands to reason that if she and Anja can do it, Martin can as well, and there is no telling what else they are capable of.”

Moran got up and went to the bar, pouring himself a glass of the same scotch. He turned and leaned against the bar. “You should know that they discovered Ephialtes.” He spoke softly, “And Autolycus’s involvement with us.”


Yuri’s eyes snapped up to look at him. “Ephialtes had outgrown his usefulness in my opinion. He was a holdover from Xerxes who relied on him far too much.” She spoke. 
“He gave us good information over the years.” Moran spoke.

Yuri waved that off casually. “He was a traitor to his people and Martin will insure he pays the price. Losing Autolycus is not a large matter either, as we did not expect his foolish plan to work anyway. The Spartans would have never let a wolf of the Eurypontid line sit on the throne for very long. He would have been assassinated within the first month. The more important question is what of our assassin?”


Moran nodded as he returned to his chair. “He’s the one who reported in. He’s safe for the moment. Sparta was locked down right after the bombing, so he went underground to the safe house. Leonidas also destroyed the Coven castle on the other side of the mountains. He hit it with ten thousand Spartans and they razed it to the ground in two hours. No one was spared.”


Yuri shook her head, “How many?”


“Three hundred nineteen,” Moran answered softly, “Though the envoy from your brother survived. For all the good it did him, he’s now in Spartan custody.”


Yuri looked at him, shaking her head. “My father will not be pleased about that. Most of those in that castle were purebloods.” Yuri’s facial expression changed as the rest of what Robert told her sank in. “Envoy from my brother?” She asked. “What are you talking about?”


Martin met her gaze. “I thought you knew and just didn’t tell me. Xerxes sent an envoy of some sort to Sparta under the protection of Autolycus.”


“An envoy? I knew nothing of this! Why would he send an envoy?” Yuri demanded.


“To demand Spartan surrender or to hand over Leonidas,” Moran answered. “At least that was supposed to be the plan. They thought he was harder hit than he really was after the bombing and Autolycus sent for the envoy while Leonidas was recovering.”

“Damn him!” Yuri spat coming to her feet. “He’s trying to undermine my authority and get back control of the High Guard!”


“Yuri,” Moran spoke. “It didn’t work.”

“You don’t know Xerxes.” Yuri said. “He will do anything to get back control of the High Guard. And he will keep trying to subvert all we do until he has succeeded.” Yuri whirled around. “Damn… if only Leonidas had killed him that day!”


Moran moved up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist pulling her close to him, feeling her body tense for just a second before relaxing in his embrace and pushing back against him. “He’s on his way here right?” He spoke.


Yuri closed her eyes enjoying the feel of his body against her. “Yes.” She replied. “And he will undoubtedly contact our father to report that I failed to protect the envoy.”


“Can we pick up his ships with our equipment here?” Moran asked.


Yuri turned in his embrace. “The spaceport could, why?”


“Beat him to the punch.” Moran said. “Contact him and demand to know why he acted without your orders. Only make sure you have your father involved in the conversation so that he can see it was Xerxes who acted without orders from the Commander of the High Guard.”

Yuri’s eyes glowed in delight as she stared at him. “Robert… that is… that is positively sinister.” She spoke.


“You would have thought of it sooner or later, but he pisses you off so much that you lose your control and you don’t think straight.” Moran said. 


Yuri sighed as she slipped her arms around his shoulders. “You are correct. Even after all this time he still has a knack for perturbing me in every way.”


Moran nodded. “And he knows it.” He said. “That’s why he does it.”


Yuri kissed him tenderly. “I will do as you suggest.” She said with a laugh. “It will drive him mad with anger.”

“What about this Drow city?” Moran asked.


“I believe it would be a good test of our new soldiers don’t you?” Yuri asked.


Moran grinned. “Yes it would. Carson did make the Drow to be the closest thing to the Spartans as he could.”


Yuri nodded. “Marcus will have the reactor online in one week.” She said. “When he does… we will strike. Send one division of our new troops north to find the Drow city and destroy it and have the remaining four divisions that are ready begin preparations to march on Eden. Combined with our regular troops we will outnumber them three to one.”


“Won’t Martin mobilize the Spartans?” Moran asked.


“It won’t matter. By that time Xerxes will be here, and if I know my brother he will have crammed his ships with ground troops. Our combined forces will number over three million and that will be more than enough to finally kill that Lycavorian bastard.”


Moran nodded. “That works for me.” He said.


Yuri chuckled to herself again. “Yes… I’m sure it does.” She spoke as her hand dropped to his crotch. Her eyes never left his face as she squeezed his cock inside his pants and felt it begin to thicken. “When is your next meeting?” She asked in a husky voice.

“Not for another hour.” He replied.


“Is there anything you can think of to occupy yourself for that hour?” She asked turning her face up to his and licking his neck as her hands quickly unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down freeing his now hard cock. She gazed into his eyes as her hands stroked the thickening ten inch shaft. Yuri believed that Leonidas would always have the distinction of having the largest cock to ever penetrate her, but Robert’s hard shaft was the only one she had ever truly desired. 

Yuri’s face showed her surprise when Robert’s hands came up and entwined themselves in her raven black hair and his eyes changed to vampire cobalt blue.


“Suck me.” His voice spoke, deep and commanding, his eyes wide and bright.


“Robert you know I don’t like to do…” Yuri started to say.


“Suck my cock bitch!” Moran growled loudly, pushing her down to her knees with his vampire enhanced strength.


Yuri eyes were wide at this, feeling his strength pressing her down. Surprisingly Yuri didn’t resist as she sank down to her knees in front of him. Yuri had sucked off men before and even allowed them to come in her mouth, most of which she spit back out in disgust. She didn’t like the taste of come and thought the act of sucking a man’s cock degrading and beneath her. Yet something in her body reacted differently now as her eyes stared at the blood engorged cock only inches from her face and lips. She could feel warmth spreading out from her pussy, which to her amazement had become damp with her own juices.


“Suck it now!” Moran demanded more harshly, pulling her head to his crotch.


Yuri gasped when his cock slapped her cheeks. It was hot, hotter than she had ever felt it, and as her hands came up quickly to wrap around the thick length she felt a surge of pleasure through her. With a groan Yuri wrapped her ruby lips around the engorged head, the heat between her thighs expanding into her belly now. She heard Robert groan loudly and one of his hands let go of her hair, moving to push her hands away from their stroking of his shaft. Her eyes lifted towards his face, and she saw him smile just before he rammed his entire ten inch cock down her throat. Yuri’s eyes bugged out of her head and she gagged almost violently, her hands rising quickly to push against his strong thighs.


“No!” Moran snapped, pinning her hands against his chest as he pulled her head tighter to his groin, her lips smashed against the thick hairless base of his cock. “Take it all!” 


Yuri’s eyes filled with tears quickly, and she tried to twist her head away, but he held her firmly, grinding his entire cock into her throat, making her stomach heave and she gagged nosily. She could feel every ridge of his shaft, every vein as it pulsed inside her warm tight throat. She could feel his large warm balls pressed against her jaw, bloated with come. She blinked rapidly, trying to clear her vision, and then Robert began to fuck her throat with long powerful thrusts. His hand cupped the back of her head, his fingers entwined almost painfully in her long hair as he drove his hips into her face repeatedly, withdrawing his cock until only the head remained in her mouth and then slamming back into her throat with violent strokes.


Yuri was a pureblood vampire, and therefore very capable of defending herself. Her strength was equal too if not greater than Robert’s, and her eyes changed to vampire cobalt blue, her fingers clenching against his hard chest, dragging painfully down his skin as she prepared to shove him back, her anger growing. She placed her palms on his driving thighs, feeling his powerful muscles flexing in effort and she started to push when her cobalt colored eyes flew open wide and she shuddered in the most intense orgasm of her life. She screamed out around the thick cock pile driving into her throat as her juices flooded out of her, drenching the crotch of the light blue jumpsuit in seconds.

“Yeah,” Moran screamed. “I’m there!”


Yuri felt him slam forward once more, grinding his cock deeply into her stretched and sore throat. She felt his pole expand in size, his large balls drawing up tight, and then she felt the come rushing up the length of his cock, pressing against the tight confines of her throat, prolonging her own orgasm. She screamed again around the thick cock, wrapping her arms around his driving hips and grabbing his clenched ass cheeks as he erupted into her mouth. A less powerful orgasm gripped her as his warm come flooded into her belly, and the heat that had been building in her stomach became a full fledged fire. She gulped his load hungrily, like a starving kitten, one hand leaving his ass cheek to reach between his legs and grab his emptying balls.


“Fuck yeah!” Moran shouted, throwing his head back and driving his cock even deeper, feeling her squeezing his balls almost to the point of pain, milking him like cattle. “Drink it all! Yes… swallow it all!”


Yuri was happy to oblige, flexing her throat against his shaft, constricting it, milking it. She released his ass with the other hand and dropped it quickly between her thighs, rubbing her spasming pussy underneath the jumpsuit fabric as hard as she could, her ass pressing into the heels of her feet.


Robert’s come still leaked out of his shaft, but much less forcefully now as he shivered in the aftermath. Still Yuri did not want to release him, the sensation of his entire cock buried in her throat causing her to groan loudly. She drew her head back halfway up his shaft, his strength gone from the back of her head, but instead of spitting out his cock and the come in her mouth, she swirled it around within her mouth, savoring the texture and taste, her tongue working madly against the five inches still trapped within her lips. She gripped the exposed portion of his cock and stroked it hard, milking it even more, tasting the residual come squeeze from the tip. The point of her tongue delved into that small slit, marveling at the taste of him, and the quivering of his powerful legs when she did that to him.

Moran’s hands finally pulled her face away from his groin and Yuri moaned in regret, her hands wrapping tightly around the still hard shaft, stroking it and wanting more. She looked up pleadingly into his cobalt eyes, come dangling from her lips. “Ro… Robert what…”


Moran pulled her back into a standing position, his lips covering hers and kissing her hard, almost brutally, his tongue driving into her mouth meeting her own tongue and doing battle. She felt his hands frantically tearing at her jumpsuit, the cool air touching her skin as he peeled it away more quickly than she would have thought possible. He spun her around quickly in front of him, his hands reaching around to grip her huge breasts, pinching her nipples painfully, causing her to gasp in delight. Yuri was lost in this new world as her vampire husband dominated her in every aspect, and unlike at any other time in her life, she accepted it willingly and without question.


Moran turned her towards the desk, bending her over the edge, shoving items out of the way to make room for her. He was totally engrossed in her, nothing else occupying his thoughts except pounding her senseless in every way he could. She felt the hotness of his cock press between her firm asscheeks and for a fleeting moment she tensed, expecting him to ram his cock deeply into her yearning ass.


Yuri’s eyes went wide and her mouth opened in a breathless scream of pleasure as he speared her tight pussy in one powerful thrust. Her breasts were crushed against the walnut desk top, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as another orgasm rocketed through her. She felt his hands grab her large breasts and he pulled her up to him, his cock sinking even deeper inside her tight pussy. She felt his lips graze and then nibble her ear lobe, his breath hot against her skin. 


“I…” Moran drove his cock into her hard with each word he spoke. “Don’t… need… anyone… but… you!”


Yuri screamed as he bit gently into her shoulder just at the base of her neck and he began to feed on her blood. She felt the fire race through her veins, burning heat and searing pleasure ripped through her as she started to come then and there.


She didn’t stop coming for the next hour.

CANADA

“By the gods what happened?” Aelulip asked Kawyona as the Drow commander dumped Anuk’s body on the ground in the cell.


“They were waiting for us!” Kawyona growled as she began to strip Anuk’s body armor from her, being none to gentle about it. Aelulip turned as Nayeca was brought into the same cell and dropped on the floor. “Strip them naked and search for weapons! Where is the monster?” Kawyona ordered.

“He was taken to the beast cages.” The Drow replied as she began to strip Nayeca of her clothes and weapons, while another female continued what Kawyona had started.


Aelulip grabbed Kawyona’s arm and pulled her out of the cell. “You were told to retrieve only the traitor and the Queen! What have you done?”


“This Wood Elf bitch embarrassed me in front of our people. It is my right to make her pay!” Kawyona snapped. “I intend to make her my slave, to serve me in every way!”

“Who is this monster you speak of?” Aelulip asked her. “What happen out there? The shooting could be heard for miles. Hwia is seething with anger!”

“The giant dark skinned human.” Kawyona spoke. “He is her mate and he tried to stop us from taking her. He is a monster somehow. He changes into an Ngauro! He almost killed me! I shot him six times with the tranquilizer gun before he fell.”


“And the Queen,” Aelulip asked her eyes wide with fear and the knowledge that things had gone terribly array. “Where is she?”

“She is being taken to the quarters you ordered.” Kawyona spoke. “She fought like a devil… they…”


“What have you done?” Hwia screamed as she rushed into the cell block, her eyes wide and filled with anger.


Aelulip stepped up to her quickly, blocking Hwia from getting to Kawyona. “I ordered this.” She spoke immediately. “I…”


Hwia slapped her viciously across the face rocking her head back and causing her to stagger backwards. Kawyona’s eyes went wide as did the eyes of the other Drow at this action. None of them had ever seen Elder Hwia so incensed. “Do you realize what you have done?” She hissed.


Aelulip looked back to her, amber eyes filled with anger, her cheek stinging painfully from the slap. “I acted as a Drow Elder.” She barked. “Something you were not willing to do.”


“You acted like a spoiled stupid bitch,” Hwia snarled back at her. “She is the Queen of our people and you treat her as a common thug! She bears the medallion of the family Anatyla, the royal family!”


“She does not deserve the right to wear that medallion!” Aelulip snapped.


“That is not for you to decide!” Hwia screamed at her. “She has survived alone out there for all this time. She was willing to talk with us, and perhaps we could have changed her views on many things! She came here freely, and now your actions will make her angry and she will not view us the same.”


“She would not bow to Drow law!” Aelulip spoke loudly. “She said as much! As Queen she needs to mate with the strongest of our males to produce stronger children! Not cavort with that human male and the Queen of our enemies! She defiles our code by sharing herself with another woman!”


“We dispensed with that law over a century ago!” Hwia snapped at her. “You yourself agreed that it was something that needed to be changed. And you yourself have taken Drow women into your bed… and forced others!” Aelulip looked at her wide eyed. “Did you think I would not discover this? Three High Elf females and two human females… that you forced into submission in your bed against their will! Do you dare think yourself so arrogant and superior as to pass judgment on our Queen for that act when you do the same thing! At least the High Elf Queen shares her bed willingly and with love!”

“Love has nothing to do with it! And as Queen she needs to stay within her own people!” Aelulip snapped right back.


Hwia looked at Kawyona, her eyes going to Nayeca and Anuk unconscious on the floor of the cell and now completely naked. “Why did you capture the Wood Elf female?”


“She dishonored me and I…” Kawyona spoke.


“She defeated you in single combat with little trouble!” Hwia snapped at the senior Drow Commander. “Now you wish to avenge yourself upon her; a childish display of emotion from the senior Drow military commander!”

“She will be my slave!” Kawyona barked. “And she will serve under me at my whim! Those are the spoils of combat! I will…”


“I care nothing for your petty differences with this Wood Elf! The traitor is another thing but you will do nothing to this female unless I authorize it! Do you understand Commander?” Hwia ordered.
“I will…” 

“You will do nothing or you will answer to me!” Hwia shouted stepping closer to her. “If you disobey me I will have you stripped of your rank and used as a common slave Kawyona! Is that in any way unclear?”

The Drow Commander looked at her shocked. “As… as you order.” She said softly.

“I didn’t hear you Commander!” Hwia yelled.

“As you order it Senior Elder Hwia, I will comply!” Kawyona spoke, containing her anger and embarrassment as best she was able, which wasn’t very much. 

“How many Drow warriors did you lose in this misbegotten adventure?” Hwia asked her. “And speak truthfully.”
Kawyona paused for a long moment and even Aelulip looked at her. “They were… they were expecting us!” She said.

“Answer my question damn it!” Hwia demanded, “How many of our people returned with you Commander?”

Kawyona looked at the floor, “Fifty-seven.” She answered.

Hwia’s eyes were wide now. “How many Cadre did you take?” She asked.

“Two!” Kawyona replied.

“Two!” Hwia gasped. “You… you return with fifty-seven out of a hundred? You lost forty-three of our best warriors?”

Kawyona met her eyes. “They fought… they fought better than I anticipated.”

Aelulip turned to Hwia. “They will be remembered with honor.” She spoke.

Hwia glared at her. “Remembered with honor?” She spoke. “We have to be around to remember them you fool!”

“What… what do you mean?” Aelulip asked.

Hwia held up the data pad. “The Queen gave this to me before she left yesterday. Do you want to know what is on this? This is a brief history of how this city Eden was built. She gave us information that would be considered sensitive because she wanted us to trust her! Your actions this night will have ruined any chance of that! They fought better than you anticipated Kawyona? You are fucking lucky they didn’t kill every one of you!” Hwia whirled around taking several deep breaths before turning back to them. 

“It is very eye opening Aelulip.” Hwia spoke turning back around. “There are over a million elves and humans living in this city right now. There are another million and a half living in settlements across the lower portion of the continent that have aligned themselves with this Eden. They are aligned with the High Elves and their remaining cities. They are aligned with seven other elf factions across what was once the United States and Canada. This city state Eden has a standing army of eleven divisions of elf and human soldiers! Eleven divisions you moron! Almost half a million elves and humans trained to fight the same way as the thirty or so you attacked last night! And they kicked your ass! How long do you think we will last against half a million troops trained like them! We are barely over six thousand.”
“They would never move against us!” Aelulip said confidently. “Not while we hold Aihola and the others.”

“And what of the Elf High King and what he will do when he discovers what you have done?” Hwia asked Aelulip. “She gave me a sample of this King’s DNA and I tested it while you were off starting a war that will destroy our people for good. His DNA matches that of the Elf High King the Holy One created so long ago, the King that the Alliance butchered whilst he slept so he would not unite the elf clans across the planet.”

“You believe all this?” Aelulip asked taking the data pad. “These are lies! All of them.”
“Have you gone completely…?”

“Release us!” The female voice yelled. They all turned to see Anuk standing against the bars of the cell, completely naked and holding out her left arm. The Shi Viska hummed atop her forearm, as if anticipating leaping for the kill. “Release us now!”

“By the gods,” Hwia gasped.

“Your cell will not hold us.” Anuk spoke shaking her head. Her vision was still fuzzy from the drugs in her system and she failed to see Kawyona lift her side arm and point it at Nayeca who was still on the floor unconscious.

“She will die before that weapon leaves your control!” Kawyona growled. “Make it go away, now!” Anuk blinked several times, still trying to focus. Kawyona jacked back the hammer of the sidearm. “Do as I say or I will kill her without hesitation!”

Anuk stared at Kawyona for along moment before she willed the Shi Viska to disappear, and in a silvery flash of light it was gone. Anuk didn’t see the second Drow lift the tranquilizer gun in that split second and fire three more darts into her side. She felt the pin pricks of pain and then blackness washed over her once more.
“What manner… what manner of weapon is that?” Hwia gasped.

“She and several others had similar weapons.” Kawyona spoke, her voice hesitant and filled with fear. They… they killed many of our warriors with these weapons.” She looked at the Drow fighter. “Secure her arms behind her back. If she wishes to display her weapon again she will only injure herself.”

The Drow fighter rushed to comply. “Commander… do you think she can… do you think she can change like the big man?”

“Change?” Hwia asked. “What is she talking about?”

“The Wood Elf’s mate,” Kawyona spoke. “He is… he is a…”

“He is a what?” Hwia snapped.

“He is Ngauro. Natha Zze’ill.” Kawyona whispered.

Hwia looked at Kawyona, her eyes wide with fear. “What… what have you brought down upon us?” She gasped. She turned to Aelulip. “We must convene a meeting of the senior Drow family leaders! Quickly, before all we have built here is destroyed in one fell swoop due to your arrogance and stupidity!”


“He’s coming around!” The voice spoke.


Dekton’s eyes fluttered opened and the sunlight caused him to blink several times. When his vision focused clearly he was staring into the young beautiful face of his Queen.


“Don’t attempt to move just yet Spartan.” Aricia’s voice filled his ears. “The drug they used still circulates through your system, but it will be purged within a few hours.”

“My… my Queen… why are you…” Dekton asked, looking around slowly. His eyes went wide then and he sat up quickly. “Little Drow? Where is Aihola?” He yelled his dark blue eyes searching frantically.


Aricia grabbed his shoulder to keep him from trying to get to his feet. “Don’t move Dekton! You must rest!”


“They… they took my mate! I will kill them all until I have her back!” He snarled trying to gather his feet under him, a wave of nausea washing over him. He made it to his knees before it overwhelmed him and he doubled over.


Aricia kept him from falling back to the ground, and another pair of hands gripped his arms as well. “Stand easy Dekton.” Vengal’s voice spoke.


“They have… they have my Aihola!” He snapped again.


“Yes… and they have my daughter as well.” Vengal replied as Dekton turned to look at him.


“And my son,” Melancton’s voice spoke.


Dekton gripped Vengal’s arm to steady himself, his other hand resting on Aricia’s slim shoulder. “What… what happen?” He asked as he slowly got to his feet.


“They were only trying to snatch Aihola, Nayeca and Anuk. Daniel only got in their way.” Melancton spoke again. “Vengal’s decision to have a Bravo Light camp kept them from overwhelming us completely. They attacked with two forces, the second one we did not detect until they were upon us.”


“They… they came from upwind.” Dekton spoke remembering he didn’t pick up the scents of the second group of Drow elves until they were already upon them. “The wind… the wind carried their scents away from us.”


“I have pulled us back to the extraction point.” Vengal spoke evenly. He wore a small bandage on his cheek, his face drawn. “Aricia arrived only an hour ago.”


Dekton looked at the youngest of Spartan and Lycavorian Queens and saw that she wore the black body armor and crimson cape of a Spartan for the first time. Her raven colored hair was pulled into a long pony tail and draped over one shoulder. She looked fit, confident and ready for battle.


“How… how long have I been unconscious?” He asked.


“Nearly six hours.” Aricia replied. “I felt a brief flash from Anuk within the Drow city but then she was lost again shortly afterward. They live Dekton but most likely they are unconscious… still under the effects of the drug they hit you with. The Drow will not hurt them.”

Dekton turned to Vengal, “I… I smelled our people… how… how many?” He asked.


“We lost five dead and nine wounded.” Vengal said slowly, his voice tinged with anger. “That is why I pulled us back. Ben has already returned to Eden with the dead and wounded, and I established a more secure perimeter with the troops that came with Aricia.”


“We killed thirty of the Drow and have thirteen prisoners.” Melancton spoke as he got to his feet. “Among them is one of their senior commanders. She saw Daniel shift and she is now extremely frightened but still very defiant. They all are.”


Dekton turned quickly to Aricia. “The King must be made aware of what has happened.” He said.


Aricia smiled and padded his arm. “Anja and I have already done so.” She said. “When Ben returns, she and Tarifa will contact him from Eden. He has dispatched a SPAT with a hundred Spartans to our location. They should arrive within the next few hours and then we will see about getting out people back.” Aricia touched his face gently. “You need to rest and then gain your strength back. Right now you need to touch your other mate. Tarifa is worried beyond words about you. Vengal and I will handle things.”


Dekton nodded quickly. “Thank you… thanks to you my Queen.”


Aricia smiled warmly. “Dekton… I am not officially a Queen of Sparta, and I may never be.” She said, the tone of her voice indicating she didn’t care in the least as long as Martin loved her. “Our laws will not allow it, and I am still considered a child by many.”


Dekton met her azure blue eyes. “You are a Queen of Sparta and of the Lycavorian people, our people.” He stated firmly. “No law made will ever change that fact. And you are no more a child in my eyes or the eyes of a Spartan Centurion than me or Melancton would be considered a child.”

Melancton nodded his head, “Words of truth.” He spoke. “Dekton speaks very true my Queen. And you should not question the King’s will when it comes to this. If there is a way, he will find it. His love for you is great.”

Aricia chuckled. “There are many things I question Melancton,” She said looking at him. “Martin’s will is not one of them. And I am the youngest of his Queens, and while he loves us all, I believe Dysea shares his heart more than Anja or I.”


Melancton smiled at her and shook his head. “I would not be so sure of that my Queen.” He said softly. Aricia looked at him oddly before Vengal broke in.


“Dekton… I need you clear headed so sit your ass down and rest.” He ordered. Everyone smiled at his words, his time spent with Daniel and Martin having affected the way he talked more than he cared to admit to anyone. “Once Tarifa speaks with Martin we will decide our course of action.”


Dekton sank back to the soft earth and nodded. Aricia motioned Vengal away with her head as Melancton squatted next to his fellow Spartan. They moved far enough away so that no one could hear them speak. Vengal looked at her.


“I will inform everyone that you will be taking command Aricia. I…” Vengal began to speak.


“No.” Aricia spoke. “This is your mission to run now that Aihola has been taken. I would imagine Tarifa will be coming north as well.”


“I thought… I thought you would want to assume command when you arrived.” Vengal said.


Aricia shook her head. “I do not have the military knowledge to command just yet Vengal. I am learning much from Martin and Dysea… but there is much I still need to learn. No this is your mission, and even when the Spartans arrived they will fall under your command. Martin trusts your skill and knowledge.”


“He trusts yours as well Aricia.” Vengal said.


Aricia smiled. “I, however, do not.” She answered, “At least not yet.”


Vengal nodded. “We will maintain a tight security perimeter with the additional troops you brought and wait for Tarifa to speak with Martin.”

“I would like to see the Drow prisoners however.” Aricia said. “I might be able to get something from them when others could not.”


Vengal smiled. “I will take you to them myself.”


Dekton looked at Melancton after watching Aricia and Vengal walk away. “He does not know?” He asked Daniel’s father.


Melancton shook his head. “He has not been among our people long enough to be able to pick that up for himself. You and I smell it because of our age.”

“Technically he is far older than both of us my friend.” Dekton said.

Melancton nodded. “Yet he has been in suspended animation for most of those years, and he is still learning the little things that you and I learned through life with our people. What troubles me more is that even Aricia doesn’t seem to know it.”


“How is that possible Melancton?” Dekton asked.


“I don’t know. Her mother may know, but she loves her daughter and if the King makes Aricia happy, she will not mention it to her.” Melancton spoke. “It does not affect all our women, and the only ones that I know of are Malaika and your former mate. It is not something that is bandied about.” 

“We must tell him.” Dekton spoke.


“No! The love they share is obvious even to any fool.” Melancton spoke. “I don’t believe the change will affect her in any way based on her actions so far. She may be over the worst of it already and not even know it.”


“So we do nothing?” Dekton spoke.


Melancton nodded. “Not unless we need too.” He answered. “He is the son of Leonidas Dekton. That is a dream none of us ever entertained, and I for one am looking forward to leaving this planet and seeing the stars that we saw once we send these vampire scum to hell.”


Dekton smiled and nodded his head. “Then it will stay between us.” He spoke.
SPARTA

“Have you been able to contact them yet?” Martin asked.
He stood in the communications room of the villa, the large six by six monitor screen attached to the wall, a computer console directly underneath it. Andreus and Walter stood in the room with him, Dilios occupying one of the three chairs. Tarifa, Anja and Tareif sat at the conference table in the Eden Command and Control Center.


Tarifa shook her head slowly. “Not yet.” She replied her voice filled with worry. “Dekton has just recovered consciousness however, and they may be keeping Nya Istel and the others sedated.” She looked at the table now, barely holding back her emotions.

Martin looked at the monitor. He knew Tarifa almost as well as his queens due to what they once shared, and even though they had gone their separate ways and found new loves in their lives, he considered her very special to him, “Tarifa?” Martin waited patiently until she lifted her sapphire colored eyes to him. Even in the monitor, he could tell her eyes were red from previous bouts of crying.


“I… I will be fine.” Tarifa spoke softly. “I’m… I’m stronger than this.”


“Yes you are.” Martin told her.


“Ever since… ever since Dekton came into our lives Martin… Aihola and I have finally been able to look to the future.” Tarifa said, “A future with children… and peace. By the gods I am so weak!”


“She is not gone Tarifa.” Martin said softly. “I would feel it and so would you. You are the mate of a Spartan Centurion Tarifa, and the soul mate and lover of the Drow Queen. Do you think they love you because you are weak? They love you because you are the strongest woman they know. And you are one of the strongest women I know. Do not question yourself ever again. I won’t allow you too.”

Tarifa took a deep breath and looked at the screen. “What… what would you have me do Martin?”


“Go north to Canada and link up with Aricia and the Spartans! Tareif… begin moving your division north as well. We went there to help them, and they have killed five of my people. If they wish to cling to the past, that is their right, but they will return our friends to us or I will bring down that city until there is not a single brick left standing.” Martin spoke.


Tareif nodded. “We will leave immediately.” He said.


“No not you Tareif.” Martin spoke.


Tareif looked at the screen. “Sire… they are… they are my men.” He said.


“You will promote Leland to command your division; for as of today you are the overall Military Commander of all Eden’s military, second only to me.” Martin said stunning Tareif into silence. “They now are all your men. You are the better tactical mind for large units and I need you to put together a defensive plan for Eden and the settlements. After what I will do today, the vampires will go on the offence. I would imagine they’ll come straight for Eden initially. They won’t attack Sparta because they still fear my people and what we could do even with their overwhelming odds. We need to make them fear the elves and humans in Eden as well.”


Anja leaned forward in her chair, her brow furrowed in alarm. “Martin what are you planning?” She asked hesitantly.


“Xerxes and his forces are at best a week away.” Martin said seeing their surprised looks. “You are positive they found another Class Five Reactor?”


Anja nodded. “That much was very clear in Deval’s mind. They were discussing what they could do when EDEN was fully operational again.”


“Given the information we now have Anja… it’s safe to assume that they have the technology to get the reactor online within a week wouldn’t you agree?” Martin spoke.


Anja nodded. “Yes?” She replied immediately.

“Then we must move quickly.” Martin spoke. “Xerxes sent some sort of Envoy here to Sparta with the intent to demand our surrender or cooperation. He’s going to get neither so I’m guessing he’s not going to be too happy. I intend to piss him off some more.”


“Is that wise sire?” Tareif asked. “If we are to believe everything that has happen up until now, and after what I have seen these past months I don’t doubt it to be true, he could very well remain far above the planet and just bombard us couldn’t he?”


“To what end?” Martin asked. “Any military commander knows you have to put boots on the ground to actually win a battle. And bombarding us won’t be an option when my people get here. He’ll need to try and win on the ground.”

“Martin… we will be heavily outnumbered.” Tarifa said.


“She’s right Marty… even with the other elf clans… Yuri’s forces will outnumber us three to one all by themselves.” Anja said. “That doesn’t count any troops that idiot Xerxes brings with him.”


Martin smiled gently when Anja used her nickname for him. He sent a pulse of love and warmth through their link and saw her close her eyes quickly relishing it. “War Master what is the best way to defeat an enemy when they outnumber you?” Martin asked.


“Make them come to you.” Tareif answered immediately. “Fight them on the terms you decide and lay out.”


Martin nodded. “And that’s what we will do.” He spoke. “And it won’t hurt to get brother and sister mad at each other too.”


They looked at him oddly. “How will you do that?” Tarifa asked.


“Now I can’t reveal all my tricks can I?” Martin said. “Where’s the fun in that?”


“Martin…” Tarifa spoke. “How do… how do you suggest I handle the Drow?”


Martin met her eyes and smiled. “I would imagine that the Queen of the High Elves and one of the Queens of Sparta can come up with something.” He told her. “Be mindful of communicating telepathically with Aihola or the others. If any of them are working with the vampires, they could have psychic deadeners in which case telepathy won’t work.”


“Aihola and I have shared blood Martin.” Tarifa spoke her mind already working. “Our connection is deeper, Dekton has told us this.”


Martin was silent for a long moment. “Very well… just be mindful and speak in code if you feel anyone is monitoring what you say.”


Tarifa nodded, her self assurance rapidly reasserting itself. “I will not play games with them Martin.” She spoke her voice firm.


“I don’t intend for you to.” He told her. “They will conform to how the world is, or they will be left out of it. Make them understand that. The Spartans I sent know they will answer to you and Aricia. The two of you are alike in many ways, and you will get along with her well.”


Tarifa nodded. “I believe so.”


Martin nodded and saw Walter motion to him. “I have to go.” He spoke. “Keep in touch with me. The Spartans will have several long range communications hubs that are brand new and completely secure. If you need me to do anything… just contact me.”


“Good luck.” Tarifa said as she got to her feet.


Martin looked at Anja in the screen. “Thr’won is coming to Eden with part of the Royal Guard and Dysea. I spoke to her briefly about what you and Lynwe have experienced. She’s far more knowledgeable than Peder.”


Anja nodded. “I’ll meet her at the airfield. And it will be good to see Dysea again.”


“I will join all of you in several days. I have to tie up some loose ends here and then I will join you.” Martin told them. “I love you Anja.”


Anja returned his affection with a pulse from her own aura within their connection and Martin smiled feeling her essence sooth him. “I love you more.” Anja’s voice spoke from the screen before it went dark. 
  


Martin turned from the monitor and looked at Walter. “You sent what I asked for Aricia and Anja?”

Walter nodded quickly. “The Oracle did the work herself. They were magnificent in my opinion.” He held out the large plain box. “She sent this for you.”


Martin took the box and opened it carefully seeing the helmet that rested inside. He reached into the box and drew out the matte black helm. This helmet was now decorated with a crest of soft fine hair broken into four colored sections that reached six inches above the helmet. The first section was raven black hair, followed by platinum blond, Persian red and another section of raven black hair that extended down the back and would stretch to the middle of his shoulders in the back. He gazed at the helmet with an almost reverent look.


“Wow.” Martin said finally seeing Andreus and Walter smile.


“The Oracle does good work.” Walter said. “And she put her blessings upon it as well. You should try it on.”


Martin did, sliding the helmet onto his head with ease. The full face helmet left only a narrow portion in the center unprotected, exactly like the Spartan helmets of old. A narrow strip of armor extended down over the bridge of his nose and a four inch wide gap between the cheek armor plates. As he got used to the texture and fit of the helmet, two tinted visors fell in place over his eyes slits and a myriad of information came to life on the two small screens, feeding information directly to him instantly.


“Oh now that is very cool!” Martin spoke with a grin.


Walter chuckled. “The Oracle thought you might like that. It appears her skills go beyond just being the wisest among us.”


“Oh yeah man, very cool indeed!” Martin said. He looked at Walter. “Shall we go talk with our vampire guest?”


“I was hoping you would say that.” Walter spoke. 


“And what became of Ephialtes?” Martin asked casually.


Walter just stared at Martin. “He was very helpful sire.” He replied. “Very willing to tell me whatever I wanted to know. Right up until the time I told him I was going to stake him to the earth in the middle of a fire ant colony. He became very hostile then.”


Martin nodded his head as they left the communications room. “Just insure his remains are recovered. I do not want anyone finding his bones or to see the way he died. It would be unnecessarily brutal especially for a young child. We are civilized after all you know.”


Andreus laughed softly as they walked. “Of course sire.”


“What about Autolycus and the others?” Martin asked.


“They were executed two hours ago sire.” Walter replied causing Martin to stop walking and look at him.


Martin turned his head to Andreus. “Captain I am…”


“He may have been a bastard up until the end, but for his many faults sire, at least he died a Spartan in the end.” Andreus answered firmly. “Autolycus and his son went whimpering like babies.”


“Your father’s name will not be spoken of in the same breath as those traitors Andreus.” Martin said softly. “Misguided he may have been… he did what he thought was best for Sparta. And that is how he will be remembered.”


Andreus looked at Martin surprised. “Sire he betrayed you… he was working with our most hated enemies… he…”


Martin shook his head. “No. His deeds concerning the events with our enemies will be stricken from our history. He will be remembered as the man he once was; a man of honor. I would hope you and your brothers and sisters would carry that with you and remember him as he was then, not who he was at the end. Your father died the day Autolycus was able to corrupt him. And that is who you should remember.”


Andreus was silent for a long moment before he bowed his head to him. “You give honor where none was returned sire.” He said softly. “Why?”

“I give honor where it was deserved.” Martin said, “Nothing more, nothing less. And this has nothing to do with Aricia or her status. That never mattered to me in the least, and you know it. This has to do with not being able to remember my father, and honoring his deeds with what I do. You and your siblings can look back at what your father accomplished and be proud of those achievements for Sparta. That is how Xenos will be remembered in my version of history.” Martin reached up and squeezed his shoulder before heading quickly for the door to the villa.


Andreus looked at Walter. “Why does he do this Senior Polemarch?” 


Walter smiled. “I would think that was obvious… it is the right thing to do.” He answered softly. 


“Was… was this something King Leonidas would have done?” Andreus asked.


Walter shook his head quickly. “No… but he is not his father.” Walter answered. “And that is why he will one day be a greater King than Leonidas. If we all survive that is.”

CANADA
DROW CITY OF KELWOOD



“What are you saying Elder Hwia?” The older Drow woman asked. 

There were seven major families within Kelwood that had survived the purge over a hundred years ago and eleven smaller families. Now… thirteen female and six male Drow were part of the senior Drow families and Hwia had quickly called them all together.


“How many of you knew of this misguided attack Aelulip authorized?” Hwia asked sternly looking at the men and women in the room.


“What attack?” An older female Drow asked.


“What are you talking about?” A male Drow spoke.


Hwia watched them carefully, nine of the senior family heads shouting questions and demands at her. The rest sat there quietly, unable to meet her eyes.


The female Drow that had spoken first finally stood up, “Silence!” She barked at the others, waiting for them to be quiet before turning to Hwia. “What exactly are you speaking of Senior Elder Hwia? I know of no attack conducted by our warriors.”


“Two Drow Cadre went out last night and conducted an attack against our Queen and those with her.” Hwia told them evenly, seeing the looks of horror on the faces of the nine who had been questioning her. “They kidnapped our Queen, the traitor, a Wood Elf female and one of the males with her group.”

“They… they took the Queen?” The female asked. 


Hwia nodded. “They brought them back here to our city. They are locked up like common criminals.”


One of the oldest Drow males stood up now. He was leader of the second largest Drow family and was perhaps one of the most skilled warriors in their ranks. He was also a very strict Drow, adhering to the ancient way religiously and the father of Katain.


“I supported this operation.” He spoke. “And I will not deny it. The daughter of our former Queen does not deserve to be our Queen. She disrespects our laws with contempt. She mates with a foreign human male, and consorts with the Queen of the High Elves in a physical relationship.”


“That is not against the law anymore Ael’main!” The female Drow who had stood up barked. 


“She is a Drow! Only Drow men and women should share her bed!” Ael’main snapped.


“Who are you to dictate to the Queen who shares her bed and who doesn’t?” The female demanded.


Hwia let her eyes linger on the woman for a moment. Thonsya led the largest Drow family remaining, and while she was a strict Drow and stern disciplinarian, she also knew that the Drow needed to change in order to survive in this new world.


“I am a family head!” Ael’main spoke.


“You are not the Queen!” Thonsya shouted. “And you have no place to tell her anything! You sat here and listened to her speak for three hours! She survived without us… without her people for years! The Alliance vampire torturers could not break her; the wild lands could not break her! She survived it all by herself!”


“And that gives her the right to violate our laws!” Ael’main said. “She sat there and told us she would not abide by many of our laws!”


“She said she would review the laws we have in place and if changes needed to be made she would change them for the betterment of our people!” Thonsya snapped. “Did you see the look in her eyes, the joy at finding so many of her people alive? Did you see the look of wonderment in the eyes of her brother? Did you look at anything besides the way she filled out her clothes?”


Ael’main stepped towards her. “You will not speak to me that way!”


Almost instantly several Drow warriors broke from the file along the wall, moving quickly to stand behind Thonsya. As if on cue, more still broke from the opposite wall and backed up Ael’main.


“I will speak to you any way I wish!” Thonsya snapped at him. “Or does your family wish to challenge mine once more? The last time you did, we beat you like dogs! Shall we do so again?”


“Enough!” Hwia screamed. “This will accomplish nothing! We need to decide what to do.”


Ael’main glared at Hwia. “That is obvious! She must renounce her status as Queen so we can choose another. She is not fit to lead our people.”


“That is outrageous!” Another Drow male spoke coming to his feet. “She came here to bring us out this decrepit place we have called home for so long! Our people can once more move and breathe the air of freedom. You have all heard what she said of this city she helps to lead. The Drow with her now… those that escaped from the Alliance vampires… they live and work freely. Many have taken husbands and wives!”


“Husbands and wives that are not now and never will be Drow!” Ael’main shouted. “They are traitors to their people!”


“I would like to see you call the Queen or her brother a traitor to their faces.” Thonsya snapped.


“Enough!” Hwia screamed. “Our very existence depends on what we do now.”


Thonsya looked at her. “What do you mean Hwia?”


Hwia held up the data pad. “Aihola left this for me before she departed yesterday.” She said handing it to her. “It is a detailed history of this city she now leads at the behest of the High King. Many of the things on this pad were not meant for common eyes, and that alone shows her sincerity for the future of our people. It also tells us what we will face if anything were to happen to her.”


“What nonsense is this?” Ael’main asked as Thonsya’s eyes grew wide at what she was reading. 

“By the gods,” Thonsya gasped looking up at Hwia. “Are… are these numbers accurate? Eleven… eleven complete divisions?”


“Aihola has not lied to us yet.” Hwia spoke. “Would you all agree the Drow are the finest warriors alive? That we are a match for even the Alliance vampires?”

“That is why the Alliance has not come after us here.” Another female Drow spoke up.


“No one could hope to defeat us in open combat.” Ael’main spoke arrogantly. “The successful mission last night proves it.”


“Does it?” Hwia said.


“It was successful wasn’t it?” Ael’main replied. “The Queen is now in our custody, as is the traitor and my son’s attacker! Kawyona reported to me when they returned. We also captured the Wood Elf female who struck her, and a human male who got in her way. He obviously has more guts then brains and she tells me he is well gifted. He should make an excellent toy for our females.” He spoke with a smile of superiority.


Hwia glared at him. “Did she also tell you how many of our warriors were lost in the raid you supported?”


“She mentioned nothing of casualties, so I assume there were none.” Ael’main answered even more arrogantly. “Who could stand against our warriors?”


Hwia saw the nods and smiles of many of them men and women gathered and she stepped up to Ael’main and slapped him viciously across the face, “Dos dosib wael!” Hwia screamed, “Il xunus naut mention ol p'wal forty-three d' udossta sargtlinen zhahen elggen wun nindol thalackz'hind d' dossta!” (You fucking fool! She did not mention it because forty-three of our warriors were killed in this raid of yours)

Ael’main glared at her holding his face with one hand as several other family heads came to their feet.


“Impossible!” 


“A lie!” Another gasped.


“It is no lie and it is very possible, because it is true!” Hwia shouted. “Two Cadre went on this raid you and others supported Ael’main, only fifty-seven returned. Oh yes… one hundred of our finest warriors against perhaps thirty men and women with the Queen. They slaughtered forty-three of our warriors and we outnumbered them over three to one!” Hwia pointed to the data pad Thonsya held as she looked at her in horror. “And this city state she leads has eleven complete divisions of men and elves trained as those we fought last night! Eleven divisions do you hear me! Nearly half a million men and women and elves under arms! Trained exactly like those that slaughtered an entire Cadre even while we outnumbered them three to one!”


“That is…” Ael’main looked suddenly very ill.

“Xun dos jal talinth nind orn xun naubol vel'drav nind screa d' nindol,” Hwia asked her voice more sedate now, “Xun dos talinth nind orn ori'gato nindol alu unpunished?” (Do you all think they will do nothing when they learn of this? Do you think this will go unpunished?)

“Hwia… do you… do you believe she will unleash these forces on us?” Thonsya asked.


Hwia stepped back and took a deep breath, her eyes never leaving Ael’main. “I do not believe that is the question we should be asking ourselves.” She said before looking at her. “The question we should be asking ourselves is will her High Elf lover unleash these forces on us? The man she took as her mate may very well be dead due to our actions. We Drow do not give our affection lightly, you all know this. And you could sense it in Aihola yesterday. We have killed the man she calls husband! And we have taken her from her elf lover!” Hwia shook her head. “Tarifa of the High Elves is not someone to be trifled with, you all know this. It was she who defeated us in our war with the High Elves. She and her father Tareif. And we have killed, assaulted and kidnapped friends of the Elf High King. What do you think she will do? What do you think he will do?”

Ael’main snorted. “They would never attack us if we have them.” He spoke. “They risk killing those they supposedly care for.”


Hwia looked at him. “You would stand against them?” She asked the question stunned that he would suggest it. “You suggest we fight them?”


“We are Drow!” Ael’main barked. “We know the city! We know the entire area! We can hold out for months! Years if need be!”


“At what cost?” Thonsya spoke softly. “At what cost to our people and their future?”


“Our people will endure!” Ael’main snapped. “They…”


All heads turned when the Drow warrior rushed into the chamber and went directly to where Hwia stood. He whispered furiously into her ear, her eyes growing large. She looked at him.


“You are sure?” She asked.


“I saw one of them with my own eyes Elder Hwia.” He replied softly.


Thonsya came to her feet. “Hwia what is it?”


Hwia looked at her, visibly shaken. “Our… our mountain observation posts have detected a large number of strange looking aircraft off loading troops near the edge of Whitewater lake.” She looked at the Drow fighter and nodded her head. “Tell them.”

“There are at least a thousand of them.” The Drow soldier spoke. “And they are heavily armed. And we… we saw two missile platforms off loaded from a huge transport. It was tracked and they were loading it when I departed.”


“We are only sixteen miles from Whitewater Lake.” Thonsya spoke.


Hwia glared at Ael’main, his face drawn tight. “How do you propose we fight them when they can bring our city down around us without even getting close?” She shouted, “You pathetic moron!” She turned to the scout. “Dispatch one Cadre to the lake. They are not to engage these forces. I want intelligence! Nothing more! Make it clear to the Cadre Commander that they are not to stand and fight.”


The scout nodded and bowed his head quickly before turning and moving out of the room.


Hwia looked at the men and women. “I want a war council assembled to discuss our options when the scouts return! “ She snapped glaring at Ael’main. “And you… you have brought this down on us, and it is you who will lead any attack or defense of this city! At least if we are to die, I will have the satisfaction of knowing you will die first.”

CANADA


Dekton crushed Tarifa in his embrace, his face buried in her long black hair, his aura washing over and through her completely. Tarifa had shifted into the form of a wolf the moment she set foot on the ground. Dekton had instructed and explained to her many things about her wolf form, the speed and agility she would have with four legs and a tail, as well as her enhanced senses. There had been times where Aihola and Dekton were left on the ground laughing at her antics as she was learning how to run and walk in her wolf form. The three of them had spent hours in the timber around Eden, Dekton teaching her all he knew, while Aihola shared in this knowledge if nothing else but to know the two people she intended to spend the rest of her life with better. 


Aihola had found her vampire genes kept her body from fully changing into wolf form, and for the first few days this had saddened her. Watching Dekton and Tarifa scamper through the grass and mountains was almost too much for her to bear. That was until Dekton showed her what she could do now that she had both vampire and wolf genes in her body. Aihola found her normal senses were twenty times more acute. Her sense of smell and taste and hearing, while unaffected by her vampire genes, were completely changed by the wolf genes in her now. She was even stronger than before, her vampire strength and speed enhanced even more by the addition of Dekton’s genes into her body through his bite. She could scamper across the plains just as quickly as they could, easily maintaining the same speed and agility as they could in wolf form. 

This was how Dekton trained them then. Alone they were deadly, but together, the three of them were devastating. Tarifa no longer felt like the third wheel, knowing Dekton and Aihola were superior to her. They had never made her think this, but until she mastered the gift Dekton had bestowed upon her she felt like the odd person out. That had all stopped when they began training in the mountains. 


In her wolf form of silky black hair, it took Tarifa only three minutes to cover the two miles to the main camp from the landing zone, and the moment she spotted Dekton running to greet her in his large brown wolf body, her heart leaped for joy. He shifted immediately upon seeing her and Tarifa waited until she was within ten feet before shifting in the middle of a leap towards him. He caught her in mid air, their lips coming together in a hungry kiss. Aricia, Melancton and Vengal stood off to the side viewing this with smiles on their faces.


Tarifa took Dekton’s tanned weathered face in her hands as he held her off the ground and looked into his dark blue eyes. “You… you had me so worried.” She spoke.


“I am fine.” He told her with a smile and gentle nuzzle of her elfin ear. “You should not have come.”


Tarifa’s eyes closed in bliss when his aura washed over her and he nuzzled her sensitive ear. She smiled in contentment opening her eyes once more and looking at him as he lowered her to the ground. “Martin directed me to come here.” She spoke. “Selene and Anja are busy consolidating the elf clans we have been able to contact, and once Dysea arrives in Eden they will have more than enough Queens.”

Dekton chuckled and kissed her hard again, Tarifa relishing in the sensations he produced in her. “I am glad you are here.” He spoke.


“Has Nya Istel tried to contact you?” She asked.


Dekton shook his head. “Not yet, but that could be from any number of reasons. Her aura and heartbeat are strong so I know she is no danger for the moment. I was going to meet the SPAT from Sparta when I heard you were landing.”


“Martin told me he was sending them. I did not think they would arrive so quickly.” Tarifa said.


“It seems that since your former Captain arrived in Sparta and became our lead pilot, we have learned many things of our aircraft that we did not know before.” Dekton spoke with a smile. “Including how fast they can go.” He sensed Aricia and the others come up and he turned, still holding Tarifa’s hand.


Aricia wasted no time and stepped up to her quickly embracing her tightly and then putting her hands on her shoulders. She leaned over and kissed both her cheeks and then her forehead before stepping back. “Welcome Tarifa.” She said softly.


Melancton was next, Tarifa looking surprised at the gentleness with which the giant of a black man gripped her shoulders and gave her the three kisses. “Welcome Queen of the High Elves. You bring much honor to our people, as your kind always does. I believe now that we have the three most beautiful elf queens on the planet mated to Lycavorian Spartans, things will start looking up!” Melancton shoved Dekton in the shoulder. “May your sons take after their mothers and not their father. That would be a terrible thing.” He said with a chuckle.

Tarifa had never seen Dekton embarrassed and she couldn’t help the smile that crossed her face at Melancton’s words.

Dekton looked at her with a smile. “It is customary among Spartans to greet new family and friends this way. They can smell that you are a new wolf.”


“You… you are Daniel’s father?” Tarifa asked.


Melancton nodded. “Lucky for him he took after his mother in the looks department. If he looked like me he would not have Anuk.” He said with a laugh. Tarifa again could not help the smile that split her face. She had not realized Martin’s people were so open and humorous. “Ah yes… you are probably wondering why Dekton is not as happy as me?” Melancton looked at him. “Not all of us Spartans are ogres with no humor.”


“So you’ve told me many times in the past my friend.” Dekton said.


“With two mates that look like Aihola and Tarifa I’d be walking around with a perpetual smile on my face all the time.” Melancton said looking at Tarifa once more. “You should work on that part of him. Get him to loosen up.”

Tarifa chuckled and wrapped her arms around his waist. “Nya Istel and I will start working on that as soon as this is over.” She said.


“Good.” Melancton told her. “He needs an injection of humor into his otherwise dull personality.”


“I see where Daniel gets his sense of humor from.” Tarifa said.


Vengal put his finger to his ear and listened for a second. “Aricia… the Spartan force just landed.” He said. “The senior Spartan is requesting that you meet him at the landing zone.”


Aricia nodded, “Very well. Tarifa, Dekton can take you to where our command post is set up, I will join you in a few minutes and we can devise a plan to get our people back.”


Tarifa nodded feeling happier than she had in days, but knowing they still had to get Aihola back. Something she was determined to do. Aricia watched as they walked away and then turned to head for the landing zone, Melancton falling in beside her.


“Why would the senior Spartan request to meet me?” Aricia asked. “Martin surely gave him their orders. They should report to Tarifa or Vengal.”


“Perhaps they have orders for you as well.” Melancton said.


Aricia shrugged. “Let us go, I don’t want to waste time with ridiculous orders when our people are in danger.”


Aricia didn’t see Melancton smile just before they both shifted into wolf form and sprinted for the landing zone. They covered the distance faster than Tarifa had due to their experience and were at the landing zone in just under two minutes. They shifted back as they reached the edge of the clearing and saw the SPAT reaching back into the sky, leaving behind a hundred Spartan Centurions in black and crimson, fully armed and armored. They even wore their helmets, which told Aricia they meant business here. The Spartans turned towards her in perfect formation when they saw her, the Spartan out in front of the formation issuing an order she did not hear.


Aricia got to within fifty meters when the wind shifted and she caught the familiar scent. She came to an abrupt halt then, the scents of the hundred Spartans blowing over her, but that single scent was more distinctive then the others for some reason. It was coming from the lead Spartan, a tall heavily muscled man. She couldn’t make out his face just yet under his helmet, but she knew him somehow. Aricia reached ten meters from the formation and saw the lead Spartan reach up and remove his helmet.


Aricia stopped abruptly, her hands going to her heart as she gasped in shock. Melancton was beaming as Atropos walked up to his younger sister proudly. He stopped in front of her and Aricia let out a small sob.


“Atropos… Atropos is it really you?” She gasped.


“My youngest sister has grown into a woman while I have been away.” Atropos spoke loudly, “A beautiful young woman at that.”


Aricia could not contain herself any longer and threw herself into her brother’s strong arms, to the smiles of many of the Spartans in the ranks behind her. Aricia hugged him tightly, drinking in the scent of family, of the brother so many spoke of in nefarious terms, but the brother who had bounced her on his knee and played with her as a small child when Andreus took her to see him.


Atropos hugged her back tightly. “It is so very good to see you little one.” He spoke into her ear in a whisper.


Aricia looked at him, her azure blue eyes wide. “Atropos… how…”


“It is a long story.” He told her with a smile. “And one I will happily relay to you and to our mother when we see her. First I have a duty to perform, a duty given to me by the King.”


Aricia looked at him. “Martin… how is he?” She asked excitedly. 


Atropos smiled warmly. “He misses you little one, don’t doubt that.” Atropos turned and looked over his shoulder, “My sons!”


Aricia looked surprised as the two young Spartans stepped forward quickly, one carrying the normal Spartan helmet under his arm and the other holding a large walnut case, “Your sons?” Aricia asked stunned.


Atropos smiled proudly. “Pasha is my oldest.” He spoke. “Damon is six years younger.”

Aricia could see the resemblance easily between her brother and his two sons. They had his facial structure and his eyes. “Hello.” Aricia didn’t know what else to say.


“Milady,” They spoke together, bowing their heads to her.

Aricia looked back to her brother, “Another of your secrets?” She asked with a smile.


Atropos shook his head. “Not anymore.” He set her down and turned to Melancton, reaching back to his youngest son and taking the Spartan helmet. He held it out to Melancton. “The King thought you might need this. We have your son’s helmet as well, and his mate’s. We will need them before long I think.”


Melancton nodded. “That we will old friend; that we will.”


Atropos turned back to Aricia. “The King told me to tell you he will scold you and his other Queens for not bringing your full equipment with you when you left Sparta. He said he will take extra time in scolding you.” Atropos said with a smile causing his sister to blush deeply even under her tan.


“Atropos… I… I am not a Centurion.” Aricia spoke slowly. 


Atropos nodded. “No you are not.” He said calmly. He turned to his oldest son Pasha and nodded. The young Spartan opened the case and almost reverently Atropos reached into the case and drew out the Spartan helm. That the helmet had been made for a woman was obvious in its less harsh lines and curved edges. It was crested exactly as Martin’s with raven black hair extending six inches above the top of the helmet and then curving across the top where it ended in a middle of the shoulder tail. He turned back to his sister and held up the helmet to her, his face beaming. “You are not a Spartan Centurion… you are a Queen of Sparta, and of the Lycavorian people; our people. Recognized and honored by the Spartan Senate by unanimous vote, only hours ago.”


Aricia saw every Spartan watching drop to one knee and bow their heads, including Melancton and her brother.


“Atropos… I…?” Aricia said softly.


He looked at his sister and smiled. “This is your destiny sister. Your purpose since the day you were born. Reach for it Aricia and do not be afraid. You are a Queen now sister, one of three that our King has chosen. His blood burns for you brightly sister and yours for him. Take it.”


Aricia reached out slowly, touching the soft crest of the helmet in his hands. Slowly she let her fingers encircle the matte black metal, entranced by the engravings carved into the sides of the cheek plates. She stared at it for a long moment, everything that had happened in her life flashing through her mind in an instant, all of it leading to Martin and her standing at his side. Aricia took a deep breath and lifted the helmet up and without another thought slid it down onto her head, sealing her destiny forever.


Aihola kept her amber eyes closed as her senses slowly returned to her. She breathed evenly, not wanting to reveal to her captors that she was now aware once more. She was on a bed, the sheets cool against her naked skin. She could hear calm even breathing and the beating of three hearts coming from somewhere nearby. Her guards she assumed, wherever she was, and judging by the beats of their hearts and their breathing, relaxed but alert. Dekton had taught her much about the skills she had gained with his genes racing through her system. She had fed on his deliciously spicy blood only four other times since that first night, mainly because he could turn her to putty in his hands with just his touch, much the same as Tarifa could do to her. Aihola counted herself blessed by having both of them. Never had she imagined she could love two people so intensely and without question, and that one of them was a beautiful woman only reinforced the position that they were meant for one another. She rarely bit either of them during sex anymore, as they were so attuned to each other, the added fire was not needed. Aihola needed them both just as they needed her.


Aihola kept her mind closed to everything around her until she got her bearings. She could feel the remnants of Dekton and Tarifa both in her thoughts, worry coursing through their auras. She could also feel the aftereffects of someone much more powerful who had reinforced her mental shields and it took her a moment to realize that it was her King’s youngest mate and Queen Aricia. Her confident and strong aura pulsed within her thoughts as well, reassuring and soothing, and it was that tendril that she reached for slowly and tentatively. She needed to keep her head about her, and not deal with a barrage of questions from the two people who loved her most, at least not just yet. Tarifa’s aura was closer than she had expected and Aihola realized she must have left Eden and come north.


Her amber eyes opened slowly taking in everything around her. The room was large, with a comfortable looking sofa and several chairs not far from where she lay on the bed. She saw the two female Drow standing beside the door, their weapons slung over their shoulders. There were three in the room though and she could still hear the heart beat of the third person. That third person turned out to be a male and he came out of what appeared to be a kitchen area holding something in his hand that he was eating. He glanced at her quickly and his eyes grew wide when he realized Aihola was awake and looking at him.

“She’s awake.” The male hissed dropping his food and sprinting towards her.


Aihola took a deep breath and heaved herself off the bed quickly, fighting back the nausea that threatened to double her over. Though she was still groggy and rubber legged, she still managed to land the side kick to the Drow’s shoulder. It only carried enough power to stagger him slightly and then he was upon her. She could feel the other two Drow moving towards her as well as the male wrapped his arms around her from behind. His hands grabbed her breasts roughly which caused anger to shoot through Aihola, burning away the grogginess and sluggish movements.


“Do not struggle!” The male Drow spoke pulling her tighter. “I don’t want to hurt you.”


“I am your Queen!” Aihola snapped. “Release me immediately.”


“You are not my Queen!” The male snarled. “Shoot her again, quickly!”


“I’m warning you to release me a last time!” Aihola spoke her words filled with anger and hate.


“Shut up!” The male snarled once more. “Shoot the bitch damn it!” He twisted her around giving the female Drow a clear shot as she raised the tranquilizer gun and fired.


Aihola winced as she felt the three pin pricks of pain in her bare abdomen, and that only served to fuel her rage more. “I warned you to unhand me!” Aihola spoke. “Now you will die!”

Aihola heard the male Drow laugh, “Yeah sure! Give it a moment and you’ll be sleeping like a baby in seconds. You feel good bitch.”


“No not this time.” Aihola growled. 


Aihola snapped her head back viciously, the crown of her head impacting with the Drow’s nose and Aihola heard the satisfying crunch of cartilage. His arms released her instantly and he reached for his nose, blood spurting from his nostrils and the sliver of cartilage that had torn though his skin. Aihola spun around faster than any of the three could follow and drove stiffened fingers into the male’s throat, crushing his larynx instantly. His amber eyes went wide when he could no longer draw in a breath and he gagged.


“I warned you dog!” Aihola snarled hatefully. “No one but my mates put their hands upon me!” Aihola stepped into the Drow and drove the heel of her palm up into the bridge of his broken nose. The broken cartilage splintered more and several pieces drove deeply into his brain. His body went limp immediately and he slumped to his knees dead before he hit the floor. His body leaned back and he fell, his legs still bent underneath him.


Aihola did not pause and using her vampire speed she blurred to the side just as the two other Drow lifted their weapons and fired. They could not track her movement and the one closest to her felt her weapon ripped from her grasp. Her amber eyes went wide as Aihola flipped it in her hands and drove the butt into the female’s face. The warrior dropped like a rock and Aihola used the rifle as a club, swinging it back around by the barrel viciously. The stock of the weapon shattered as it struck the second warrior in the temple. The warrior’s skull fractured with an audible crack and she joined her comrades on the floor.


Aihola’s wolf hearing heard the click of the door and she heaved the broken rifle at the doorway just as it slid open. The broken stock and barrel slammed into the head of the first Drow through the door with enough force to lift him off his feet and drop him to the floor unconscious, blood squirting from the jagged slash in his forehead. Snatching the dead male’s sidearm from the holster on his belt she blurred towards the doorway. Her wolf sense of smell detected Hwia’s scent and that was who she locked her hand around, kicking out with a front kick that sent another Drow skidding across the floor. Aihola slammed the Elder against the wall roughly, drawing a grunt of pain and she placed the barrel of the sidearm to Hwia’s wide eyes.


“One more step and she dies.” Aihola snapped.


“Hold!” Hwia gasped loudly as Kawyona and three more Drow burst into the room.


Aihola stared at Hwia with burning amber eyes. “You will not survive Elder Hwia. That much I guarantee. And when you kill me… my mate and my lover will tear this city down around you and none of you will survive!”


“You can’t kill us all!” Kawyona snapped from her spot.


Aihola smiled and her hand blurred in motion. There was a loud report of a gunshot and then the sidearm was once more pressed against Hwia’s head. The body of the Drow warrior standing next to Kawyona dropped to the floor, a neat hole above her left eye now leaking blood and brain matter. “Would you like to take bets on that?” Aihola growled.

“None of you move!” Hwia screamed. “I command you!”


“Explain to me why you attacked us?” Aihola barked. “Explain to me why I should not just kill you right here and now and take my chances? I came here in peace and this is what you do?”


“My Queen… I…” Hwia struggled to find the words.


“Do you realize what will happen now?” Aihola asked. “Do you? My mate is not dead. And Tarifa has arrived already, as well as hundreds more troops from Eden. I can feel them even now moving to set up and encircle your city here. My mate Dekton is usually very reserved in his emotions for he is a Spartan, and Tarifa rarely shows what she feels outwardly because she is the embodiment of a Queen, always in control, never showing emotions. Do you wish to know what I feel from them? I can sense them telepathically, their thoughts and feelings. And at this moment they would be very content to slaughter every Drow in this city. Is that what you wish?”


“I… I believe you know that not to be true my Queen.” Hwia stammered.


“Then why have you done this? Where are my friends?” Aihola snapped. “And return my clothes to me before I truly lose my temper.”

Hwia looked at her wide eyed. “You… you are not angry now?”

Aihola laughed. “Angry?” She asked. “That fool male you left to guard me decided he would rather feel me up than live. No one but Dekton and Tarifa lay hands on me. No one! I was perturbed he did listen. He paid the price.” Aihola released Hwia’s throat but kept the sidearm pressed to her head. She reached down and plucked the three darts from her side and tossed them at Kawyona. “And your drugs will no longer work on me. It is one of the benefits of both your mate and your lover being a Lycavorian, a Spartan and a werewolf, and being half vampire! Your drugs will only work once before our bodies analyze and destroy them the moment they enter our blood stream.” 
“My… my Queen… I did not authorize this misguided attack against you and your people!” Hwia spoke. “I swear to you.”

“She has killed four of our warriors!” Kawyona gasped. “How can you let her live now?”

“Three actually,” Aihola spoke without taking her eyes from Hwia. “The young female there will live, though she will have a hell of a headache when she wakes up. And if you think this is bad, you will see bad when Daniel wakes up and he discovers you have taken his mate from him.” Aihola smiled cruelly. “Then you will see how bad things will get.”

“You speak of the giant male; the one who is Natha Zze’ill; that is who you speak of?” Hwia asked. (A Werewolf)
Aihola smiled. “So you know what he is.” She said. “That is good. At least you will know what kills you before you die. Yes, he is natha zze’ill, and a Spartan. Your commander here decided she would kidnap Anuk, his mate. Daniel will take great offense at this trust me. I have seen him in action before.”
“We should kill him now!” Kawyona snapped.

Aihola smiled. “Yes… that is good advice indeed. Kill him now.” Aihola said. “In fact… kill me as well… then I will not have to witness the end of my people, for if that happens, the Drow people will truly cease to exist.”

“We will fight them!” Kawyona barked. “We are not afraid!”

Aihola laughed at her. “Then go ahead, kill me. Kill Daniel, kill all of us. When that happens a hundred thousand natha zze’ill will descend on you and they will feast on the hearts of every Drow in this city, and there is nothing you will be able to do to stop it.”

“Lower your weapons!” Hwia spoke. “All of you!”

“Elder Hwia, what are you doing?” Kawyona spoke stunned.

“Lower your weapons now damn you!” Hwia shouted the order. “She is our Queen! Now do as I say or I will cut out your innards myself!”

Aihola felt more than saw the five Drow fighters and Kawyona lower their weapons slowly. “Now bring me my uniform! And my mother’s medallion.”

“That is the medallion of the Queen!” Kawyona snapped. “You have no right to wear it! You… you are no longer Drow!”

“That medallion was left to me by my mother!” Aihola snapped. “It is all I have left of her, and neither you nor some ridiculous Drow law will keep it from me! Once that is in my possession, and I am properly clothed, I shall surrender this weapon and we will talk more cordially.”

Hwia looked at Kawyona. “Do it now!” She screamed.

“Elder… Elder Aelulip has it.” Kawyona replied. “Just… just after you left to come here a message was received from the High Elf Queen. She requested a meeting in the plains outside the city. Elder Aelulip and several of the family heads have gone to meet her.”

Aihola looked at Hwia and shook her head slowly. “See… now that is going to be a bit of a problem.”


Nayeca cradled Anuk’s head in her lap, softly stroking her long rust colored red hair. Anuk’s arms were tied behind her back, insuring that if she called her Shi Viska it would do more damage to her than any she chose to attack with it. Nayeca knew they were being watched via cameras, and she was careful not to try and release Anuk’s arms. She let her eyes wander across Anuk’s naked body, taking in the sensuous curve of her hips and the jutting mounds of her firm breasts topped by small pink nipples. There was no hair between her thighs, her pussy as bald as the day she entered this world, and Nayeca had used all of her will power to restrain herself from stroking Anuk’s pale skin. Her mound was perfectly shaped, her thighs lean and powerful, matching her long lithe legs all the way to her bare feet. 

The touch of Anuk’s soft cheek on her naked thigh and her satiny hair splayed across her ebony skin continued to send small shivers of pleasure through Nayeca. She was so different from Nayeca’s dead lover in every way. The contrast of their skin color against each other was driving Nayeca mad with desire. Anuk’s body was lush and fertile, the shape of her powerful ass insanely perfect. Nayeca had always been the dominant female with her dead lover, always demanding and receiving pleasure from her. Nayeca remembered her lover’s touch upon her and how it made her feel. She had always been so submissive and loving in every way, yet Nayeca had never been able to bring herself to taste her, and the kisses they had shared were brief and never meaningful. Nayeca wanted to taste Anuk’s lips. She wanted to feel Anuk worship her body, her lips and tongue exploring her in every way; she wanted to feel Anuk’s pale skin pressed against her own ebony flesh.

Nayeca heard Anuk groan softly, and her head stirred gently on her thigh. She placed her hands on Anuk’s shoulders in a gesture of reassurance. She leaned over close to her ear, almost pressing her lips to the elegant pointed ear.


“Wake slowly Anuk.” She whispered softly. “The drugs are wearing off, but you will be weak. Do not try to sit up quickly.” Anuk’s cerulean blue eyes fluttered open blinking rapidly. She felt a dull pain in her shoulders and tried to flex her arms. She felt Nayeca’s warm hands grip her tighter. “No! Your arms are secured behind you so you can’t use your shield weapon. They have been that way for several hours.”


“Nayeca… Nayeca…” Anuk spoke softly, her lips dry. “I… I can’t feel my fingers.”


“Wait.” Nayeca spoke and reached down slowly and began to massage her hands and fingers vigorously, pulling on them and pressing the flesh to get the blood flowing.


“Where… where are we?” Anuk asked.


“Prisoners of my people,” Nayeca answered quickly. “We are in what you would call a holding cell. It is where they bring… it is where they bring slaves until they… until they learn their place.”


“Their place?” Anuk asked sniffing the air softly.


“We… we are Drow Anuk.” Nayeca spoke still massaging her hands and fingers. “It… it is not uncommon for my people to take females and bring them… bring them here to be trained in pleasuring other women.”


“You… you mean rape them?” Anuk spoke.


Nayeca sighed heavily. “Yes…”


Anuk couldn’t turn her head very far but she knew she was resting on Nayeca’s thigh as she could see her knee. The scent of sweet apples was very strong and Anuk wished she had a large sweet apple right now to suckle on. It took her only a moment to realize it was emanating from Nayeca. This was the first time she had noticed Nayeca’s scent and that she smelled of sweet apples. It sent a tingling through her body that she hadn’t felt before.

“Nayeca… did you…” Anuk started to ask.


“My lover… my lover was a Moon Elf female.” Nayeca answered softly. “She was captured in a raid led by her father against our city here shortly after I became a full warrior. I knew I was too young to have the opportunity to choose a male so I… so I took her instead, so the answer to your question… is yes. We… we were together for ten years, and she had many chances to leave, she chose to stay, and I thanked the gods for every day I had her. I… I lost her four years ago to slavers. Her name was Jenia and I loved her.”


Anuk turned her head on Nayeca’s thigh and looked at the Drow. “But you raped her.”


“I never took her by force.” Nayeca said. “I showed her kindness and caring and I protected her. I let the others think I forced myself on her, that I took her, but I never did. Our love for each other developed over time and it was she who discovered pleasure in my arms. If that is considered rape, then yes I am guilty of that.”


“Why did they take our clothes?” Anuk asked.


“It is a way to break us down.” Nayeca spoke. “Unfortunately for them, I am completely comfortable without cloths. I will try to shield you as much as I am able.”


Anuk shook her head. “I am not afraid of my body Nayeca, nor do I feel ashamed of showing it.” She replied evenly. “Daniel’s love for me has purged me of such silly aversions.”

Nayeca looked at Anuk, her amber eyes bright. “Can you feel your fingers now?”


Anuk nodded. “Yes… will you help me to sit up?”


Nayeca gripped her shoulders and easily helped her into a sitting position. She choked down the gasp when Anuk’s breasts brushed against her arm.


“How long since they have been in here to check on us?” She asked softly.


“If my sense of time is accurate; almost three hours,” Nayeca replied moving a few steps away from Anuk, but not wanting to leave the warmth that her body projected. “You produce more body heat than other elves?”

Anuk nodded, her eyes sweeping the room alertly. “When Daniel changed me, when he made me like him, made me his mate, my genes changed as well. I do not understand much of it; Queen Anja attempted to explain it to me one time but it was beyond me. I prefer to treat normal wounds and not delve into genetics and such. One of the advantages to being half Lycavorian now is that I am almost never cold.”


“Can you touch him?” Nayeca asked knowing she was trying to reach Daniel.


Anuk shook his head. “He is either unconscious still, or this room is lined with psychic deadeners.” She replied. “I can sense Aihola barely, she is conscious, but that is all I can sense.”

Anuk looked at Nayeca and for the first time realized she was completely naked. Her eyes grew a little wider as she gazed at Nayeca’s flesh exposed for her to see. Her body was lean and muscular, with large firm breasts topped with darker half dollar sized nipples that were at the moment standing out quite proudly. Her stomach was flat and exceptionally well sculpted in definition. Anuk considered herself to be lean and very well built; especially after all the Spartan training she had taken. She had dropped all of her child fat and added ten pounds of muscle easily, most of it in her ass and legs due to the constant nights when she and Daniel would shift to their wolf forms and chase each other through the mountains around Sparta before finding a cool spring where he would make love to her until she was screaming his name to the stars.

Nayeca she noticed was built like a Drow warrior who lived a life of constant activity and fighting. She was the same height as Anuk, but much more defined. Her shimmering white hair fell to the middle of her back, her ass even more divinely shaped than her own. Daniel had told her on many occasions that next to her eyes he loved her ass the most and he had spent many hours just caressing it or exploring it endlessly with his lips. She didn’t mind in the least because it gave her enormous pleasure and usually led to him filling her with the huge ebony cock she craved so much. Anuk had never looked at another woman as she now examined Nayeca, and it was sending tiny shivers of desire surging through her. She let her eyes drop to between Nayeca’s thighs and she saw the thin line of equally white hair just above the dark lips of her pussy. She blinked several times, feeling a wave of desire surge through her once more, stronger than before, and she knew then it was desire for this Drow in front of her.


“Anuk… are you alright?” Nayeca asked softly.


Anuk shook her head quickly and looked up to meet her amber eyes. “Yes. We must… we must escape and get to Daniel and then Aihola.”


Nayeca looked around the room quickly, subconsciously pushing her breasts out further for Anuk to gaze at. “If I am not mistaken we are on a sub level of one of the larger buildings in the center of the city.” She said turning back to Anuk, feeling her own desire rising. “You are bound so that you can not use your shield weapon. And I doubt even the two of us could defeat every Drow we encounter between here and the surface.”


“They don’t know I can shift.” Anuk spoke. “If they did, someone would be in this cell with us. These bindings will not contain me.”


“What do you propose?” Nayeca asked. “I have no wish to remain here. My people have changed, and I do not wish to be executed for denying the attentions of a man like Katain.”


“When they come we…” Anuk started to speak but was cut off by the sound of the door opening. 


They both turned to see three females and one male enter the room quickly, two of the females with weapons leveled at Anuk. Nayeca recognized the rank of the third female as a senior lieutenant.


“Well… well, you are finally awake.” The lieutenant spoke, her amber eyes looking at Anuk cruelly. “That is good. I prefer victims who are awake.”


“You will find I am no victim!” Anuk growled.


The female lieutenant laughed. “Commander Kawyona has given me permission to break you in she-elf.” She said. “And I intend to do just that.”


“I warn you…” Anuk spoke. “I will kill the first one of you that touches me or Nayeca.”


“Ah… yes! That would be quite a feat considering you are bound. You are attracted to the dear traitor.” The lieutenant said. “I saw it on the monitor. The way you look at her and she at you, it is so obvious. Tell me traitor, have you had her yet? Have you forced her to your will?”


“I am not like you!” Nayeca hissed. “I do not need to force myself upon those I desire!”

Anuk kept the look of surprise off her face at Nayeca’s words, but she looked at the powerful Drow warrior in front of her and suddenly she could smell it strongly.


“How long has it been Nayeca?” The lieutenant asked. “How long has it been since you have had pleasure? Since your lover Jenia was captured and killed? Take her!”


Nayeca moved to defend herself but was too slow and one of the females hammered her in the back of the head with her rifle, knocking her to the floor stunned. The lieutenant snatched the single chair from the corner and slammed it down near her as the male and female Drow pulled Nayeca up and shoved her into the chair. The male moved behind the chair and held her hands tightly, causing her breasts to push outward.


“Release me!” Nayeca snapped, her head coming up, but her eyes still dazed.


“No I don’t think so.” The lieutenant said as she moved around Nayeca, her finger sliding along Nayeca’s shoulder and neck lightly. “You are going to help us break this Wood elf female in before you die. Then you are going to watch as we take her again and again, and you will know you have lost another lover that you desired before the life leaves your eyes.”


“Leave her alone!” Nayeca screamed.


“Now why would I want to do that?” The lieutenant spoke as she traced the edge of Nayeca’s elf ear seductively.


Anuk saw Nayeca twitch at the touch, pulling her head away, but knowing the caress had the desired affect. It was the same for all elf females, something that most human men did not take the time to learn or simply did not care. The outer edges of their elfin ears were incredible erogenous zones, and after only a few gentle caresses or soft licks any female elf would be panting in desire. Daniel had done it to her enough, and she knew the King could simply nuzzle Dysea’s ear and she would be putty in his hands when combined with his aura.

“Don’t touch me!” Nayeca barked, fighting the surge of pleasure in her belly.


“Oh but I am going to touch you Nayeca.” The lieutenant spoke. “I’m going to get you so worked up that it is you who takes this Wood Elf.”


“Never!” Nayeca spoke.


The lieutenant brushed her fingers across Nayeca’s ears once more, eliciting another shiver of delight from Nayeca. She struggled to pull her arms free from the male holding them but he had the leverage against her in such a way that she could not even use her legs to kick out or her shoulders would dislocate. Nayeca inhaled sharply when the lieutenant lowered her fingers to her breasts and flicked her nipple hard, causing it to become instantly harder than it was before. She chuckled as she did the same thing with her other breast, and soon Nayeca’s nipples were protruding a good quarter inch, painfully hard and intensely excited.


“Stop this!” Nayeca gasped. “It… it is wrong!”


“You forget Nayeca,” The lieutenant spoke. “We are Drow and we take what we want.” Her hand dropped lazily down Nayeca’s muscular abdomen, her body jerking in response and her fingers teased the soft white hair above Nayeca’s pussy. “Let us see how long it has been shall we?” Nayeca almost screamed out at the excruciating pleasure of the Drow’s fingers as they slipped inside her deeply. Her hips hunched forward of their own accord, driving the fingers deeply, causing Nayeca to groan loudly. “My… it has been quite some time hasn’t it Nayeca? Your pussy is so tight.”


“Stop! Please!” Nayeca gasped out. “Not… not this way! I… I beg you.”


Anuk was on her knees only four feet front Nayeca and her passion was assailing her senses as only Daniel had ever done. Nayeca’s sweet apple scent permeated the room now, at least to Anuk’s wolf sense, and the clenching of her powerful belly was a good indication she was fighting the pleasure surging through her with everything she had. The only problem was; it was affecting Anuk as well. She could feel heat building in her own groin and for the first time since she had talked with Daniel about it, Anuk found herself admitting that she wanted this Drow female, and wanted her badly.


Anuk’s eyes widened with sudden pain as the lieutenant snatched her by her long rust colored hair and yanked her head back. She looked up into those evil amber eyes, “Time to show you how we break our females and make them willing slaves to us.” She growled.


“No!” Anuk croaked out between dry lips. “I won’t do it!”


“Oh… I think you will.” The lieutenant answered. “Or you will watch me gut her in front of you and then my male colleague will fuck your ass until you are screaming for more.” She yanked Anuk forward on her knees, shoving her into Nayeca, her face pressing into her ebony abdomen. She could hear Nayeca’s heart racing in lust and desire, as the lieutenant fisted her hair again and pressed her face lower. “Eat her pussy Wood elf! Learn your place beneath the Drow!”

Anuk tried to fight, her neck straining against the Drow lieutenant, but she too had no leverage. She felt her lips touch the white hair above Nayeca’s now very wet pussy, her sweet apple scent nearly overwhelming. Anuk’s body was now on fire, the burning in her own pussy increasing as Nayeca’s desire and scent swarmed through her head. Anuk slammed psychic shields in place around her mind, knowing that if Daniel awoke to what was happening he would go berserk and most likely kill anything and everything in his way to get to her before they brought him down with sheer numbers. 


“This is where you should be bitch!” The lieutenant snarled, “Serving the Drow in this way.” She looked up at Nayeca’s face and saw her staring at Anuk between her thighs, her amber eyes filled with lust and dominance. “Eat her now!” The lieutenant barked drawing the knife and placing it to Nayeca’s throat. “Eat her pussy or I will cut her throat right now!”


Nayeca was too far gone to care. It had been four years since Jenia had died and in all that time she had not taken another lover, male or female. Her desire was controlling her now, and the one thing she desired at this moment more than anything was Anuk, her amber eyes nearly glowing in their heat. “I… am Drow!” She spoke, her voice quivering with need. “You will… you will please me!”


Anuk’s lips were millimeters from Nayeca’s engorged pussy, her clit unhooded and demanding attention at any cost. The tip of her nose brushed the outer lips of her pussy, Nayeca’s scent causing her to close her eyes in dizziness.

“Do it!” The lieutenant yelled shoving her head forward. “You know you want to bitch! Your disgusting cunt is dripping! Now do it or…”


Anuk’s eyes popped open suddenly, staring at Nayeca’s dripping pussy in front of her. The Drow was right, the burning need in her own pussy was beyond what she could contain and she had started to leak copious amounts of come as her own desire rose. Anuk made the decision right then to surrender to the desire she also felt, the desire for this dominant Drow elf.


Nayeca’s head flew back and she wrenched her arms free as Anuk’s soft lips covered her entire pussy and she stabbed her tongue deeply between the dark folds. Her hands came up to Anuk’s head and grabbed it tightly, grinding her pussy against Anuk’s tongue in too long denied passion and lust. The Drow lieutenant held up her hand as the male began to reach for Nayeca’s hands once more.


“Yes!” Nayeca screamed. “Eat my pussy Anuk! Make me cum all over your beautiful face! Eat me like you want me!”


Anuk was lost in her own little world now and she happily complied with Nayeca’s direction. She drove her tongue deeper into Nayeca’s dark pussy, groaning because she so wanted to wrap her arms around Nayeca’s hips and lose herself in the sweet taste of this new treat she had found. Her tongue drove back and forth into Nayeca’s tight pussy, her come leaking into her parched throat, tasting the same way Nayeca smelled. Anuk’s face was covered in Nayeca’s juices, as she tongue fucked Nayeca with all the gusto of an amateur who loved what they had just found. She felt Nayeca’s hands on either side of her head, pulling her face tighter into her groin, grinding her pussy on Anuk’s tongue.


“Yes!” Nayeca cried. “Like that… ohhhh like that! Yes!”


Anuk crawled closer on her own, settling willingly between Nayeca’s wide spread legs, feeling her new dominant lover drape her long legs over her shoulders and pull her tighter. She ground her naked ass into the heels of her feet trying to stimulate herself in any way that she could. She felt Nayeca’s hard clit brush against the top of her mouth, and almost be instinct she used her tongue to probe the eraser hard bud. Nayeca’s body went rigid and she gripped her head tighter.

“Yes! You… you wonderful… yes! Like that! Suck it! Suck my clit! Do it!” Nayeca demanded.


Anuk did as she was instructed, took the hard nub between her lips and sucked hard, using her tongue to batter Nayeca’s clit mercilessly. Nayeca’s back arched off the chair, her mouth opened in a breathless scream and she erupted in a mind blowing orgasm more powerful than anything she had yet experienced in her life. Anuk’s eyes went wide when the first eruption showered her lower jaw and lips with Nayeca’s sweet tasting come. Thinking quickly and not wanting to lose a drop she released Nayeca’s clit and fastened her soft lips over her entire spasming pussy in time to catch the next eruption of cum completely and she swallowed it down greedily, her tongue flicking madly across the engorged lips of Nayeca’s dark delight and lapping away like a puppy.

Anuk heard the Drow lieutenant laughing at her antics, but didn’t care in the least as lost as she was in the wondrous moment. She vaguely heard a zipper sound and then the male Drow spoke.


“Lieutenant I want her to suck me before we kill her.” His voice carried to Anuk’s ears.


“You may choke her to death for all I care!” The lieutenant replied as she began to undo her own uniform. “I intend to have this flame haired wench next. She loves the taste of pussy so much. Look at the way she laps the come of the traitor. Oh yes… she will be a wonderful find.”


Anuk opened her eyes and saw the male Drow pull out his thickening cock, and savagely grab a handful of Nayeca’s hair with his hand, yanking her face towards his groin.


“Suck me traitor!” He snarled.


It was at that moment that something in Anuk snapped. She pulled her head from between Nayeca’s quivering thighs, her cerulean blue eyes changing to her wolf eyes, her teeth lengthening into fangs.

“You will not touch her!” Anuk screamed with a blood curling voice.


In a silvery flash of light Anuk shifted and the body of the gorgeous Wood Elf disappeared and took on another form of beauty as the rust colored wolf was all that remained. All of the Drow stood there frozen in shock, unable to react. They had not been aware the female could become natha zze’ill also. The Drow behind Anuk was the first to die. Pivoting on her powerful hind legs, Anuk reared up while turning her body and before the Drow knew what was happening, Anuk’s jaws clamped down on her throat and ripped down. Her body had not yet fallen before Anuk whirled on the second Drow female, a large paw slashing out with dazzling speed and raking across the Drow’s face. The black razor like claws ripped across her skin, tearing her right eye from its socket and crushing her nose before ripping away part of her mouth and jaw. 


The Drow male was the first to recover his senses as he struggled to pull up his pants. He needn’t have bothered as Anuk leaped the four feet to where he stood and hit him with all one hundred and forty pounds of her wolf body. She drove him to the floor relentlessly and the last thing he saw before she bit down on his face was her savage blue eyes and the need to protect what she considered hers. Anuk snapped her powerful jaws together, crunching through bone and tissue with almost two thousand pounds of pressure per square inch. The male’s head cracked open like an egg and his arms and legs twitched madly.


Anuk heard the gasp and swung her muzzle around, dripping with blood, to stare at the Drow lieutenant. Her face was ghostly white if that was possible as she stared at the instrument of her death. Anuk snarled exposing blood stained razor sharp teeth and gums. The blood staining her muzzle looked darker on her rust colored fur, but it was easy to discern as it dripped to the floor. Anuk concentrated and in another flash of silvery light she was standing in front of the Drow lieutenant. Her naked body was stained with blood; dripping from her jaw and down between her breasts and the ropes that had bound her were now on the floor in a heap. Slowly Anuk lifted her left arm, the Shi Viska appearing in a smaller flash. Anuk’s eyes were still changed to that of her wolf persona, her teeth still protruding from beneath her soft lips.

The Drow lieutenant backed up against the wall, her uniform half undone and she stared at Anuk defiantly. “You will not… you will not live long past this moment.” She hissed at Anuk.


“Nayeca and I will live far longer than you.” Anuk spoke in a low menacing voice. “I have to thank you… I knew she desired me… but I did not know how to approach that with her. You solved that problem for me, and now she and I will be together, and we will share a man as well as each other. You will be dead.”

Anuk telepathically released her Shi Viska and did not even bother to watch as it leaped from her forearm. She turned to face Nayeca while the silver Shi Viska struck the Drow lieutenant just above the Adam’s apple and severed her head from her shoulders before she could speak what was on her tongue. Her head rolled to the side and hit the floor with a loud plopping sound as Anuk held out her arm to capture the Shi Viska once more. As it returned to its master, the lieutenant’s body followed her head to the floor. Anuk snatched the single canteen of water from the belt of the first Drow she had killed and used the water to wash the blood from her mouth and jaw. She spit several times on the floor to remove the foul taste of flesh and then drank greedily.


Nayeca still sat in the chair, shuddering in the aftermath of her orgasm and sobbing almost uncontrollably, tears pouring down her dark cheeks. 


“Nayeca?” Anuk said softly, reaching out to take her hands as she knelt next to the chair. Anuk could still smell her sweet apple scent filling the room, though now it was mixed with the stench of blood and the relaxed bladders of the dead.

Nayeca looked at her with tear stained eyes. “Anuk… for… forgive me!” She sobbed. “I… I did not want too… I tried to fight it… but it… it has been so long without the touch of someone I…”


“Someone you desire.” Anuk said softly.


Nayeca looked at her in horror. “You… you knew?” She gasped.


“I am natha zze’ill Nayeca.” Anuk replied with a gentle smile as she reached up to stroke her cheek. “I… I have known since the first moment you saw me. It wafts from your pores. Daniel… Daniel smelled it too.”


Nayeca’s eyes went wide then. “Your… your mate will kill me for what I have done!” She gasped. “Leave me here! Find him and go! Please!”


“That is something I will not do.” Anuk spoke firmly. She stood up and straddled a wide eyed Nayeca on the chair. Slowly she lowered her naked body on top of Nayeca, insuring their flesh met in as many places as she could manage, and eliciting gasps of pleasure from both of them even among the death in the room.

“Anuk… Anuk… what… what are you doing?” Nayeca gasped a she felt another surge of pleasure race through her as Anuk’s firm breasts mashed against her own and she felt Anuk’s dripping pussy come to rest against her powerful abdomen.


Anuk’s body was flush with desire and blood lust, her blood pounding in her head. She grasped Nayeca’s face in her hands and looked at her, her cerulean blue eyes speaking all that Nayeca needed to know. “You… you will never take me from the man I love Nayeca.” She said softly, wiping away the tears on her cheeks. “As… as long as you are willing to accept that, I will happily serve under you… at your desire. Who knows… one day you might even see that Daniel can give you pleasure unlike anything you have ever experienced. Can… can you accept that Nayeca? For I believe that would make both of us very happy indeed.”

“Anuk… Anuk I…but why would you do this?”


“Because you taste deliciously divine and I do not want some other lucky female to get that pleasure. I want it all for myself! And because I have growing feelings for you, feelings that I would very much like to explore.” 
Anuk covered her soft lips with her own and plunged her tongue into Nayeca’s mouth while grinding her overheated body against Nayeca’s sweat covered ebony skin. Nayeca’s eyes burst open wide as new sensations ripped through her and she groaned in unfulfilled desire as Anuk gave her the blistering kiss, her warm tongue dancing across the insides of Nayeca’s teeth and lips. After only a moment’s hesitation Nayeca’s arms wrapped around this female and she pulled her close, hearing Anuk moan in satisfaction, as Nayeca surrendered to the very first kiss she had ever shared with someone.

The kiss seemed to last forever and when Anuk finally pulled back, Nayeca was out of breath and her heart was racing as if she had just come half a dozen times in rapid succession. Anuk traced her cheeks with her fingers, staring into her amber eyes.


“Stay with Daniel and I Nayeca.” Anuk spoke longingly. “Stay with Daniel and I and I will worship you like no female you have ever had. Is that… is that what you desire?”


Nayeca stared into her eyes and nodded slowly, her hands holding Anuk’s hips tightly, “More than anything I have ever desired in my life.” She answered softly.


“Daniel will not pressure you into something you do not want Nayeca. He is too much a gentlemen and a Spartan for that.” Anuk spoke. “Just be open to him and you might discover how good he can be to you, to both of us.” Anuk said with a grin. “He is wonderfully gifted and has plenty to go around.”


“If it means I can have you, I will be open to anything that keeps me in your life. And… he is very handsome.” Nayeca said shyly.


Anuk smiled brilliantly, kissing her softly and with feeling. “Then let us go find our mate and your Queen and get the hell out of this dreadful place.”

Nayeca couldn’t help herself and she hugged Anuk to her, pressing her head against Anuk’s breasts and squeezing her tightly just to make sure this was not all some horrible drug induced dream. She heard Anuk chuckle softly in her mind as her arms encircled Nayeca’s head, holding her tightly. New sensations coursed through her as well, and next to Daniel holding her in his arms, they were absolutely wonderful.


There is no dreaming going on here my Drow Mistress. This is the beginning of a new life for all of us. Anuk projected into her thoughts. We just have to defeat these vile vampires and everything we have ever wanted will come true. That is enough to keep me going.
VHC WIND OF DEATH
VAMPIRE HIGH COVEN REVERENCE-Class DREADNOUGHT 
XERXES COMMAND SHIP

FOUR DAYS FROM EARTH


“…tell me why you sent an envoy here to earth without informing me, or obtaining my permission?” Yuri’s holographic projection from earth was clear and in full color. Her image occupied one of the chairs at the far end of the table. “You know full well envoys may only be dispatched by the High Commander or our father. I suggest you explain yourself quickly Xerxes.”

Xerxes sat in the command chair at the head of the table and leaned back with a small laugh. He was on board one of the newest Dreadnoughts in the Vampire High Coven fleet, the remainder of his seventy-six ships spread out around WIND OF DEATH in exacting formation as they prepared for their next jump, an LSD jump that would bring them even closer to earth. He looked little different than he did three thousand years ago he was proud to say, his skin deeply tanned and his head devoid of any hair. He had several rings piercing his face and at least half a dozen gold chains draped around his neck and wrists. The only flaw to his person was the five inch long scar on his right cheek beginning just under his nose and continuing past his ear. It was given to him by that bastard Leonidas when he had thrown his spear there at the end of his life, drawing blood and tearing several of Xerxes piercings from his skin.


“Yuri my sister, I was doing you a favor.” He answered. “I assume you discovered I sent him because he succeeded in convincing those Spartan dogs of their impending doom and they have surrendered.”


Yuri’s laugh was not complimentary in any way as she sat in the conference center of the spaceport. The slave island was the lone spaceport of earth, thus it was used to transfer slaves and supplies through the vampire territory. It was separated from the mainland and heavily guarded by regular vampire troops in the guise of the Alliance. She looked stunning in the holoprojection, wearing a light gray jumpsuit, her raven black hair cascading down past her shoulders. 

“Actually dear brother,” Yuri spoke. “Leonidas has captured him, and he most likely was tortured for every scrap of information he had before they killed him.”

Xerxes leaned forward in his chair now. “You lie!” He said.


“I will ask my question again Xerxes.” Yuri spoke. “Who authorized you to send this envoy, for I know I didn’t.”


“I don’t need your authorization!” Xerxes snapped. “I sent him to do my bidding.”

“On the contrary my son,” The deep voice spoke now, and Xerxes watched his father’s image shimmer into existence at the chair next to Yuri. “Your sister is the Vampire High Guard Commander, not you. And you do need her permission.”

Veldruk, or Master, in the ancient Vampire language was a tall gangly man who at first appearance did not appear to be the most ruthless leader in the known universe. He had conquered nearly two thousand worlds in his nearly fifteen thousand years of life, and he was the epitome of a brutal leader. He was aware of everything that went on within the realm of his empire, having untold numbers of spies on planets across the stars feeding him information. He appeared no more than sixty years old, with slick black hair and sunken dark eyes that could burn holes in you if angered. 


“Fa… father?” Xerxes stammered. “I… I thought you were returning from The Arcan Nine Conference?”


“I am.” Veldruk spoke. “I was reviewing your sister’s daily reports and came across something that interested me so I contacted her. She asked if I had sent an envoy to those scum in Sparta. I believe you know what my answer was.”

“Father… I can explain.” Xerxes spoke.


“The time for explanation is well past Xerxes.” Veldruk said. “Actions like these only do more to make me see removing you as High Guard Commander was the appropriate course of action.”


“I was winning!” Xerxes snapped with vehemence in his voice. “If that dog had not died and made himself a martyr I would have solved these problems millennia ago!”


“The fact remains is you let the power go to your head my son.” Veldruk spoke. “And in the process you allowed your commanders to underestimate Leonidas and the Spartans. That cost us dearly, and since then we have been in a running battle with the Spartans and humans for control of earth, not to mention his death was a rallying cry for every Lycavorian in the rebellion and only served to spur them on. You failed Xerxes. The sooner you realize that and begin to do things right, the better of you will be.”


“How many planets have I given you father?” Xerxes demanded. “I have conquered and captured thirty-nine worlds for you. Stripped them of their riches and they now pay you tribute! Is that not worth something?”


“And I have had to spend four times what I have received in tribute to repair the damage you caused in taking those worlds.” Veldruk spoke.


“What had Yuri given you tell me?” Xerxes’s veins were pulsing in the side of his head now.


“Your sister has done exactly what I have asked her too.” Veldruk replied. “She has kept the descendants of Leonidas confined to earth, and insured they did not make if off earth to spur further rebellion. And she has overseen the development and cloning of our vampire super soldiers without fail. Not to mention she has maintained excellent morale within the High Guard, as well as captured nineteen planets for the Coven. All without leaving earth or glassing the planet from orbit. What did you expect to accomplish by sending this envoy to Sparta?”

“I was offering them surrender terms.” Xerxes spoke.


“There is no surrender for the line of Leonidas!” Yuri spat. “You know that Xerxes! And no Spartan or Lycavorian would ever willingly surrender to us!”


“It is obvious you have not been reading the reports that are sent to you.” Veldruk spoke. “Or you would know that the descendant of Leonidas on earth at this moment is not just of his blood… he is his blood.” Veldruk saw Xerxes looked at him in shock. “Yes… he is the unborn son that we hunted for so long and then thought killed. He…”


“He is Leonidas’s son?” Xerxes snapped.


“I grow tired of having to repeat myself with you son.” Veldruk spoke. “I…”


Xerxes’s head turned as did the images of Yuri and his father when the door to the conference room slid open and the captain of WIND OF DEATH walked in quickly. “I told you not to disturb me!” Xerxes barked angrily.


“Forgive me Milord… but… you will want to take this transmission Prince Xerxes.” The captain spoke looking at him. “It is from… it is from the son of Leonidas.”


“What?” Xerxes demanded. “How is that possible?”


“He is broadcasting on the envoy’s encryption communicator sire.” The captain spoke.


Yuri looked at her father who had begun to chuckle. “Ingenious.” He said softly. “Let us hear what the young upstart has to say son.”


Xerxes nodded and the captain went to the console touching several brightly lit panels and then the image of Martin shimmered into life. He stood beside the vampire envoy, whom had his hands secured behind his back and looked as if he had been beaten. Three other stern looking Spartans were also in the transmission, one that Yuri recognized immediately.


“Dymas,” She whispered to her father’s image from her chair. 


Martin wore his full Spartan body armor and the Spartan King’s helmet that Helen had made for him, the multicolored plumed crest very evident and giving him an almost regal stature.


“Xerxes my best buddy,” Martin’s voice exploded out of the transmission. “Man you are one hard coward to track down, where you been hiding your bald ass cockbreath?”


Xerxes’s eyes nearly exploded out of his head.

LYCAVORIAN HOME GUARD FLEET GROUP ONE 
ATTACK CRUISER LEONIDAS I
SEVEN OF THIRTEEN JUMPGATES COMPLETED

NINE HOURS UNTIL NEXT JUMPGATE
SIX DAYS FROM EARTH


Riall sat on the bridge of the LEONIDAS I sipping the mug of tea and going over the reports from the previous gate jump. The fleet was holding together well, and they had only had to replace three LSDs so far. They were making better time than any of them had thought, pushing their ships and crews harder than they had ever pushed them before, and Riall and Ceneu could not have been prouder of their crews. Riall turned when the doors to the bridge opened and Gorgo and Isabella strode in. He felt Gorgo touch him with her aura lovingly, and he reciprocated the touch. Isabella was her usual beautifully stoic faced, but Riall now knew that to be only a ruse to confuse and hide what the vampire Princess truly had going through her mind. He did not know all of it, as Gorgo and she were hardly ever apart, but he knew that Isabella had opened up to Gorgo in a fashion that no one on Apo Prime had ever experienced. Gorgo held the long black jacket with crimson shoulder boards and crimson satin rings around the cuffs of the sleeves.


Riall recognized it immediately as the formal dress uniform jacket of a Lycavorian Union officer. The four glittering silver pins above the right breast signified the four permanent founding members of the Union, The Lycavorians, the Hadarians, the Elves and the Algolians. The shoulder boards were crimson and bore the seal of the Lycavorian Royal House on them, a gold image of a wolf’s head howling at the moon of their original home world. Riall’s eyes grew a little wider when he saw the fourteen rows of colorful vertically aligned ribbons, some of them holding small silver three star clusters on the fabric.


Gorgo held it up for him when she reached the chair. “Well… what do you think?” She asked.


Riall looked at his mate. “Did you perhaps overdo it somewhat my wife?” He asked with a small smile.


Gorgo gave him a dirty look. “Hardly, Isabella would you show him?”


Isabella held out the data pad. “We were able to sift through his memories and discover a photo of him in…” She looked at the pad. “A Navy SEAL Dress White Uniform. Apparently these humans from before the comet kept meticulous records. You will see the decorations the humans gave him on the uniform he wears in this photo.”


Riall took the pad and glanced at the photo, his eyebrows rising. “Impressive.” He spoke looking at them. “What do they mean?”


“The humans decorated my son a total of twenty three times for bravery.” Gorgo spoke proudly as any mother would. “He was awarded several medals, three Bronze Stars, two Silver Stars, two Distinguished Service Crosses, four Navy Crosses and the…” Gorgo looked at Isabella. “What was the last one child?”

Isabella looked at the pad. “The Congressional Medal of Honor,” She replied. “It was supposedly the highest award the humans could bestow on someone. What is Congressional?”


“I believe it is some form of government that they practiced.” Gorgo answered. “Anyway… I compared what he was awarded by the humans and found equal awards in Lycavorian Fleet terms and this is what I have come up with.”


Riall smiled. “My love… he will never wear this. He is a leader of men, not some pompous royal scum.”


Gorgo looked at him. “He needs to wear something at the coronation when we return to Apo Prime.”


Riall couldn’t help but chuckle at her words. His head turn quickly when he heard the odd beeping sound. He saw his communications officer move to the panel quickly, his eyes growing wide. He turned to him.


“Admiral we are receiving an encrypted communication on a known vampire channel!” The man spoke.


Riall came to his feet. “What? How is that possible?”


“It appears it’s being piggy backed on a very old radio wave transmission sir!” The senior lieutenant and communications officer replied.


“Source?” Riall asked.


“There are two parts to the communication sir!” The lieutenant answered. “One is being beamed to us… the other is being beam to…” The man’s eyes widened. “Admiral… the second and main transmission is being beamed to a REVERENCE-Class High Coven Dreadnought!” The young man’s hands flew over his panel. “Sir… it’s Xerxes ship the WIND OF DEATH!”


“What’s the source?” Riall demanded again.


“Source for both communications is… Sparta.” The man replied.


“Holographic?” Riall asked.


“Yes sir!”


“Route it to the main holo projectors here on the bridge and let’s take a look.” Riall told him looking at Isabella for a brief second and seeing her shrug.


In a moment the holoprojections of Xerxes, Yuri and the Vampire High Lord himself appeared seated at a table. That Yuri and Veldruk were projections themselves was easy enough to tell as their images faded in and out, and then another image appeared and they saw Martin in full Spartan gear standing next to a vampire in what appeared to be the Spartan Senate building. Riall looked at his officer. 


“Give us sound damn it!” He exclaimed.


“…where you been hiding your bald ass cockbreath!” Martin’s voice boomed over the bridge speakers.


Riall and the others stood on the bridge watching the holoprojection enthralled by the events occurring.


“So the son of Leonidas finally shows his face.” Xerxes spoke from the chair of his Dreadnought ship. “Have you decided to give yourself up and save your sacred Sparta? Or is this just a social call?”


Martin could be seen laughing. “I have to hand it to your communications people. They are top notch. Your envoy here had some really cool gear with him. I especially like this communication thing. It even picks up the old radio waves and I can hear music playing.” Martin’s head turned and he looked at Yuri. “Well… well if it isn’t my favorite vampire bitch herself. How are you doing there Yuri? You are looking positively disgusting as always.”


Yuri did not take the bait and looked at Martin’s image. “Enjoying your last days of life I hope Martin.” She said.


“Ever so confident,” Martin said. “I always liked that about you Yuri, lousy in the sack, but always confident.”


Riall and everyone on the bridge of the LEONIDAS I turned and looked at Isabella when she laughed out loud in an uncharacteristic display of emotion, her hand going to her mouth.


“What is it you want son of Leonidas?” Veldruk asked calmly. “We were just discussing how to best wipe out your pathetic rebellion and I would like to get back to it.”


They saw Martin chuckle at this and shake his head. “Veldruk… I called to talk to your pig smelling son, but it’s always nice to talk to the head asshole. I’d really like to chat; we have much to talk about you and I,” Martin’s eyes changed quickly to yellow/gold, his fangs easily visible as they extended below his upper lip drawing murmurs from everyone on the bridge of the LEONIDAS I. “I got a message from my grandfather for you, but I’ll wait until I see you so I can shove it up your scrawny ass personally!”


Veldruk’s face flashed with anger and he lifted his hand slightly. Gorgo screamed out as they all saw Martin go flying back, smashing into the low concrete wall and flipping over, half a dozen chairs splintering under the weight of Martin’s body as he slammed into the concrete wall with a loud grunt of pain. Riall felt Gorgo grab his arm, fear for Martin coursing through her aura and he reached out with his aura to comfort her. Their heads snapped back as they heard laughter coming from the holoprojection.


Martin picked himself up off the floor of the Senate building laughing as he did so. The eyes of everyone on the bridge were wide with shock and they watched Martin spit blood from his mouth. “Oh that was good!” Martin spoke, “A little on the weak side but very good.”


They could see the look of surprise on Veldruk’s face as he stood up quickly from the chair he was sitting in on his ship, “You insolent whelp! I will strip the skin from your bones and listen to you howl and beg me for death!” Veldruk thundered lifting his hand again.


Martin lifted his own hand in the transmission and everyone saw his arm snap back several inches. Martin smiled, blood leaking from his lips. “Fool me once shame on you; fool me twice shame on me.” He spoke before shoving his hand back within the transmission. 


Riall, Gorgo and everyone on the bridge could only watch in stunned silence as the Vampire High Lord was physically lifted off the floor wherever he stood and was flung back until he smashed into the solid colored bulkhead behind him. Veldruk scrambled to his feet immediately, blood leaking from a small cut on the side of his head. His face showed his disbelief at what had just transpired. He had not been telepathically assaulted like that since the time of Leonidas’s grandfather, the true Lycavorian King. 

Martin smiled, “A little gift from my grandfather.” Martin growled looking at him. “I’ll deal with you in due time old man, right now I want to talk to your idiot son.”


Xerxes had come to his feet now, his face a mask of rage. “I am four days away from earth you fool!” He screamed. “I will find you and I will drive your father’s spear through your heart!”


“You gonna do that yourself fuck nut, or have one of your little errand boys do it for you?” Martin snapped. “You aren’t man enough to kill anyone. Hell you needed a million men to kill my father you blithering moron. Nice scar by the way. It stands out just right against that butt ugly face of yours!”


Riall noticed that Veldruk and Yuri remained silent during the exchange now, simply watching the events unfold, and seeing first hand Xerxes meltdown.


“I will kill you dog!” Xerxes screamed. “I will make you watch while I take your women in front of you, and then I will disembowel them after I give them to my men!”


Martin laughed at this, causing Xerxes to become even angrier. “Xerxes… you couldn’t find your dick with both hands and a fucking supernova helping you. My youngest Queen Aricia could slap your sorry ass into oblivion and not even break a sweat!”


Yuri leaned forward in her chair at the spaceport on earth. “What do you want dog? You will not win and you will die like an animal, just like your father did.”


“God I hate vampires! Earth is mine!” Martin spoke now. “Do you hear me? It is mine. You bring your sorry ass here Xerxes… I’ll be waiting for you on the North American continent if you got the balls. You killed my father you shit sorry motherfucker, and you’re an even sorrier excuse for a vampire than your old man, and I am going to take great pleasure in ripping your heart from your chest and feeding it to you. Once my elf army wipes the planet with Yuri’s sad excuse for vampire super soldiers, it will be just you, me, my Spartans and your precious Immortals. We’ll do it all over again, just like before. How does that sound Xerxes old buddy?”

“I have thirty thousand Immortals among my army coming to earth you fool!” Xerxes screamed, “And another seventy thousand veteran troops.”


Martin nodded with a smile. “Good. I’ll bring three hundred… just like my father did. That ought to be enough to kick your sorry ass! I’m leaving five thousand troops in Sparta, enough to hold off any attack you think you can muster. I think I’ll leave twenty thousand in Eden, that way I can send the other three million to smoke your sister.”


Yuri’s head snapped around, turning to a control console. “Trace the transmission!” She barked to someone, “Quickly!”


“She’s on to what he’s doing.” Ceneu spoke from near the bridge lift, everyone turning to look at him in shock.

Riall nodded quickly. “Yes she is. Do we have this recorded?”


“Every bit of it Admiral,” The communications officer replied.


“Damn fine tactical move!” Ceneu spoke coming up to stand beside Riall. “He’s telling us all we need to know.”

“What the hell are you two talking about?” Gorgo asked stunned. “He’s telling them how many troops he’s leaving in places we need to defend!”


Riall nodded taking the data pad from the officer. “He’s his father’s son, no doubt about that.”


They watched as Martin turned to Veldruk who had remained silent after regaining his feet. “Don’t you worry old man, I’ll come for you soon enough! Well… it’s been nice talking to you. Hey cockbreath… remember don’t forget to wear your dress, I’ll need a good laugh.” Martin looked at the vampire envoy standing next to him. “Oh… I almost forgot.” Martin reached up and the K12 was in his hand now. He placed the barrel against the vampire’s temple and pulled the trigger without batting an eye. The envoy’s head exploded in a mass of blood, bone and brain matter. “Andreus… help me get this trash out of here will you. I really hate vampires!” They heard Martin mutter something softly that they could barely make out and then it was over.

The transmission ended and Riall turned to Ceneu. “I want General Vistr to shuttle over here right now! Bring me the specs on every ship in the fleet! Ceneu will you…”


Ceneu held up his hand. “I’ll order all the spare LSDs ready for immediate movement.” He spoke.


Gorgo stepped up to her husband. “Husband… what is going on?” She asked.


“The King just told us where to deploy Gorgo.” Riall told her.


Gorgo looked surprised. “He did?”


Riall smiled and kissed her. “Please my wife… I have some urgent business to attend to.”


Gorgo turned to look at Isabella and saw her staring blankly with her hazel/green eyes at where the holo transmission had just ended. “Isabella, are you alright?”


Isabella looked at her and nodded. “Yes… I’m fine.” She turned to the communications officer. “May I have a copy of the transmission Lieutenant?”


The officer didn’t hesitate. “I’ll have one downloaded to your quarters before you return Princess.” He said.


“Thank you.”


Gorgo was left there on the bridge as Isabella moved for the door they had entered.

ALLIANCE SLAVE ISLAND

FORMERLY THE STATE OF CALIFORNIA


“Xerxes you damn fool!” Yuri barked into the transmission now that Martin was gone. “He was using the transmission to warn his forces! You told him exactly what he wanted to know! Fuck!” Yuri got up and went to the computer panel. “He was sending a transmission to a Lycavorian Attack Cruiser, piggy backing it on an old radio wave, completely unsecured!”


“The Oracle,” Veldruk spoke softly causing Yuri to turn to her father’s image, “The Oracle that we could never find. She has been on earth all this time, helping him. She must have adjusted the controls of the envoy’s equipment; she is the only one who would have this knowledge.”


“Father?” Yuri said softly.


“I have not been attacked telepathically like that since the days of his grandfather. I hit him with a full power psychicbolt, and he laughed it off.” Veldruk spoke.


“Father… the distance was very great.” Yuri said.


“Perhaps… but I have not felt a telepath as powerful as him in millennia.” Veldruk replied. His eyes lifted to where Xerxes stood silently still shaking in rage. His dark eyes took on an angry glare, “You!” He raged. “I can not believe my own son could be so stupid!”


“Father I…”


“Silence you fool!” Veldruk spoke. “I can not send anymore reinforcements to earth, it would take too long! The Lycavorian forces have pulled back to staging areas across the universe. They have ceased all attacks against our strongholds, and now I know why.” He turned to his daughter, “Yuri can he truly have three million elves fighting under his banner?”


“Impossible!” Yuri spoke quickly. “The elves have been fighting each other for centuries. He would have to unite all of them to bring that much manpower to bear!”


“Find out daughter! Find out quickly!” Veldruk spoke.


“I will father! I promise you.” Yuri told the image. She watched him turn to Xerxes in the transmission. “Pray that you die on that wretched piece of rock Xerxes, for even if you return victorious I will see to it that you spend the rest of your days in a pain amplifier!”


“Father you…”


Veldruk waved his hand once more and Xerxes end of the transmission disappeared. The Vampire High Lord turned to his daughter. “Are the Super soldiers ready?”


Yuri nodded quickly. “I have one division moving north right now to destroy a Drow city we have discovered. We know that one of his Queens… the one he spoke of… Aricia… she is there leading the forces he sent there. They are trying to pull the Drow elves into the fold with them.” Yuri answered. “I have the rest preparing to assault this city he has built. He will never pull the Spartans out of Sparta and leave the city undefended.”

“I agree, however I want you to be prepared to evacuate all materials pertaining to our genetic programs.” He spoke.

Yuri looked puzzled. “We can hold earth father.” She said.
“Holding earth is now secondary to protecting our interests.” Veldruk answered. “Your brother will die on that pitiful rock, of that I have little doubt. This Leonidas… he wants revenge on Xerxes so badly for killing his father and that revenge makes him powerful and willing to do anything to obtain it. I will not lose you because your brother is an ignorant slob. Prepare all the materials for evacuation, and hold at least a division of our new soldiers in reserve. When events become untenable as I believe they may, I want you off that stinking world. Is that clear?”

Yuri nodded her head. “You sound so sure that Leonidas will win father.” She spoke. “Have you lost faith in me as well?”

“You are the High Guard Commander for a reason daughter.” Veldruk answered. “And for those reasons I will not lose you to some stinking Lycavorian scum! If you can win, it will add another notch in your belt for the time you will take my place. However I do not want it to be known that my oldest daughter as well as my son is a raging lunatic. You must maintain order, and to do so, conducting a strategic retreat is not considered a failure in my eyes. I have done it before when odds were not in my favor. You have governed well these last millennia Yuri; do not throw it all away over this son of Leonidas. When and if the time comes, you will evacuate earth.”
Yuri nodded slowly, “As you order father.” She spoke. “I will not fail you.”

“Losing the only daughter I have left would be the failure.” Veldruk spoke. “And your mother grows impatient to have another child.”

Yuri looked at her father. “She wishes to give you another heir father. To replace what that bitch Isabella took from you!”

Veldruk nodded his head and Yuri saw him smile for the first time in hundreds of years. “Yes and perhaps it is time. Your mother will be the death of me you know, with her constant demands of attentions.”

Yuri matched her father’s smile. “You should consider it an honor that she only has eyes for you father.” She said. “And that has never changed in the ten thousand years you have been together.”

Veldruk nodded. “Yes I know. I am returning home for now. Contact me on our personal channel if you need to speak with me about anything. My personal Captain of the Immortals is accompanying Xerxes’s forces and he will make contact with you when your brother arrives. His orders are clear. He is to protect you at all costs.”

“I have security father.” Yuri spoke.

“Ah yes… this pet you have taken.” Veldruk said seeing her surprised expression. “Did you think I would not discover this Yuri?”

Yuri took a deep breath. “I did not want you to kill him before you were able to see that he is worthy of me father. I wish to take him as my concubine.”

“He is human!” Veldruk spoke.

“No… like our soldiers he was genetically created. He is different father, and I ask that you meet him before you make a decision.” Yuri said. “I have never asked you for anything, I ask you for this now.”

“He stirs you this much?” Veldruk asked.

“He does.” Yuri spoke. “And he is a superior warrior, an equal too many of our most experienced vampire soldiers father. Please I…”

“I will do this for you Yuri.” He spoke quickly. “You have always been my favorite and I will not have you beg me for something that is your right as Princess of the High Coven. I will have Cha’talla observe him and he will live for now. Keep me advised of everything that is going on, even if you must disturb my time with your mother.” He spoke with another grin.

“I will father.” Yuri spoke. She watched his image fade out and she let out the breath she had been holding for the last several moments.

CANADA


Tarifa stood in the middle of the cracked and broken pavement of what was once a well used highway. She was focused and clear headed, Dekton standing directly behind her and Aricia on her right. Tari stood beside Tarifa on the left, tall and proud in the Spartan armor and helmet. Dekton’s presence behind her not only showcased his height as he stood six inches over Tarifa’s own five foot seven, exuding power and death, but it allowed her to feel the embrace of his aura. Standing behind them were thirty of the Spartans that Aricia’s brother had brought with him, all of them in close formation and looking positively formidable with their armor and helmets covering their faces and bodies. The plume of Aricia’s helmet crest blew softly in the breeze giving her an air of power and grace, while Tarifa could feel Dekton’s heart beating evenly, but his aura tinted with rage, much the same as her own

Since Dekton had changed her, Tarifa found she was much more passionate about many things, but the one thing she was absolutely certain of was her love for Aihola and Dekton. Their love it seemed had increased ten fold since that first night, and it swarmed around the three of them like a storm.


Arrayed to the side in front of them were the bodies of the Drow from the failed attack. They were wrapped reverently in white silken linen and placed on the ground sheets to keep from getting dirty. It was the exact way that the Drow wrapped their dead before burning the bodies. Exactly the way Nya Istel told her during one of their nights cuddling and talking of their people and their futures.

Tarifa’s long black hair was flowing around her face, cascading around her shoulders and moving in the slight wind. They watched as the eight Drow moved slowly across the pavement towards them. Four were armed, their weapons held ready, while four wore flowing cloaks and appeared to be older.


“They are tense and nervous.” Aricia spoke softly, sniffing the wind blowing in their direction.


“As well they should be.” Tarifa replied.


They watched silently as the eight Drow stopped two meters away from them, and Tarifa had to admire their bravery.


“May I know who I am addressing?” Tarifa asked.


“I am Drow Elder Aelulip!” The Drow snapped. She was younger than the other three Tarifa noticed, but not by much. “This is Matron Thonsya, Matron Emyon and Patron Ael’main, the leaders of the largest Drow families. We demand you leave our territory immediately!”


Tarifa’s sapphire eyes saw the Drow Queen’s medallion hanging loosely around Aelulip’s neck partially hidden by her robes. Her eyes went back to Aelulip’s face, staring into her amber eyes. “We have brought the remains of your dead.” Tarifa said struggling to hold her anger in. “They have been cleansed and wrapped in the tradition of the Drow. They are ready for the Ceremony of Ascension according to your laws.”


This invoked a surprised look from the other two Matrons and they looked at Tarifa. Thonsya stepped slightly forward. “Where did you learn this Queen of the High Elves?” She asked pointedly.

Tarifa met her gaze. “I am the lover of my Mistress the Drow Queen.” She replied evenly. “Did you think she would not teach me about your ways?”


“Mistress?” Emyon spoke now. “You… you are submissive to her?”


“In the bed we share yes.” Tarifa answered without embarrassment. “That is your custom isn’t it. I am happily submissive to her desires, whatever they may be. Outside of our bed we are equal in every way, and we lead Eden together, by order of the Elf High King.”


“Nindol Obok Darthirii l'essnil ulnen,” Ael’main hissed in the ancient Drow language, “Udos z'klaen z'reninth naubol il telanthen!” (This High Elf wench lies. We must believe noting she says)


Tarifa looked at him, allowing her eyes to change to wolf black outlined orbs of sapphire, “Usstan xun naut ulnar nesst! Telanth ulu uns'aa 'sohna a dosst peril auflaque; whol Usstan orn naut hesitate ulu harventh dos harl vel'klar dos fre'sla!” (I do not lie man! Speak to me again at your peril dog, for I will not hesitate to cut you down where you stand!)

All of the Drow looked at her wide eyed in shock, stunned that she knew their language so fluently.


“My Mistress came here in peace.” Tarifa spoke. “It was her only desire to bring her people to Eden and give them the freedom and security that all of us share in Eden. It is all that has occupied her thoughts these last weeks. Now you come out here, bearing the Queen’s medallion. Why is that?”


Aelulip tucked the medallion into her robes quickly. “She is not our Queen!” She barked. “She refuses to follow our laws, and her intent was to change them to suit her! We will not allow that.”


“Where is she?” Tarifa asked.


“She is somewhere in our city.” Ael’main answered now. “We will not tell you where.”


“And our other friends?” Aricia asked this question.


“Who is this woman that she thinks she can speak in our presence?” Aelulip asked harshly.


Tarifa smiled. “This is Aricia. She is the Queen of Sparta and mate to the Elf High King, which also makes her High Queen.” Tarifa answered. “I suggest you use a more respectful tone when addressing her.”


“I will address her however I wish!” Aelulip snapped. “Where are our warriors? All of their bodies are not here!”


“Thirteen of your soldiers survive and are being well cared for.” Tarifa answered. “They are in no danger.”

“You will return them to us!” Ael’main spoke. “All of them.”


“Certainly,” Tarifa replied, “As soon as you bring our friends to us, including Aihola.”


“Your friends will stand trial for subversive actions against the Drow and the male will be executed along with the traitor. The female elf will serve as pleasure slave to our senior Drow Commander.” Aelulip spoke smugly looking at Tarifa. “The imposter Queen will be placed on trial separately and if found guilty she will be executed as well.”


“My Mistress is the daughter of the Drow Queen Anatyla, and the rightful ruler of the Drow by succession alone.” Tarifa spoke. “By what right do you dismiss that?”


“My right as an Elder!” Aelulip snapped. “You do not fool me High Elf Queen. You play the part well, but you would never allow yourself to be submissive to a Drow, even one who claims to be Queen. It was you that led the last war against my people. I have no desire to trust you, or speak with you for that matter.”


“You are a child who plays at being an elder!” Tarifa shouted, startling Aelulip with the ferocity of her verbal assault. “A true elder of the Drow people would never usurp succession of the Queen! By your own admission you still practice slavery! That has been forbidden by order of the High King for more than a year!”

“Drow do not acknowledge a High King!” Aelulip barked. “We rule ourselves by our own laws, as it was meant to be!”


“The old ways are dead!” Tari joined the conversation. “They died with my mother the Queen!” He saw the looks on their faces. “Yes… I am brother to the Queen, and as her brother I demand that you release her and our friends!”


“You demand nothing half breed!” Aelulip snapped. “We know what you and your sister are! You have the blood of vampires in your bodies. They are as much our enemy as those you stand with now!”


“Aihola came here in peace and this is how you repay her?” Tarifa asked calmly. “She is my Mistress and she is this Spartan’s mate,” Tarifa motioned to Dekton behind her. We want her back, and our other friends. I will exchange your people for them, and then we will leave you to rot here in your city of hate.”

“I will make no such exchange!” Aelulip spoke, causing Thonsya and Emyon to look at her. “They will stand trial and they will die!”


“You make it sound like their fate is already decided.” Aricia spoke softly as she sniffed the air and smelled the adrenalin dump into Aelulip’s system as she spoke the lie.


This didn’t go unnoticed by Dekton either and Tarifa felt his emotions spike behind her. She looked at Aricia, still not skilled enough with her wolf senses to detect such a subtle shift in a person’s scent.


Aricia what is it?


She’s lying to us Tarifa. Aricia spoke. They will kill them regardless of what we say or do. 


She reeks of lies! Dekton added vehemently.


Tarifa looked back to Aelulip who stood there arrogantly. The two other females do not seem to agree with this Aelulip person.


The male does. Aricia said. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say they were planning to take over after they kill Aihola and the others.


Tarifa chuckled within the telepathic link. Let no one accuse you of not being a shrewd politician Aricia, for they would be horribly mistaken.


Like Martin I have no patience for liars and those who enslave others. Aricia said proudly.


Yes nor do I. Tarifa replied. “I am offering one last time to exchange the Drow we hold for Aihola and our friends. I urge you to take this offer.” She told Aelulip.


“Or what?” Aelulip snapped. “There are six thousand plus Drow in our city. All of us will fight! You are no match for us!”


Tarifa smiled but the smile held no warmth to it. “I beg to differ.” She said.


Aricia’s Nehtes appeared in her hand and extended in less than a second. She drove the weighted end of the spear into the ground next to her feet, “SPARTANS!”


Aelulip and the others watched as the thirty Spartans behind them performed the exact same movement in precise detail. Thirty Nehtes slamming into the cracked pavement at the same instant made an awful sound. What made their eyes go wide were the flashes of yellow/gold light and the Shi Viskas appeared on the forearm of every Spartan, the sunlight reflecting off the shields. Wolf eyes replaced normal eyes, fangs became visible and suddenly the Drow were looking at thirty half changed men and women in full Spartan battle armor. They looked back to Aricia and saw that her azure blue eyes had shrunk and become outlined in black, and with new flecks of gold within the blue. Her fangs had also lengthened, now protruding from her upper lip quite visibly.


Tarifa took a step forward, half changed now as well. “I will give you six hours.” Tarifa spoke softly. “You hold two Spartans within your city; you hold my Mistress and Dekton’s mate, and one who has become our friend. Her name is Nayeca. Six hours to return Aihola and our friends unharmed. If you do not then I will unleash not only the Spartans that you see here, but the seventy that hold position in the timber. I will begin by destroying your buildings on the surface with artillery and aircraft, and once I have reduced this wretched city of hate to rubble they will come into your tunnels. You will die. Your people will die.”

“You… you would kill the babies as well?” Emyon asked horrified.


“If my Mistress and our friends are not standing here in six hours, when I am finished with this city, the only thing that will remain of your people will be ash.” Tarifa growled. “Do not make the mistake that I am unwilling to give that order, for I will. Six hours… I suggest you move quickly.”

Dekton stepped slowly around Tarifa and moved up to stand in front of Aelulip. His eyes and fangs were all that showed from behind the helmet and it was the most frightening thing Aelulip had ever seen. He sniffed the air deeply around Aelulip, careful not to get too close to her.


“I will find you witch.” He spoke in a low menacing voice. “Out of the thousands of your people I will find you. I know my Little Drow’s body intimately. I have explored her flesh in more ways than your feeble mind could comprehend. If so much as one hair on her body is out of place it will take you three very long and painful days to die. This I swear to you on my blood as a Spartan!”


Aelulip shuddered inwardly as Dekton calmly moved back to stand beside Tarifa. Tarifa took his hand within hers and looked at Aelulip as the remaining Spartans moved from the timber to take up position with their comrades.


“Six hours.” Tarifa spoke. “I hope you make the right decision.”

