CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
LYCAVORIAN HOME GUARD FLEET GROUP ONE 
ATTACK CRUISER LEONIDAS I
SEVEN OF THIRTEEN JUMPGATES COMPLETED

EIGHT HOURS UNTIL NEXT JUMPGATE
SIX DAYS FROM EARTH


“Do we have a firm location of this city Eden?” Riall asked.


“Yes Admiral,” The young officer replied. “It is situated between these two mountains ranges in what they used to call Ut… Utah. It is located on the North American continent.” He used an infra red pointer to signify the position of the city on the charts they had. “Our charts of earth are five hundred years old, so we don’t know exactly what terrain we will be moving into, but I doubt the King would put his back against a wall without a way out.”


Riall nodded. “Well… if we have seen anything of our new King, it is that he does not lack for courage or military strategy.” He spoke. “Using the vampire’s own communicator and an ancient radio wave signal was brilliant and he gave us the exact details of what he wants us to do.” Riall got up and went to the holographic star chart along the wall. “I want our fastest ships pulled out of the fleet. Vistr you will transfer fifteen thousand of your Spartans onto these ships. Fill the blasted corridors if you have to, I don’t care. We need to make up two days and do it quickly.”


“Is that possible?” Vistr asked.

“We are re-distributing all the spare LSDs that we brought.” Ceneu spoke leaning forward in his chair. “The only ships capable of keeping up with the LEONIDAS I are the newer NOVA-Class Attack cruisers, our AUTUMN MOON-Class Attack Frigates and our own version of the Vampire’s ORIC-Class, the VANGUARD-Class Heavy Cruiser. We have nineteen of those, but so far they are untested in extended LSD jumps, not to mention combat itself. They are the newest class of ships we have, but we deployed before we could complete their shake downs. That makes seventy-three ships in all. With all the spare LSDs moved to these ships, yes it is possible.”


“That’s almost half the Fleet Group.” Vistr spoke. “Is that wise to do?”

Riall nodded. “Xerxes was closer than we first thought if he is only four days from earth. Our intelligence had him putting down the rebellion on Pricot Four with his task force. He wouldn’t leave the majority of his ground troops without support. Even he isn’t that stupid.”


“Even half his task force outnumbers what we would arrive on earth with if we left half the Fleet Group behind.” Vistr spoke. 


“We can not leave our King on Earth for two days without fighter and planetary weapons support!” Riall exclaimed. “Xerxes would simply obliterate the planet from orbit.”


“Well… he would not have the luxury of any extra LSD units.” Ceneu said as he worked the options in his head. “The nearest Coven Support facility with LSDs is forty light years from earth. He has to be pressing his ships hard to get to Earth from Pricot Four if he will be there in four days. Not to mention he does not have the First Elf Engineering Corp.”


“How many ships do you estimate will he need to leave behind due to some sort of LSD failure?” Riall asked.


“Coven engineers are not as skilled as our people. The added stress on the engine plants and power conduits would be extensive if he is pressing as hard as we think. We have burned out thirty-seven power transfer couplings ourselves and we were prepared for this type of movement.” Ceneu said. “If I had to guess, I’d say he loses thirty to forty ships on the trip. As with us, only his cruisers and frigates can keep up with a REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought. The WING OF DEATH would be the only Dreadnought in the system, and we have the advantage in experience knocking out capital ships. And by the time those that remain with him get to Earth, their Light Speed Drives will be so taxed with overuse they wouldn’t dare use them for any insystem jumps.”

Riall nodded. “So the odds shrink to two, possibly three to one in his favor.” He said looking at the star chart intently.

“Those are odds I’ll take Riall.” Ceneu said. “We’ll be going in with fresh LSD cores and full stores of weapons and fighters. My Home Fleet One is the best we have, all of the Captains hand picked for their experience and skills. We can do this!” He got up and went to the chart, the holographic map of earth and its moon on it. “The moment we jump into the system we have two frigates wipe this moon base from existence. The weapons on this station will not hurt our capital ships but it might be dangerous to our fighters. We set up a standard defensive perimeter with our cruisers and begin shuttling down our troops with the remaining frigates. They are the only ships capable of atmospheric entry. I send one wing after Xerxes ship, and the rest we go toe to toe with. We can launch fighter and support craft from orbit and hit the Coven fleet with full missile barrages. We have proven our missiles hit harder.”


Riall nodded. “The Coven ships will have the advantage in range however.” He said.


Ceneu shook his head. “It won’t matter this close to the planet.”


“If we do this, how much time do we shave off the trip?” Riall asked.


Ceneu expanded the chart to encompass their current location. He pointed to the seven remaining Jump Gates. “If we make six LSD jumps between gates, replace the LSDs before we go through the gate…” Ceneu did some fast figuring in his head. “We can be to earth in eighty-six hours.” 


“It is a very large risk!” Vistr spoke from his chair. He held up his hand before Ceneu could reply. “Let me play devil’s advocate for a moment my friend, but know that I do agree with you. What we have been doing with the multiple jumps and using the Gates so frequently is not something we have done before. Leaving half a Fleet Group behind and knowingly jumping into battle against a superior force would not be something any of us would do in a normal situation. These are things we need to consider. Is the life of one man worth so many, even that of our King? Would he approve of such a tactic just to save him?”

“May I answer that question Admiral Riall?” The voice spoke from the side of the room.


They all turned to see the Elfin Ambassador move gracefully into the bright lights of the conference room. He was tall for an elf, nearing six feet with long dark hair and an angular shaped face. His ears were slightly less pointed than many elves but that was because of the fighter pilot’s helmet he had worn for so many decades.  


“Ambassador Legsim,” Riall spoke from beside the chart. “You are always welcome among us.”


Ambassador Legsim was a legendary figure in the Lycavorian Union, a former fighter pilot with more Coven kills than any pilot alive. He was an elf that had fought in some of the most vicious battles of the war between the Lycavorian Union and Vampire Coven. He was almost four thousand years old; the lines on his face etched deeply the wisdom all his years had taught him. He had accepted the offer to become the Elf Ambassador only ten years ago, and had been re-elected to his office with nearly ninety five percent of the nine billion elf votes cast only two years previous.

“General Vistr… you ask if one man is worth so many.” Legsim spoke as he came fully into the room. “I have been pondering this question since we discovered the youngest son of Leonidas still lived. Normally I would say no, and I would hazard a guess and say our new King would most likely agree with me based on what we have seen so far. But if you will allow me to tell you what I have seen with my own eyes these last few days that changes my mind.” He looked at each man in the room. “I have seen images among my people of the elf female he has taken as one of his Queens. She may have been created by the Guardian of the Line, but her beauty alone surpasses any elf female I have ever known. Add to that the history she has apparently put behind her, the things we discovered from our King’s memories. Her images are turning up all over the fleet, in lockers, on desks and one young pilot even had her image burned into the side of his cockpit. I see the same among the Hadarians and Lycavorians with images of their new King and Queens. As I walk the corridors of these ships I feel something that I have never felt before, an energy that pulses through everyone, and it extends to how they are doing their duties. Have you not noticed the extra little effort by your crew in their jobs? I certainly have. My people have fought alongside yours since the very beginning Riall, and when our royal family was butchered by the Vampire Coven we turned to the Lycavorian King for leadership. He adopted my people without question, without remorse, for that is who he was. Admiral Ceneu… I understand it was much the same among your people was it not?”


The Algolian Admiral nodded without hesitation. “My people turned to the one thing that gave us hope for our future; and that was King Resumar. He never questioned our appearance, or our reptilian nature, and he treated us with honor and respect.”


Legsim nodded. “King Resumar and his Queen are still revered to this day among my people gentlemen.” He spoke softly. “Some would say even more than our own lost King and Queen. We fought as a scattered remnant for centuries, until Resumar’s son Leonidas became known to us. I do not need to tell you what his death did, as we were all there when King Leonidas’s death galvanized us… all of us, to unite as one and form the Union we now hold so dear. My friends…  King Leonidas’s son is not just one man… he is a symbol to us all. The very knowledge that he still lives… after we had thought him lost so many years ago… that has elevated him to the status of legend already and we have not even met him. His Queens have become symbols… inspirations to thousands, millions of our people in just a few short weeks. Do we as leaders of our people… do we let those symbols perhaps perish before they can galvanize the entire Union? We have an opportunity here to gather countless other worlds to our cause. Those that would not fight with us before will see that the son of Leonidas, the grandson of King Resumar… that he lives on, and has been fighting his entire life for freedom and justice, not even knowing who he truly was. Now he knows who he is… and not only does he continue to fight, he has embraced what he is with a passion we have not seen since King Resumar. No gentlemen… Martin Leonidas is not just one man… he and his Queens have become the symbols of freedom and hope for trillions of beings. By what right do we let that slip away? We should not be concerned with the lives that might possibly be lost over saving one man… but the lives that possibly could be lost if that one man is not saved.”


The room fell silent for a long moment as the men allowed what Legsim spoke to sink in. The Spartan General Vistr was the first to react and he came to his feet with a deep breath and pride swelling in his chest.     


“I will begin shuttling my Spartans to the necessary ships.” He spoke firmly. “And I will tell them what you have said this day Ambassador. After they hear your words I would turn them loose on the vampire home world and I believe they would win handily.”

Ceneu nodded his head as well. “I’ll insure we have enough LSDs for every ship that we take with us. I will instruct the remaining ships to continue on at a normal pace and to deploy in a defensive formation when they arrive in the system. We will have either won… or we will be dead.”


Riall waited for the room to empty before stepping up to Legsim. “I will never again question the wisdom of elves my friend, even in jokes. I will remember your words this day for the rest of my life.”


Legsim smiled. “Can we do it Admiral?”

Riall met his gaze. “Before your speech I would have had doubts.” He said honestly. “Now… no doubts exist. We can do it, no matter what it takes.”

CANADA

DROW CITY OF KELWOOD


Nayeca clutched Anuk’s naked body to her as they crouched in the shadows, Anuk holding the Drow warrior firmly in her grasp, one powerful hand clamped over his throat, the other across his mouth. Nayeca’s one hand held Anuk around her waist, while the other held the sidearm, her amber eyes searching the corridor they had just exited. They could still hear the sound of running feet and the clanging of several bells as the alert was raised that they had escaped.

They had found no clothes that fit them, and opted instead to escape out of the cell block they were in as quickly as they could. Nayeca held Anuk’s hand tightly as she led them through the myriad of tunnels and labyrinths, always moving up toward where Anuk could smell Daniel. She knew the city and she trusted Anuk’s sense of smell to guide them, so she kept them to the shadows and side tunnels avoiding people. It was common for her people to run these drills where the alarms would sound and unless you were a regular fighter, you secured yourself within your quarters. The corridors were mostly free of normal travel and made it easier for them to move.


Nayeca nodded when Anuk looked at her over her shoulder and she turned back to the Drow she was holding, her wolf eyes and fangs still very evident, “The man like me.” Anuk hissed into the Drow’s ear. “Where is he?” 


The male Drow didn’t hesitate and pointed to their left. That jived with where Daniel’s scent was coming from, and she twisted the Drow’s head viciously, hearing his neck snap with a dull crack. She lowered the body slowly and turned to shove him into a deep corner.


“He’s not far.” Anuk whispered as she pressed close to Nayeca in the shadows. Though their flesh was touching in all the intimate places, neither of them felt desire sweeping through them. They were both too concerned with getting out of here alive. Whatever their fate may have been before, they would surely be killed now.


Nayeca looked at Anuk’s face for a long moment. “Whatever happens from now on Anuk… know that…”


Anuk kissed her hard, savoring the feel of her lips and the sensuous touch of her ebony body against her. She drew back quickly and put a finger to Nayeca’s lips. “You will not die on me Mistress.” She said softly. “I have not had you nearly enough yet, and I do want to explore intimately what you have brought out in me.”

“I did not wish… when the time came I had wanted to seduce you Anuk. Not force myself on you.” Nayeca spoke.

Anuk smiled. “Then I will look forward to that day Mistress.” She replied.

“And… and Daniel… what will he do to me?” Nayeca asked softly.

Anuk’s smile was full of sexual mischievousness, “Nothing that you don’t want him too.” She said in reply. “He will not react as you think Nayeca. Trust me, when we get to Daniel we will be in better shape and you will see for yourself.”


Nayeca fought down the urge to take her right there, and gripped her hand tightly. “Come let us find Daniel and escape this place then.”


They started moving once more, always keeping to the shadows, which was easy for Nayeca. As a Drow she lived in the shadows, and for Anuk, her wolf persona welcomed the darkness as an alley. They turned down the short corridor and saw it ended a hundred yards further ahead, but this was the other cell block where Daniel was being held. Daniel’s nutmeg scent filled her senses now and Anuk felt pleasure, joy and relief sweep through her as they got closer to where her mate was. 


They stopped when they heard the female Drow voice. “I will have you now!”


Anuk couldn’t help but smile when she heard the deep booming voice of the man she loved. “It will take more than a nice pair of tits to get me interested bitch!” They heard a muffled scream and a deep thud like a fist hitting flesh. They rushed forward to the door where the noise was coming from and looked into the open frame, seeing a very naked Daniel body slamming the Drow female to the hard packed earth once more. “I told you to get off me bitch! Now where is my Anuk?”


“I am here Daniel?” Anuk spoke softly stepping into the room.


Nayeca gasped at the speed with which Anuk’s hulking mate spun around, his arm coming up and his Shi Viska flaring into existence. His eyes had changed to yellow orbs and his fangs were extended in anger. The moment he saw her and detected her scent, his eyes returned to normal and the Shi Viska disappeared. Nayeca then saw his huge cock dangling limp between his legs and her eyes went even wider. Anuk had not been kidding her when she said he was huge.


“Anuk baby,” Danny blurted crossing to her in three strides and scooping her into his arms. Nayeca watched them, their lips coming together in a blistering kiss of unrequited passion. Nayeca knew at that moment that she would never take Anuk from this man, no matter how hard she might have tried. Truth be told, Nayeca admitted to herself, the possibility of having them both as lovers thrilled her to an extent unlike anything she’d ever felt.

Anuk ran her hands over Danny’s bald head and face lovingly as they parted from their kiss, their auras mingling together easily. She drank in his handsome face, her fingers caressing his eyebrows. “I have missed you husband.” Anuk told him adoringly. “I see you did not like your company.”


Danny grinned widely. “I much prefer a certain red head thanks very much.” He told her, nuzzling her throat and hearing her hiss in contentment.


“We need to get out of here and find Aihola.” Anuk said, fighting down the urge to have him take her right here.


Dan set her down slowly and turned as the Drow female on the ground moaned. He watched Nayeca step up to her quickly and kick her savagely in the head. His eyes grew a little wider when he smelled Anuk’s cinnamon scent on Nayeca, and then he finally noticed the scent of sweet apples lingering on Anuk’s face and lips. He looked at Anuk his eyes filled with questions. Nayeca turned back and noticed the look on his face as he turned to Anuk. Her belly clenched in fear at what he might do to her, and she stood there frozen in her spot, willing herself to accept whatever his actions were.

“Anuk… what…?” Danny asked reaching up to touch her lips.


Anuk smiled and took his hands quickly; her cerulean blue eyes now back to normal and flowing over him with love and adoration. “Our captors… they thought to force us together my love. They did not know that the attraction for Nayeca was already inside me. It happen Daniel my love… and it was most pleasant, and I wish it to happen again and again; in more agreeable surroundings of course.”


Danny turned his head to look at Nayeca, his dark eyes unreadable. She stood her ground, holding her chin up and meeting his gaze. He stepped over to her and leaned over to inhale deeply next to her throat, causing Nayeca to shiver in desire and fear, her hands clenching into fists. He nuzzled her cheek and then her sensitive elf ear, causing Nayeca to shudder in delight, her eyes wide in astonishment at the feelings he was causing in her. Danny turned slowly back around to face to Anuk then.


“Why is it that we come thousands of miles; get captured by a dangerous enemy and you two are able to get it on, and I get beat up?” Dan asked. “How does that work out to be fair here?”

Anuk laughed softly and stepped up to him, folding her naked body against his and as she squeezed him tightly she hit him with her aura. “I will make it up to you Daniel.” She said seductively. 


“You promise?” Danny asked with a grin, her scent and aura pulsing through him.


Anuk kissed him softly. “Oh yes… I guarantee it.” She said.


Dan’s expression changed and he grinned wider. “Ok… let’s beat feet out of here then and find our uniforms. Then we get Aihola and kiss this place goodbye.”


Nayeca looked at him strangely. “Why… why would I want to beat my feet?” She asked.


Aelulip held her bloody mouth as she lay on the floor beneath Aihola. She and the others had returned to the meeting chamber only to find Hwia and Aihola sitting with the heads of the families that had not gone out to meet Tarifa. The moment Aelulip had entered the room Aihola had set upon her, hitting her three times before Aelulip could even respond. Now she lay bruised and bloody as Aihola reached down and took her mother’s medallion from around Aelulip’s neck and held it up.

“This belongs to me.” Aihola spoke sternly, replacing the medallion around her neck and sliding it under the body armor she wore.


“Why is she free?” Aelulip demanded as she scrambled away from her. She looked at Hwia. “She should be in chains!”

“She is our Queen Aelulip, and the sooner you recognize that the better things will be for all of us.” Hwia spoke. “She has agreed to remain here willingly and speak with us about the future and what she desires for her people. I for one find much of what she already has said very appealing, as do the other family Matrons.”


“You did this behind my back?” Aelulip snapped.


Hwia nodded. “Much as you went to meet the High Elf Queen without telling me. Not to mention taking the Queen’s medallion from her, and leaving her naked like some common whore!” Hwia’s voice rose in anger.


Aihola moved back to the chair she had been sitting in. “You have met with Tarifa?” She asked. “What did she say?”


“She told us lies!” Aelulip barked.


Thonsya pushed past Aelulip, her face stern. “She told us if we did not release you and the others within six hours she would destroy this city and kill all of us!” Thonsya uttered. “She has… she has dozens of the natha zze’ill with her. They… they are led by a young woman with strange blue eyes and raven black hair. She… she said they would destroy the entire city above us before moving into the tunnels and they would not stop until we were all dead.”


Aihola chuckled softly. “That does sounds like my love Tarifa. She does have quite a temper when pressed too far. And the woman you were referring to is Aricia. She is one of the High Queens and a Queen of Sparta.”


“She said… the High Elf Queen… she told us you are her Mistress.” Emyon spoke stepping forward.


Aihola looked at her and nodded casually. “In our bed Tarifa is my slave and she has been for over a year. It is a wonderfully pleasurable arrangement for both of us, and I would not change it for anything. I love her with all that I am, and I love my mate with equal passion. Out of our bed, Tarifa and I are equal in every way and we lead Eden together.”


“That… that is what she said, almost to the word.” Emyon said stunned.


“That surprises you?” Aihola asked. “We love each other, and we share the same mate as well. We have been through much together Tarifa and I, and every morning I bless the day she came into my life.”


“He… he was there too.” Thonsya spoke. “He… he threatened to kill Elder Aelulip if their demands were not met.”


Aihola smiled once more. “Do you see?” She said calmly. “They care not that I am Drow, nor do they care that my brother or any other Drow is among them. We have formed an Alliance of our own. Eden allows all elves and men to live free and in peace. Why is it so hard for you to let go of the hate you have and embrace the future.”


“What future do you offer?” Aelulip snapped, “A future where we lose our identity to humans and other elves? What future is that?”

“I offer a future for our children!” Aihola snapped back at her. “A future for the children I will have! You will lose nothing, and only gain from this! Yes… you will no longer be able to take females and force them into submissive slaves. You will no longer be able to raid other villages for supplies and food. You won’t need too! What do you offer our people except hardship and having to hide within the walls and tunnels of this city? The High King has outlawed slavery, and once the Alliance is dealt with, you will no longer be able to hold others against their will! He will not allow it! I will not allow it!”


“We do not recognize this High King!” Aelulip spat. “He is human! And we do not recognize you!”


Aihola shook her head. “No… the High King is not human. He is natha zze’ill. He is a Spartan, just as my mate is a Spartan. And he commands thousands of natha zze’ill, millions of them across the universe of stars!”


Aelulip laughed out loud. “What rubbish do you speak of?” She demanded. “You will contact this High Elf witch and tell her we will kill you if they attack us. That is what you will do. And you will keep silent and not poison the minds of our people with your fables!”


Aihola shook her head. “I will do no such thing.” She spoke. “Why do you fear what you don’t know Aelulip? Is it because you fear losing the power you now wield? Do you fear losing the hold you have on our people that keeps them down and under your thumb? Is that why you hate me so much? I bring freedom and you offer nothing but the same dogmatic view that nearly destroyed our people to begin with!”

“Be silent!” Aelulip shouted. “Guards… if this wench speaks another word you will shoot her like the dog she is!”


Hwia held up her hand at the three Drow warriors in the room, keeping them in their spots even though none of them had made a move to respond to her order. “They will do no such thing.” Hwia spoke. “They…”


Kawyona burst into the room then, her eyes wide. “They have escaped!” She gasped. “The traitor and the Wood Elf female have escaped. They freed the rogue male, and now eleven of my warriors are dead across the city!”


Aihola smiled cruelly. “You have two Spartans loose in your city?” She said. “I won’t begin to explain to you what Daniel and Anuk have gone through to finally be together. I would truly hate to be you with the two of them and Nayeca running free.”


Kawyona stepped towards her. “You will order them to surrender!”


Aihola shook her head. “Sorry… can’t help you.” She said. “I could… I can reach them with my thoughts. You see, the Spartans are all telepathic; they can speak to one another with their minds. Since my mate is also a Spartan, he has that ability as well. And Tarifa once saved my life by allowing me to feed on her blood, which allows us this same connection. So you see… with one command I could stop whatever they have planned. With one command I could order Daniel and Anuk to come here. I will not give that command.”


Kawyona stepped up to Aihola and lifted her sidearm, pointing it at her head. “You will give that order or I will kill you!” She growled.


Aihola blurred in motion, moving with her vampire speed. She stepped to the side of Kawyona and grabbed her wrist, twisting viciously, Kawyona’s arm popping out of the socket as Aihola twisted her arm nearly all the way around. Her sidearm dropped from her hand and Aihola caught it easily. She tossed Kawyona aside like a ragdoll and held up the side arm. She ejected the full magazine and then cycled the chamber, ejecting the bullet that was in the chamber.


“I grow tired of being shot and having weapons pointed at me by the people I came here to help.” She growled at the stunned men and women in the room. Aihola had taken down the senior Drow commander faster than even the red haired female had.


“I can not believe you are allowing this?” Aelulip demanded. 


Hwia glowered at her. “I intend to allow a lot more as well.” Hwia spoke. “I ask the heads of our Drow families if they wish to hear what our Queen has to say.” She turned and looked at the men and women. “What say you?”


“We are the Elders!” Aelulip shouted. “We make the laws!”


“I wish to hear what the Queen has to say.” Thonsya spoke. 


“As do I,” Emyon echoed. 


“Aye,” A man spoke.


It was quick and almost unanimous as sixteen of the Matrons and Patrons of the Drow families agreed with Hwia. The only three that did not agree were solidly aligned with Ael’main and Aelulip.

Hwia nodded. “It is decided.” She spoke. “The family leaders have spoken and we will allow our Queen speak with us about what she envisions for the future.”


“I would be happy too.” Aihola spoke.


“All the while her friends kill more of our troops while they roam our city streets!” Ael’main nearly shouted.


Hwia looked at Aihola. “My Queen… we have…”


“I have one condition for doing this.” Aihola spoke. “You will allow Tarifa, our mate, my brother Tari and the Queen of Sparta into the city to help me show you. In return for this, I will order Daniel, Anuk and Nayeca to stand down and come here. We will surrender our weapons, with the understanding that should you in any way violate this truce, everything that Tarifa told you will happen and it will happen immediately. And it will not stop until you are all dead.”


“You will die as well!” Ael’main snapped.


Aihola looked at him. “Perhaps… but we will have a better chance of surviving than any Drow, of that I can guarantee you. None of you will live through this day if you betray me again.”


Hwia saw the nods of the Drow family leaders and looked at her. “We will honor these terms.” She said. “I do not wish anymore of our soldiers to die. Please… call off these Spartans that you speak of.”

“It is already done.” Aihola said.


“How do we know this?” Aelulip asked harshly.


“Because you are still alive bitch,” The male voice spoke in a snarling tone from behind her.


The Drow leaders sprang out of their chairs as Daniel appeared from behind the wall, the handgun leveled at Aelulip’s head. Anuk and Nayeca swept in on either side of him, carrying Drow assault rifles. They had found their uniforms in the room next to where Daniel was being held and had made their way to where they smelled Aihola in the room. Her telepathic message and command had stopped them before rushing in and assaulting the room.


“Daniel… I gave them my word.” Aihola spoke.


“They tried to rape my mate and Nayeca! You know how Spartans view rape!” Daniel growled in reply, his changed eyes never leaving Aelulip. “They used me as a punching bag. Why should I believe anything these assholes have to say?” His weapon never wavered from Aelulip’s wide eyes.


Aihola stepped up to him and put her hand on his arm, “Because I am asking you too.” She said adding, “At least for now.”


Dan met her amber eyes for a long moment. “If anyone so much as breaths wrong at Anuk or Nayeca, I will start dropping Drow elves like flies and I won’t stop until they are all dead or I am.”


Aihola nodded, “Fair enough.” She said.


Nayeca was looking at Daniel with wide eyes as well, for completely different reasons. He would defend her to the death if need be, he had just announced that to the world. She looked at Anuk and saw her cerulean blue eyes meet her amber orbs and they held nothing but affection in them.


Daniel flipped the sidearm around and let it drop to the floor. Anuk and Nayeca slowly did the same, and then they stepped over to stand next to Aihola and Daniel.

SPARTA


“Do you think they understood?” Martin asked Helen as they walked along the path taking them to the landing pad. He carried his helmet under his arm, an aviator’s kit bag tossed over his shoulder. The P190 was strapped to his back in its usual place, his Nehtes secured on his thigh.


Helen nodded. “I believe you made it quite simple for them to understand.” She said with a smile.


“What did he hit me with Helen?” Martin asked.


“Sire, you must understand, Veldruk is the most powerful telepath that has ever existed.” Helen replied. “The only individual who was an equal was your grandfather King Resumar. Veldruk used what is called a psychicbolt, a concentrated burst of energy from his mind. It is a form of telekinesis, but much more powerful in nature. That you were able to shrug it off as you did and then respond in kind to him… well…”


Martin looked at her as they walked. “What?”


“Your father never had the opportunity to explore his telepathic abilities as you have.” Helen spoke. “I believe… and it is only my opinion… your abilities will one day rival that of your grandfather. That Anja and Aricia were able to do what they did with Deval only affirms that for me. They will not be as powerful as you, but because of what you share with them, they will have abilities that others do not, more so Aricia than the others for she is Lycavorian. I suggest when we are finished here on earth, you and they return immediately to Apo Prime. That is the seat of the Lycavorian Union now. There you will find powerful telepaths that will better be able to help you channel your powers. And I suggest you encourage Thr’won to attend as well, as she has shown a healthy increase in power since touching your mind, and there are few enough Elf telepaths in the Union.”


“Will I have that effect on everyone?” Martin asked.


Helen shook her head. “Only those that you have chosen to have a deeper connection with, and they too must be at least moderately telepathic.” Helen answered.


“Helen can… can we win?” Martin asked as he stopped walking. “Or is all that I am doing for naught?”


“What do you think my King?” She asked.


“I think I do not want to see my friends and the women that I love die for a cause that we don’t have a snowballs chance in hell of winning.” Martin told her. “Should I just wait until our people arrive and then leave earth?”

“Do you believe you can not win sire?” She asked another question.


Martin chuckled. “You’re almost as bad as Walter when it comes to answering questions with questions.” He said.


“I will take that as a compliment sire.” Helen answered with a smile. “Being compared to the Guardian of the Line is a great honor.”


“Will you answer my question?” Martin told her.


“What do you wish me to say sire?” Helen asked. “All of the years you have fought; the battles you have survived and the scars you bear to this day; without even knowing what you truly were… Did you fight for a reason then?”


Martin met her eyes. “I fought for my friends. I fought for justice and freedom and those who could not fight for themselves. At least I tried too most of the time. There were times when I did not agree with what I was told to do.” Martin answered.


“And the men and women you have had to bury? How many have there been since you began this task?” Helen asked. 


Martin’s head lowered. “Too many as far as I am concerned.” He replied.


“Did they die for nothing sire?”


“They died for what they believed in! What we believed in!” Martin spoke more harshly than he intended.


“Would you be able to leave the elves to whatever fate Xerxes has in store for them after the friendships and family ties you have forged with them? Tarifa, Aihola, General Vengal, who I know you admire greatly, would you just be able to leave them?” Helen asked.

That answer was even easier, “No never.”


“Do you believe in what you are doing sire?” She asked another question. “Do you believe this battle is worth the sacrifices that many of our people and the elves will make? Humans have been the bane of this planet since the dawn of time, yet your father’s first thought when he was dying was to tell Dymas to protect them and watch over them, as well as you. Your grandfather’s first thought when he was dying was not for himself or those close to him, but for the thousands he would not be able to help.” Helen took his hand. “The Spartans… our people… they will follow you into the very pits of Hades if you commanded them… without a second’s hesitation. The elves on this planet would be right behind them. They would do this because they know that you will do everything within your power to see them through, and that you would be there with them. You are not just a leader of men and a King Martin Leonidas; you are a symbol of hope for the future. Is that not worth dying for?”


“Yes.” Martin replied without hesitation.


Helen smiled. “Then you just answered your own question sire.” She told him. She reached up and placed her palm on his cheek. “You have doubts and fears… and so did your father and grandfather before him. That is what made them true leaders of men. They did not shrink from their calling because of those doubts and fears.” Helen smiled at him. “I will tell you something I told your father a very long time ago. Do not be afraid to lose Martin, for the moment you become afraid to lose something or someone, you will become afraid to act. And when you become afraid to act… all will be lost.”


“You make it sound like it all revolves around me somehow.” He said. “I am just a piece of the puzzle.”


Helen nodded. “Yes you are. But you are the center piece, the piece that all others must be built off of in order to fit properly. And that is the difference. Do not let your anger at Xerxes for what he did to your father override your sense sire. That is the quickest way to destruction. Remain true to who you are, as your father and grandfather did and all else will fall into place.”


“And what of the future,” Martin asked. 


Helen looked at him with a gentle smile and took a deep breath. “I will tell you this, my King. You will know love and death, fear and pain, hate and joy. Face them as you have faced every day up until now, without fear of the unknown, and you will have a rich full life.”

“Can you see the future?” Martin asked.


Helen laughed. “No my King, no one can see the future.” She answered. “I have a sense of things that is all.”


“Then I want to ask a question of you.” He said. “And I want an honest no shit answer.”


“Of course sire.” Helen replied with a smile. “I always give honest no shit answers.”


“How can I feel for four women, one of whom I haven’t even met yet, how can I feel the same thing for all of them?” Martin asked.


Helen couldn’t help the smile that crossed her face. “You are the only King in our history to have more than one Queen Martin. And make no mistake… they will all sit beside you as Queens, for that is their purpose. You claimed three of them under the Centennial of the Moon, and you will do the same with Isabella when the time comes. To our people that is more than just a full moon. It is a sacred time because of the blood of wolves that runs through us. And no matter what you may think you feel; you do not feel the same for each of them.”


“Isabella is a vampire.” Martin said, “The daughter of the man who ordered my father’s death, my grandfather’s death. How can I feel anything for her but hate?”

“Because you are far more than your father and grandfather that’s why.” Helen said in reply. “They would never have stood beside a vampire, even a half vampire and called them friend and fellow warrior. You have gone beyond that… and that is why Isabella pulls at you so.”

“You told Dysea that she would always hold a special place within me because she was the first I turned.” Martin said.

Helen nodded. “And she will, that is very true, but when you look deep within you, what do you feel? Who calls to your blood, to your very soul just that tiny bit more?”

Martin looked at her. “Little Wolf.” He answered almost immediately.

Helen nodded once more. “There will be growing pains with her due to her age, but you are Lycavorian Martin, and Aricia will always call to you in a way the others will not, for she is of our blood as well. They will all hold a place inside you that the others will not have, but when all is said and done, it is Aricia that will be your true power. She does not yet know how much she loves you, but when she realizes that, you must go to her no matter the cost, no matter the pain, for when two claim each other under the Centennial of the Moon it is for all time. It is a sin of the heart to deny this. And while it may seem like it to you, it does not happen often between our people.”

“Pain?” Martin said in surprise. “Why would she cause me pain?”


“To deny or violate that moon claim in any way,” Helen looked at him. “It will destroy them from the inside until it is healed, if it is healed at all.” Helen smiled and waved her hand in a dismissive manner. “Now you have me babbling.”


Martin chuckled. “You’re very profound when you babble.” He said.  


“Remember my words to you Martin.” Helen said taking his hands. “Now… you have a battle to lead and a war to win my King. After that… you have a people to govern. I will always be here to guide you, and I will take part in the defense of our city. One other thing you must know…” Helen spoke. “No matter where you go, no matter what you do, know that Sparta is and always will be your home. Not some far away land or city, for while you may not have been born here, this is where you discovered who you truly were. And it is here you will come to heal all wounds of flesh and soul.”


Martin smiled warmly. “That is something I will never forget, I promise you.” He said, “Never.”


Helen nodded. “Then my prayers and blessings go with you and all our soldiers leaving Sparta to do battle. Now go… your transport awaits you my King.”


Martin pulled her to him and embraced her tightly, surprising her with this action, “For Sparta.” He whispered, “For our people.”

Helen closed her eyes as tears rolled down her cheeks, “For us all. For us all.” She whispered back.


Martin didn’t look back at her as he sprinted for the SPAT transport, much of what she had just told him forgotten by the time he got to the SPAT and he could feel the engines of the craft begin to power up as soon as he touched the ramp. This energized him, empowered him and he realized he missed the excitement of the unknown completely. 
“Be strong my King,” Helen whispered to the wind. “You will be tested much in the future, and if you stumble once, all will be lost.”

Andreus stepped up to him as Martin let his eyes scan the three hundred men and women that sat in the rear of the transport.


“Is this all of them?” Martin asked.


Andreus nodded. “Yes Milord, all of those that were chosen at Thermopylae, less those you assigned to protect Queen Anja and Queen Dysea, and an additional one hundred and seventy-three volunteers. May I ask why you assigned none to my sister sire?”

Martin looked at him. “She doesn’t need more protection.” He answered. “That’s where we’re going to be.”


Andreus smiled, “The Drow?”


Martin nodded. “They will either fall in line with us willingly, or I will destroy them. I will not allow slavery to persist, and I most certainly will not allow their view of others to persist. Aihola and Tarifa both contacted me and told me what is going on. They asked me to come to their location, and that is where we are going. Tell them where we are going Captain, for they have just become The King’s Legion.” Martin touched the panel of the side wall near the ramp as it finished closing, “Endith?”


“I’m right here!” Endith replied from the cockpit, Martin hearing Tina laughing in the background. “You don’t have to shout!” 
Martin chuckled at the petite red haired elf pilot who had been with him since the very beginning it seemed. The more time she spent away from Ben, the more she bitched about that fact and the more she became just like him. And that suited Martin just fine because both of them were the finest pilots he had ever seen in action bar none.


“Endith… how fast can you have me in Canada?” Martin asked.

“That depends boss man.” Endith spoke.


“On what exactly,” Martin asked.


“How air sick you want to get!” Endith answered.


Martin laughed. “At this point, the sooner I get Aricia in my arms, the better off everyone will be.” 

They all heard Endith let out a war whoop from the cockpit and the SPAT leaped into the sky. Martin could see many of the Spartans shaking their heads with smiles. She had become known as the little “firecracker that could”. No matter what she asked the SPAT to do, it seemed the aircraft would always respond to her touch without question or hesitation. And the many Spartans who had attempted to get into her pants during her stay in Sparta had all fallen flat on their faces. The little red headed elf was totally and completely in love with Ben and Tina.

“We’re coming home Benjamin!” Endith yelled from the cockpit as she shoved the throttles to full power and the SPAT torched through the sky accelerating to nearly four thousand miles an hour in less than a minute.

The flight would take just over two hours.

CANADA

DROW CITY OF KELWOOD

If ever the Drow House leaders had ever seen a more submissive lover, none of them could remember at the moment. The minute the Drow patrol had led the Queen of the High Elves into the gathering chamber, Tarifa had rushed across the room and thrown herself into Aihola’s arms. They kiss they had shared was passionate enough to make many of the House leaders fidget in their seats. There was no mistaking that Tarifa was the submissive in their relationship, as Aihola drew Tarifa into her arms and dominated their kiss from the outset. Aihola was only an inch taller than Tarifa, but the way the High Elf Queen melted into Aihola’s arms left no doubts in anyone’s mind that she knew her place, at least in the context of that part of the relationship she shared with Aihola. After the long toe curling kiss, they parted slowly and Tarifa reached out to stroke Aihola’s cheek.


“Do not ever frighten me like that again Mistress.” She spoke softly, not intending her words be heard by anyone, but they were loud enough for her voice to carry to the sitting Matrons and Patrons of the gathered Houses, and they looked at one another in shock. 


Aihola smiled with an adoring love and nuzzled Tarifa’s elfin ears, relishing the smell of her lover and friend. “I have missed you so much slave.” She replied in an equally soft voice, but still loud enough to carry to the others. She looked up and saw the others watching her and Tarifa and now she smiled shyly. “Forgive us… we have not been away from each other for more than a few hours in the last year. Four days has been hard.”

Tarifa kissed her again hungrily and then smiled almost shyly as she pulled away, “Too hard! I found a wayward soul on my way here Nya Istel.” She said. “He was rather insistent that I bring him along.”


Aihola could only smile as she looked at Dekton standing next to Aricia and Tari. She released Tarifa and moved quickly to the man she loved as dearly as Tarifa, “Dekton.” Aihola said softly as he gathered her into his embrace and blasted her with his aura. Aihola had no aura of her own to return the sensations, but she could surely feel him sweeping around and through her and she squeezed him with every ounce of her vampire elf strength while burying her face against his chest and inhaling the smell of warm leather deeply into her lungs.


“You gave me a moment’s pause there Little Drow.” He told her, holding her tightly to him as Tarifa came up and snuggled to his side. “Perhaps in the future I will tie you to my person so that you don’t get lost.”


The leaders watched his arm release a laughing Aihola only to encircle Tarifa within the same embrace, nuzzling both of them gently as they chuckled and basked in his attention.


Hwia’s eyes were as wide as the others in the room and she watched the other female remove the helmet she wore to reveal a distinctly human face, but one they all knew could become that of a wolf in a single heartbeat. Hwia had to admit, Aricia’s beauty was stunning, the blue of her eyes almost heart stopping, and for a single moment even she wished this female served under her, pleasuring her. The Spartan Queen’s body bespoke of firm lushness and hours of pleasure. She studied Aricia as she stepped over to where Daniel and Anuk stood, touching each of their foreheads with her own for brief periods of time. That they treated her reverently due to her station was also quite obvious.


Hwia turned back to look at the others, her eyes searching for but not finding Ael’main or the two Matron mothers that supported him. Aelulip was also absent. Hwia dismissed this quickly, for Aihola’s words were beginning to sound truer and truer. Aelulip and the others were purposely keeping their people grounded in the ways of the old Drow culture so that they could keep the power they wielded. Aelulip and the others knew that if Aihola assumed the role of Queen, as Hwia now had no doubts she would; all that power would disappear in an instant.

Aihola finally pulled herself from Dekton and Tarifa’s embrace and still holding their hands tightly she turned to Hwia. “The Drow that we captured are being returned as we speak. Their injuries were tended too, and they were well fed. No attempt was made to interrogate them and they were kept apart from the others. Please send a recovery team to bring back the bodies of those we have lost. It seems Elder Aelulip did not think it necessary to honor our dead.”


This statement more than anything sealed the decisions these Drow House leaders had already made to themselves and had not yet admitted to anyone else.


“There are a dozen Spartans with the bodies keeping them safe.” Aricia spoke from where she stood in front of Daniel and Anuk. “Spartans have always respected the skills of the Drow Elves. The Guardian of the Line created them to be most like us and we would be honored if you would allow us to help you in their Ascension Ceremony.”


Hwia looked at Aihola quickly, unsure what to do. Aihola nodded to her, and Hwia turned back to Aricia. “The… the Drow accept your offer Milady.”


Aihola looked at the men and women in the chamber. “I had Tarifa bring as much information on our city and what we have done as she was able to carry.” Aihola turned to where Tari held the box under one arm. She reached for his free hand with a glowing smile and he took it to give it a gentle squeeze before he handed her the box. Aihola turned back to face the men and women. “There is information in here on Eden and on the city of Sparta and the history of both. We will answer any and all questions that we can for you, provided they do not put security at risk. The High King is also on his way here to greet all of you.” This caused many of them to look at her wide eyed. Aihola smiled. “There is no need to fear him.” She said.

“He is natha zze’ill.” Thonsya spoke. “You have said so yourself.”

Aihola nodded. “He is, but it is also he who pushed for me to come here in the beginning. He can tell you far more of Sparta and his people, as can his Queen Aricia. But if you are sincere, you should never fear him.”

Hwia looked at Aricia once more. “You are his Queen?” She asked.

Aricia nodded. “I am the youngest of his three Queens.” She replied. 

“Then he must think greatly of you to come here alone.” Hwia said.

Aricia was silent for a moment before she smiled, realizing that Hwia had spoken very true words. Aricia hadn’t thought of that at all. Martin had never questioned her decision to come here, not even a little. That knowledge made a warm sensation creep through her.

“Perhaps,” She said finally.

“The Drow are my people,” Aihola spoke once more. “And I have no intention of letting them fall ever again.”
SPAT 

SPARTAN O1


Endith adjusted her course slightly, feeling the SPAT respond instantly to her command. There were no standard controls in the cockpit of the SPAT like those in a Raptor, with the exception of the throttle control. The other controls were on half a dozen control panels situated between her and Tina, and above their seats. They had become a single mind when flying, knowing each other so well they could almost predict what the other would do in almost any given situation.


Spartan 01 flew at a thousand feet, rocketing over the trees and mountains at a more moderate nine hundred miles an hour, the computers adjusting automatically for terrain and course. The helmets that she and Tina wore covered their entire faces except for their eyes, and upon command tinted shields would drop into place and allow them to see in the dark as well as protect them from explosions and glare. The SPAT was technically a heavy transport, able to carry three hundred Spartans as they now did, or several metric tons of equipment and supplies. Though considered a transport, the Spartan 01 was also heavily armed and armored, with dual missile launchers able to extend on either side of the middle of the ship, and a single kinetic chain cannon turret under the nose of the craft that was slaved to Endith’s helmet. 


Learning to fly the SPAT had been ridiculously easy for Endith, and only after Thr’won had examined her did they learn that Endith had the incredible ability to remember everything she read, and had reflexes ten times faster than the normal elf. She was also able to almost see things before they happened, like a precognition type of telepathy, which added her flying immensely.


“Forty minutes.” She spoke settling back into her seat. The Spartan engineers had to rework the pilot’s seat for her small frame, but now it fit her like a glove.


“You realize he will demand that we teach him how to fly this baby.” Tina said as she looked at Endith. It no longer made her pause that she could love this elf female just as intensely as she loved Ben. It seemed so natural for the both of them to slip into each other’s arms, and during the last few weeks both of them had missed Ben terribly. They could comfort and love each other, but they both knew Benjamin was an integral part of that love and they needed him.


“I know.” Endith said with an evil grin, “But that will make it easier for us to make demands.”


Tina laughed behind her helmet. “Oh baby you are so wonderfully devious.” She said.


“I think at least ten hours in bed with both of us for starters would be fair.” Endith said with a smile.


“An even dozen,” Tina spoke. “He’s getting up there in years you know. We don’t want to wear him out too much.”


Endith joined her laughter until the soft chirping caught their attention. Tina leaned over her console, “Ground contact, twenty miles and closing.” She said.

Endith looked at the screen between their seats. “Up here?” She asked. “Neither the Alliance or Eden has units this far north large enough to trigger our ground sensors.”


“I’m increasing forward sensor power.” Tina said. “Localizing… zooming in.” Her eyes went wide, “Holy shit, call Marty quick!”


Endith triggered her helmet mic which was plugged into the intercom. “Milord… please come forward quickly!”


“Jesus Christ this column is huge!” Tina exclaimed. “I’m picking up tanks, APCs and a shit pot full of hoppers.”


“Is it Alliance?” Endith asked, her voice echoing her concern.


Martin appeared then and came up behind them. “What’s wrong?” He asked.


“Ground sensors detected a large force moving west.” Endith spoke. “Tina?”


Martin moved closer to the area between their seats. “What do you have Tina?”


“Shit Skipper… I ain’t seen a force this large since the invasion of Iran.” Tina replied. “I’m picking up at least three hundred tanks and APCs! An equal number of trucks and what looks like artillery and mobile launchers.”


“Are they Yuri’s people?” Martin asked.


Tina shook her head. “I can’t make out insignia of any kind.” Tina answered leaning closer to the small screen between her legs. “There’s a fucking ton of troops in those trucks though. I got radar vehicles and what appear to be gun hoppers, Jesus they got it all! Hold on!” Tina adjusted her small screen and zoomed in to the strongest magnification that she could. The screen centered on the launcher vehicle in the column and her eyes flew open when it turned toward her. Another alarm began blaring madly in the cockpit. “Fuck me! They got us painted! Active radar! Vampire! Vampire! Break right baby! Break right!”

Endith did not question her and the SPAT heeled violently over to the right in a gut wrenching turn just as the launcher vehicle unleashed two missiles. “Shit we have inbound! We have inbound missiles!” Endith yelled.


Martin gripped the hand holds over his head tightly as Endith slew them into another radical turn.


“They’re tracking us!” Tina yelled out, “Launching decoys!” Her finger stabbed down on a panel just as Martin found his way to the empty engineer’s seat and strapped himself in. “Decoys are away!”


“I’m going vertical! We need altitude!” Endith snapped shoving the engines throttles to max and commanding Spartan 01 to climb. And climb it did, almost straight up.


“It’s tracking!” Tina yelled, “Still on us! There! One missile took the bait, one more still inbound!”


Tina watched the small explosion on her screen, calmly reaching for the console next to her. She had been under fire before, and the worst thing she could do was worry. She had to do her job, and let Endith worry about flying. “It’s coming up on our five o’clock, two miles!”


“Pop three flares!” Endith called out.


“Only three flares?” Tina asked.


“Just three Tina, at two second intervals,” Endith ordered, her hands moving over the controls.


Tina tapped the panel twice. “Flare away!” She paused two seconds. “Flare away!” Another two seconds. “Flare away!”


“Hold on!” Endith snapped, tapping her own controls now.


Spartan 01 seemed to slew over on its side, and suddenly Martin was looking out the small window to his right and staring at the ground. “You have got to be fucking kidding me!” He muttered looking at the tree tops in the window. “I’m going to be sick!”


“DO NOT vomits in my cockpit!” Endith screamed as Spartan 01 twisted into another stomach dropping turn in the opposite direction.


Tina looked at her wide eyed. “Baby… you just turn us back into the missile!”


“Yep!” Endith said. 


“Shit! Nine hundred meters! Endith…”


“Watch this!” Endith said standing Spartan 01 on its tail and rocketing straight up once more.


The Alliance missile lost track of the heat source of the SPAT’s engines and corrected its computer guidance to target the next brightest heat source. It slammed into the second flare Tina had dropped and exploded, its five hundred pound warhead showering the area around the flare with deadly shrapnel, but hitting nothing as Spartan 01 was now three miles above the missile.


Tina screamed in joy and turned to look at her lover. “Now that was pretty!” She said.


Endith waggled her eyebrows at her and turned to look at Martin, “Sire?”


“Man I really hate flying.” Martin said his face two shades lighter and he was holding his stomach with one hand. “You enjoy doing this to me don’t you?”

Endith and Tina laughed. “It’s the only time we get to abuse the King and get away with it.” Tina chuckled.


“Very funny,” Martin said unbuckling his straps. “I think we can rule out that they were friendly.” He spoke as he moved forward.


Endith returned them to their base course and rubbed the outer shell of Spartan 01. “Thank you sweetie,” She whispered. The SPAT seemed to be alive as the pitch of its engines purred in reply.

Tina had turned back to her screens. “Well whoever they are, we are either out of their range or they think they scared us off; which is stupid because they don’t know who is on this ship.”


“Division sized unit?” Martin asked her.


Tina nodded quickly, “At least.” She answered, “If not more.”


“What’s their direction?”


“West,” Tina answered. “If they stay on that stretch of interstate it will take them to…” Tina looked at him. “It will take them to Kelwood.”


“Fuck!” Martin snapped. “Yuri is beginning her attack early! Endith!”


Endith was already advancing Spartan 01’s engine power increasing their speed. “We’re there boss!” She said.


Spartan 01 once more leaped effortlessly forward accelerating without hesitation.

EDEN


“No!” Anja exclaimed in an even voice looking at the three human and two elf medics. “Make sure the outer clinics are fully stocked first. They will get the wounded straight from the airfield. Only the most serious will be brought to the main hospitals! We can’t mass treat everyone here so we need the clinics to take the lightly wounded and then move them to the temporary field units for follow up treatment.”

The medics nodded and moved off quickly, as Anja turned to the senior doctor in this hospital. He was an elf, and had been practicing medicine for well over a hundred years.


“I have designated the first three floors for critically wounded Milady.” He told her handing over the data pad. “The fourth and fifth floor will be used for serious injuries, and I have established two portable surgical units per floor.”


Anja nodded. “Make sure every floor has plenty of whole blood, and all of them have at least fifty units of the cloned blood strictly for any Eden’s Drow that come in. That is all it will be used for.” Anja said. “They may not like to drink blood but damn it, it will save their lives if it comes to that.”

“I’ll see to it.” The elf spoke. “Where will you be setting up Milady? We will need to establish a direct com link with you.”


“Martin says they can only come from two directions, North or south.” Anja replied. “I’m going to set up at the northern clinic by the airfield. I want you running the southern clinic.”


“Me?” The elf spoke surprised.


Anja smiled. “You are even more skilled then me.” Anja admitted. “The southern clinic puts you closer to both main hospitals in case they need a critical care surgeon. You are a far better surgeon than I am.”


“My Queen the airfield will undoubtedly come under heavy fire.” The elf spoke.


Anja nodded. “Probably… but that is where our people will be flown into, and I need to be there.”


The elf nodded. “I will make everything ready.” He said.


Anja turned to the two Spartan Royal Guards that had become her constant shadow since they had arrived eight hours before. “Let’s get over to the airfield.” She told them.


“This way Milady,” One Spartan spoke motioning with his hand.


“I have twelve heavy gun nests scattered along this entire ridge, and they are supported by an entire battery of our mobile launchers. If anything gets this far, we can turn this entire ridge into a maelstrom of death.” Tareif stood next to Dysea in the large hanger as they went over the defense of the airfield. William Wallace and Lynwe stood on the other side of the table facing them. The Raptors and four SPAT Attack ships had been taking off and landing every few minutes to keep whoever was watching the airfield in a constant state of confusion.


Dysea nodded. “We must assume they will reach this far.” She spoke, tracing the mountain ridge on the map. “Nauta Melme tells us they have one division moving for the Drow city as we speak. We have to assume that will hit us with at least two divisions, possibly even more. “Arm every other gun nest with a portable mortar crew, the old 82mm ones that my people had in our stores should work nicely. They will have to come down this interstate, passage through the mountains will be too perilous, and they won’t be able to get their armor and vehicles through the deep timber.”


Tareif nodded slowly looking at the map. “The King picked a fine location to build Eden.” He said, “Only two ways in and out, mountains all around.”

“Our defensive line must encompass the reservoir.” Wallace said looking at the map. “It is our only means of fresh water. Once Alliance forces are detected by our scouts switch all the controls from the pumping station to the secondary command hub at the center of Eden.”

Tareif nodded. “We should activate the minefields now and have a team monitor the field. They can activate and deactivate the field after receiving confirmation of identity.” He spoke. “It will be another six hours before every one from Salina is moved into Eden.”


Dysea looked at him, “Mountain City?”


Tareif looked at her. “My people are anchoring down and preparing for an attack, but I don’t believe they will attack any elf city until they deal with Eden. They know the King would support any elf city that came under attack, and even the Alliance does not have the manpower to conduct multiply attacks. One, perhaps two… but that is all. I believe they will throw everything they have at us here, hoping to defeat us and then they can destroy our cities at their leisure.”


Dysea nodded. “I concur. The minefield is set up along Highway 5300 North correct?”

Tareif nodded, “Half a kilometer deep and two kilometers wide. It stretches across the entire valley.”


“Enlarge it to a full kilometer deep.” Dysea ordered. “And do it before the end of this day. Use every engineer we have to do this. Tomorrow have them do the same thing with the field that covers the intersection of Old 89 and Route 62. They will hit us from both routes, I’m sure of it. I want three batteries of the rocket launchers covering Route 62. Place ambush sites throughout this entire mountain pass. If they come down Route 62 I want them to pay a price for every foot they come. Use anything we have that is portable, mortars, anti-tank rockets, heavy machine guns and mines. We must make them pay for everything in blood Tareif, but make it clear to our people that they are not to sacrifice themselves. When they are no longer able to inflict damage they are to retreat at their best possible speed, even if it means leaving weapons.”

“They can hit us from the other side of the mountains in the south.” Lynwe spoke her amber eyes bright and alert. “They have artillery that can reach that far, just as we do.” She said. “And the Alliance has never had any misgivings about shelling civilian targets if it meets their goals.”

“We have the shield, and that will absorb much of the damage as long as we don’t lose any of the power stations. We must make sure all of them are heavily guarded.” Dysea said. “And we must also be aware from now on of any new faces within the city.”


“My Queen we have a population within Eden itself of over a million.” Lynwe said. “How do we do that?”


“And most of Eden’s citizens have had months to know their neighbors and friends.” Dysea spoke. “We will undoubtedly receive calls that are nothing but false alarms, but we must treat them all as threats until we are sure. If we lose even one of the power stations, we lose the shield, and then it will become a free for all. Tareif… inform the internal security teams they will respond to any calls of even dubious nature. Many may turn out to be nothing, but it only takes one bomb to destroy one of the power stations.”


Tareif nodded after a moment. “I’ll make certain of it.” 

“Ben is leaving twelve Raptors here in Eden and Kenny is flying the lead craft.” Wallace spoke.
Dysea looked at him. “Your plan is set?” She asked.

Wallace nodded. “We’re only taking a small strike team.” He replied. “The King and I felt it would be best to keep it small; myself, Anari, Radama and seven others who fought with us. Anari and the elves have near photographic memories, so getting around is not going to be a problem; one of our SPAT Attack ships will insert us via hard drop half a kilometer from the station. We’ll enter through the ventilation conduits, and then move to the secondary control hub.”

“Is the mission essential Admiral Wallace?” Dysea asked. “Is there no other way?”

Wallace shook his head. “The King wants to save EDEN. The automatic laser defensive turrets won’t be able to hurt the larger ships, but they could play havoc for the fighters. If we can secure the secondary control station controls, then we can transfer all EDEN control to that point. There won’t be a god damn thing Marcus can do about it. The King is certain once our people arrive in the system he will be able to contact them, and let them know what we intend to do. Even a minor distraction is all we will need to seize control of the secondary hub. If things work out, and our people are as advanced as we think, EDEN could well be used as a forward base for any number of things and only minor modifications will be needed.” 
Dysea smiled. “He did say you loved that station.” She said.

“I came to think of it as a second home outside of Sparta.” Wallace replied.

“When do you leave?” Dysea asked.

“Tomorrow evening.”

“Very well,” She said. “What else?”

“I recommend we set up long range scouts all along where Route 62 cuts north.” Lynwe spoke again. “It runs along the Piute Mountain range and they can see for many kilometers.”


“Make it so, but the same orders apply to them.” Dysea said. “We do not need to expend lives needlessly. We can’t afford too Tareif.”


“I will make that very clear my Queen.” Tareif spoke.


“Once Nauta Melme returns with the Drow, he will assume command of the southern defensive line. It is the largest. You will stay here and command the northern defensive line. You must hold before they reach the reservoir. You will have the majority of the artillery tasked to you as well as the bulk of Eden’s troops.”

Tareif looked at her. “The King intends to hold the southern perimeter while I have the bulk of our forces oriented north? How will he do that?”


Dysea smiled. “As we speak… there are twenty thousand Spartans crossing the ocean at low altitude aboard every transport aircraft we could scrap together and rebuild. They will arrive by tomorrow evening and they will occupy the southern zone.”


Tareif looked at her as if she was mad. “Where… where did you get the men and women to do that?”


“The Alliance engineers on the oil platform that we destroyed.” She replied with a smile. “Nauta Melme made them an offer many could not refuse.”


“And that was?”


Dysea chuckled. “Change and work for freedom of all people, or he would drop them all into the ocean to drown or be eaten by sharks.”


Tareif couldn’t help the hearty laugh that escaped his lips. “And how many accepted this generous offer?”

“All but a hundred and six,” Dysea replied. “They were last seen two hundred and fifty miles offshore paddling for their lives if I’m not mistaken.”


Tareif nodded his head at the manner of their death. It was fitting for what they had supported over the years. He looked at the map once more, his dark eyes scouring it completely. “He will still be heavily outnumbered my Queen, even with your Spartans.”


“You will be to the north with six divisions. Lynwe will take the east with two divisions. She will command Dienekes’s specially trained scouts as their skills better suit Lynwe as Drow. Any Drow warriors that arrive will be assigned to her and if needed they can reinforce Nauta Melme. Lynwe… your forces will have the most difficult task. Not only do we all agree the Alliance will come from the east, but they will undoubtedly send even their specially trained Grizz beasts and the gods only know what else across the mountains, directly at you.”

Lynwe nodded. “We have been digging positions and tunnels for months my Queen.” She answered. “Let them come. They will find we will not be so easy to uproot.”

“Leland will have your two Dragoon divisions Tareif and the forces from the elf clans that have reached us already. Vengal’s division will directly support Nauta Melme and the Spartans once he returns.”


“That is enough?” Tareif asked.


Dysea smiled. “All twenty thousand of these Spartans are what the vampires… any vampires… they are what vampires fear above all else. And it will give them pause.”


“What is that my Queen?”


Dysea met his eyes and smiled a very cruel smile, “Pureblooded Ngauro. Each of them is the descendant of one of the original 300 that was lost with Nauta Melme’s father. They are the strongest of all Spartans.”

Tareif nodded his approval. “Will the King’s people… will our people… the elves… will they come to our aide in time my Queen?”

Dysea met his gaze. “That is our hope.” She said. “I want you to pass the word among our forces here Tareif. When they aren’t working at their duties, they are to be home with their mates, husbands, wives and girlfriends and any children they may have. There will be no more alcohol taken after today, those are the king’s orders. If we win, we will all get stinking drunk and dance into the night Tareif.”


“I take it those are the King’s words.” Lynwe asked with a smile.


Dysea chuckled. “They are certainly not mine.” She said. 


“What is the word from the King?” Tareif asked now.

Dysea took a deep breath. “They have a division of troops bearing down on them even now, but he will begin evacuating the Drow as soon as he lands.”

CANADA

DROW CITY OF KELWOOD


The Drow house leaders had sat listening to Aihola and Tarifa tell them of Eden. They asked pointed questions, and they received pointed answers, and as time passed the Drow leaders became more and more impressed. Aihola told them how she and Tarifa had met, how their relationship had developed, and all of them noticed Tarifa was not in any way the least bit embarrassed. She sat proudly next to Aihola, some of the time holding her hand, other times looking at her with love in her eyes. This fact made many of the House leaders look at each other as the minutes ticked by, and they were slowly coming to the realization that the Drow were not feared and hated by as many as they first thought. Almost all the Drow that had come to Eden with the Queen’s brother Tari were now in relationships, some of them with humans, some with other elves, male and female alike. And in almost all those relationships, the Drow were dominant, but in a way that was respectful and caring toward the man or woman in the relationship with them. Aihola told them those relationships were some of the most solid and unbreakable bonds in Eden. 

The Spartan male sat slightly behind them, his dark blue eyes always attentive to them as they spoke, and it was obvious to all of them that his feelings were powerful for both Aihola and Tarifa. Aricia answered all the questions directed at her with confidence and honesty, leaving nothing out. The House leaders realized that they posed no threat to these Spartans, and Aricia knew this and determined she could share with them all that she knew. Aihola was speaking to them about the bonds they had formed with other elf clans across the world when they all heard Aricia gasp. They watched as she came to her feet a strange look on her face. A look of pure joy mixed with worry.
“Aricia what is it?” Tarifa asked first as she stood up. “What’s wrong?”

Aricia met her eyes and smiled as she felt Martin’s aura swarm around her, enveloping her within its embrace, and she reveled in the sensations it caused. “Martin is arriving.” She said finally looking at Tarifa. “He wants us to meet him on the edge of the city.”

Aihola stood up now as well. “He’s early.” She spoke. “What is wrong?”

Aricia reached out to him and all he told her was that it was important. “He won’t say; he just wants us to meet him immediately.”

Aihola turned to Hwia. “Elder Hwia… now would be as good a time as any to have the House leaders meet the High King.”

Hwia nodded. “We would be honored my Queen.” She replied, having made the decision an hour ago that the future of the Drow, of her people lay in the hands of their Queen.

Aihola looked around. “Patron Ael’main is not present.” She said. “Nor those that support him.”

“I fear he and Aelulip are reacting as you predicted they would my Queen.” Hwia spoke. “They do not want to give up the status their positions have granted them.”

Aihola snorted. “Then they can rot for all I care!” She snapped. “The well being and future of our people is paramount to their petty needs and desires. Come my new friends… let us go and meet the Elf High King and the King of Sparta and the Lycavorian people.”


Aihola let the Drow patrol lead them all onto the surface, making their way to where Tarifa had met with Aelulip upon the cracked and worn interstate. They could see Atropos shouting orders to the Spartans while he stood next to Vengal. All of them could see the elf and human troops moving around, even within the timber, and they knew something was up then. Aihola watched as Vengal and Atropos moved over to where they had stopped.


“Vengal… what is going on?” Aihola asked.


Vengal shook his head. “We don’t know. Atropos here got a message from the King to stand everyone too, and be prepared to move out.”


Aihola looked at Tarifa. “My love has anything happened that you don’t know about?” She asked.


Tarifa shook her head, “Nothing that I am aware of.”


Aricia nodded in agreement, “Nor I.” She said.


“Martin does not panic Nya Istel, you know this. If he wanted everyone to stand too there must be a reason.” Tarifa spoke.


“I know, but something tells me that this…”


Her words were drowned out as Spartan 01 came roaring in over the tops of the buildings and began to lower quickly to the ground, making all conversation impossible. Endith lowered Spartan 01 gently to the ground a hundred meters away on the open highway, the rear ramp already open and fully down. The moment Spartan 01’s landing struts touched the hard packed pavement Martin stepped off the ramp, Andreus at his side. They watched as another four Spartans followed and then the whole of the ship began to empty.

The Drow House leaders stood in awe as the nearly three hundred Spartans filed off the amazing flying ship in front of them, the tall and very heavily muscled man moving towards them. The multicolored crest on his helmet shimmered in the daytime sunlight, the crimson cape sweeping behind him in the breeze. They watched him stop in front of their group and remove the helmet to reveal a ruggedly handsome face with long, shoulder length black hair and immaculately trimmed goatee. He handed the helmet to the young Spartan next to him, his dark eyes never leaving the face of his young Spartan Queen.


Aricia’s heart was beating madly, her blood rushing through her veins, her whole body calling out to Martin. Her aura was mixed with his in a way only he could do to her and she reached up to remove her own helmet with quivering hands. It had been nearly three weeks since he had last held her in his arms, and Aricia ached to feel him against her. Martin did not disappoint and ignored everyone watching as he stepped up to Aricia and pulled her into his arms, lifting her from the ground. Aricia cried out in joy without shame as she took his tanned face into her hands and lowered her lips to his. She felt her blood burn as his tongue teased its way between her lips and she did battle with his talented and warm appendage, loving the sensations his tongue caused to shoot through her.  

Aricia felt something new within him, something about the way his aura embraced her. It swirled around her in a different manner, as if reaching into her very soul, and as they kissed deeper than they had ever kissed, she felt his aura surround her like a shield of impenetrable love. It was the most passionate and loving kiss she had shared with Martin and it curled her toes inside her combat boots, making her wolf senses giddy with happiness and undeniable passion
Martin finally released her and slowly set her back on the ground, his hands coming up to take her face within his grasp as he gazed at her beautiful face with his dark eyes. His thumbs traced her cheeks and lips and she caressed his temples as she knew he liked. She met his dark eyes and smiled. “What is it my love?” She asked softly.
“Ask me some time.” He answered. “I have missed you so much Aricia.” He told her softly.

The way he said it, the warmth and depth in his words nearly made Aricia burst out in tears. And he had not used his nickname for her, which told her the words came from deep within his heart and that meant more to her than he would ever know.

Aricia leaned up on her tip toes and kissed him hungrily, “I have longed for your touch my love.” She spoke.

Martin buried his face in her hair and breathed deeply of her sweet coco scent, filling his lungs three times before he drew back and kissed her once more, tenderly and with delicate passion. Aricia pressed her body against him tightly, enjoying the warm kiss, and Martin could certainly kiss, so well in fact that the touch of his lips usually was enough to ignite several fires within her as they were doing right now.
“Sire?” Aihola asked softly.

Aricia detected the disappointment in Martin’s eyes and her hormones screamed in protest as he pulled slowly away from her, but he kept her hand tightly within his. He turned to look at Aihola and he smiled.

“I apologize… it’s been a couple of weeks since I have seen Aricia, and I have missed her.” Martin said.

Aihola glanced at Tarifa and she saw her lover blush at this. They had been apart only a few days and were nearly bursting at the seams to tear each others clothes off and pleasure each other. And they both felt the same burning need coming from Dekton, though he controlled it far better. To have been away from each other for as long as Martin and Aricia had been would have driven them mad long ago.

“Yes sire… I do know what you mean.” She said.

Martin looked at her his face taking on a scowl. “God damn it Aihola!” He barked, causing her to look at him in surprise. “What have I told you about that sire crap?”

The Drow House leaders were stunned at his words to their Queen and they watched equally stunned as the Elf High King pulled Aihola into his embrace and hugged her tightly. Tarifa laughed when he set her down and she stepped into Martin’s arms for a similar hug before he stepped up to Dekton and put his hand on Dekton’s shoulder. Dekton did the same and Martin nodded to him.

“You have done well my friend.” He spoke. 

“I followed your orders to me Milord.” Dekton replied.

Martin shook his head. “No… you followed your heart.” He told him. “That makes it all the better. Are you happy?”

Dekton looked at Aihola and Tarifa standing next to each other before turning back to his King and nodding. “Happier than I have been in many years Milord.”

Martin nodded.” Good.”

Aihola was about to introduce him to the House leaders but saw him step over in front of Daniel. The ebony skinned giant was even taller than Martin’s six foot two frame, and they stood face to face staring at one another. The area around them grew quiet, Martin and Danny gazing at one another. They had been together since the very beginning, forming a bond of brotherhood and friendship that nothing would ever come between. No words were spoken as the two men embraced tightly, and one could only shake their head at the size and amount of muscle between these two men.
Martin looked at Dan with a large grin. “Staying out of trouble I see.” He said softly.

Danny chuckled. “I always stay out of trouble Skipper. I hate violence, you know that.”

Martin laughed and looked at Anuk, stepping forward to pull her into a half embrace and kiss her forehead. “Are you keeping this guy out of trouble Anuk?”

Anuk hugged Martin warmly. This was the man who Daniel considered his brother, the man who had risked everything to save both of them, with no regard for his own well being. “I do try… but he is sometimes very obstinate.” Anuk spoke with a grin.

“Don’t I know that is the truth.” Martin said.

“Martin… this is Nayeca.” Anuk spoke motioning to her. “She is…”

Martin squeezed Anuk in reply, smelling Nayeca on her body and figuring out at least part of what had happen, “Nice to meet you Nayeca.” Martin spoke, so that Anuk would not have to speak in front of everyone just yet. “Welcome to my family.” 

As Nayeca pondered this comment, her eyes wide, Aihola came up next to him. “Martin… this is Elder Hwia of the Drow, and these are the leaders of the remaining Drow Houses.” Aihola spoke motioning to them with her hand.

Martin turned and looked at the men and women. “I am honored to meet you.” He spoke slowly. “And it makes me very happy to see that so many of Little Drow’s people have survived. I know what has transpired since she first arrived and I hope we have moved past that point.”
Hwia nodded, moving a little in front of the House leaders. “Sire… our… our Queen has made us see what we have been missing. The future Eden could mean to all of us.”

“You will keep many of your customs my friends, for I do not want to change who your people are at their core.” Martin said quickly. “That would be wrong on my part. Tarifa tells me there are quite a few parts of Eden that have become home to different clans of elves and even humans. This is something you can do as well with your people, allowing you to keep your culture and traditions close to your hearts. There are however, differences in your customs that the majority of other elves and humans would not accept and nor would I. We must move beyond what customs and traditions brought us to this point and make our own now. I want the Drow to be a part of that. Your people have a warrior background second only to my people, and while I respect your desire to show you are dominant in all that you do, you have probably seen that you can still be dominant in a fashion that does not injure or demean. 
“Many of those Drow that live in Eden now have reached for and elevated themselves to that point, and while they are still dominant, they revel in the new freedoms they have, and the respect that freedom brings.” Martin looked at them. “It will take time; nothing changes overnight I know this, but all I ask is that you be open to new things and not shun them has you have in the past.”

Thonsya nodded. “If even half of what Queen Aihola has shown us is true, my House is ready to move on sire.”

Martin saw the nods of all of them and smiled. “Then what has happened up until this point will be forgotten.” He said. “The time has come for the Drow to fight and run at the same time.”

Aihola’s and Tarifa’s eyes turned to him, as well as Aricia and all those gathered. “Martin… something has happened.” Aihola spoke. “What is it?”

Martin looked at her. “Yuri has decided to launch her attack against us, and she is starting with those of us here. There is a complete division of her new vampire clones heading here as we speak. Nearly forty thousand soldiers with tanks and artillery. It’s time we got your people out of here and too the evacuation point. This division has only one purpose, and that purpose is to annihilate anything they come in contact with. They already fired on my ship as we flew over them. We need to start moving the Drow out of here, and do it within the next six hours.”

ALLIANCE SPACEPORT

CALIFORNIA ISLAND


Though it was once part of the North American continent, the state of California now resided two miles of the western coast, the result of two major earthquake vaults superheated to the extreme by the passing of the comet and causing an earthquake uncharted in scope since the dawn of the planet. It had taken three years for the aftershocks to fully stop and then the state of California had become a single water locked state.

The Alliance had quickly assumed control of the island, and it was here that they built their spaceport. Tucked into the crook of two joined valleys the spaceport was massive in size, equal in everyway to the spaceports Yuri recalled from her homeworld. It was heavily fortified and guarded by loyal vampire soldiers. This was the true seat of power for the Alliance, and it was here that Yuri felt safest. Nothing short of a direct and intense planetary bombardment could penetrate the hardened bunkers and chambers underneath the spaceport. It was here that hundreds of Vampire High Coven ships had come to transport slaves and take on supplies, Yuri attempting to build the port into one of the finest in the Coven Empire. And it was now here that she had come with Robert and select dozen or so pureblood aides to control and monitor the war that was coming.

Yuri sat quietly in their bed, the sheet barely covering her naked body. She had been ecstatic when her father reacted favorably to Robert being in her life, against everything she had thought. After that transmission she had been so happy, she pulled him into their quarters for a four hour long session of hot and heavy sex. Now she sipped the glass of fresh blood and watched him as he sat in front of the monitor speaking with the division commander in Canada.
“Got off two missiles at it, but they were able to evade them.” The Division commander reported. “It was definitely a Spartan ship. It had that inverted ‘V’ emblazoned on the side. It escaped off to the west, which really only confirms the reports that there is a city somewhere up here.”
“What is your destination?” Moran asked.

“We’re headed northwest right now,” The man answered. “I have us broken down into three brigades and we’re spread out from Sidney to the edge of Lake Manitoba. That is the direction the Spartan aircraft went, and since we know they don’t have anything up here, it stands to reason they were heading towards this Drow city.”
Moran nodded. “I concur.” He spoke. “If it is Drow then it will appear to be nothing more than a deserted city on the surface. Use caution whenever you approach a city of any size. They’ll come out of the fucking sewers at you if they can.”

“We’ll stay alert Colonel.” The man replied. “When can we expect to receive our air support?”

“Our transports are no match for Eden’s Raptor’s or that Spartan ship.” Moran spoke, “And only three of the Raptors with the advanced avionics packages are available for you right now. The rest are not back from the moon and won’t be until the end of the week. Make sure you need them before you call for them Major.”

“I understand sir.”
“Contact me the moment you have confirmed a location for the Drow.” Moran spoke.

“Yes sir.”

Moran ended the transmission and turned in the chair to look at Yuri. Her black hair was wildly strewn about her face and she made no attempt to hold up the sheet where it dipped down over her chest exposing one full breast.

“It’s all coming to a head.” He spoke softly. “Within a week this planet will be engaged in a full scale war, and the main event is going to be right here in North America.”
“Are you concerned Robert?” Yuri asked him in a serious voice. Their passions had by now cooled enough that he moved back to sit on the bed. Yuri leaned over and draped her upper body across his naked thigh.

Moran looked at her. “We’ve got growing reports of elves becoming bolder all across the planet.” He said. “We’ve lost contact with two dozen of our smaller outposts across Europe and Asia. Our power base is here in North America. We don’t have the resources to investigate every failed communication with outlying outposts, but I could guess that the majority of them no longer exist.”

“And you think they have somehow contacted hundreds of other elf clans?” Yuri asked.
“Contacted them no,” Moran answered. “I think that word has spread with what they have done with Eden, and that it’s well known that Leonidas is the Elf High King, I think the other elf clans have decided it’s time to rebel. Any way they can.”

Yuri met his eyes. “What are you thinking Robert?”
“I’m thinking the lid is going to blow off this planet if we don’t kill Leonidas.” Moran spoke. “And people have been trying to kill that fucking SOB for years. He had a price on his head from just about every terrorist organization and petty dictator government in the world, and they couldn’t do it; then a comet passes between the earth and moon and he survives that, only to come back to earth and discover who he really is. He’s like a bad dream… he keeps coming back for more.” 

“You don’t think Xerxes’s added troops will help?” Yuri asked.

“What could he cram on his ships honestly Yuri, fifty thousand troops; a hundred thousand?” Moran spoke. “In the larger scheme of things… no I don’t think it’s going to matter in the least. You saw the way he reacted when Leonidas taunted him. He about went through the ceiling. He had veins popping out of his head for fuck’s sake.”

“And you think he will do what?”

“I don’t think he gives a damn about earth, you, the elves, or the bigger picture. He’s coming here with only one thing on his mind. Kill Leonidas. And he will use his forces for just that purpose.” Moran spoke. “Your father was right Yuri. We need to be ready to evacuate.”
“Are you giving up already?” She asked surprised.

Moran looked at her. “Giving up? Hell no… we can beat him… but we are going to have to do it quickly, before elves across the planet start rebelling in force. If that happens we’ll be well and truly fucked.”

“What are you suggesting?”

“Start moving our forces now, and the moment that idiot Marcus gets EDEN’s weapons platform on line we hit Eden with everything we have.” Moran spoke. “Artillery, air strikes, the works. And we keep hitting them until we bring the fucking place down. We put hits out on him and everyone close to him, especially the whores he sleeps with. Offer whatever we need to offer.”

Yuri looked at him. “He has held off launching his missiles because nothing we have done has been linked directly back to us.” Yuri said. “Such a blatant disregard for the agreement we made could very well cause him to fire those missiles.”

Moran looked at her. “I don’t believe he has them.” He spoke. “I knew him before the comet Yuri, before you came into the picture. He was a bleeding heart even back then, always trying to do the right thing, always trying to save the downtrodden masses. If it hadn’t been for Wallace he would have been busted half a dozen times for disobeying orders. He is not going to kill thousands upon thousands of humans just to kill a few hundred vampires. Even he isn’t that callous.”
“How many agents do we have left in Eden?” Yuri asked.

“Five.” Moran replied immediately. “They are bunkered deep and contact me once a day. They are the last of my genome team that I turned. The reports I got today from them indicate that Eden is mobilizing and preparing for an extended assault. They aren’t in a position to gather any hard intelligence, but they can cause a whole lot of problems, and possibly get close to two of Leonidas’s women and the half elf bitch Selene. Anja and the elf whore Dysea are in Eden. For the moment it appears Selene has been giving the instructions on their news channel.”

“It surprises me that he allows a full blooded vampire to live and hold such a position of power within Eden.” Yuri spoke. She looked at him. “Is there anyway they can get close to her?”

Moran shook his head. “She’s never without at least half a dozen security personnel, and two of them are Spartans. If all our indications are correct, then the Drow Lynwe is her lover, and also a full vampire. Both of them, not to mention the Spartans would detect my people almost immediately because of their vampire genes.”

Yuri nodded. “That would fit with them attempting to neutralize Graham’s control. Once Selene changed completely, and if she and this Drow are lovers and she has changed her?”

Moran nodded. “We do know that this Lynwe is a General, and will undoubtedly be part of any defensive operation.” He said. “The Drow Queen Aihola and Tarifa have been missing for a few days, their Spartan bodyguard as well, but you knew that. Their absence only lends more credence to that rumors they found a Drow city somewhere in Canada.”
Yuri nodded. “Yes it does.” She said thoughtfully. “You would sacrifice your men to kill them?”

“They’re soldiers… and they’ll do what I order.” Moran spoke. “And I wouldn’t be sacrificing them in vain. It will hurt Leonidas, and possibly give us the edge we need. And it helps to protect you. If I order them to target those three and they succeed, it could very well give us the edge we need. The loss of either of his women will throw him into a fit and make hi stupid.”
“It just doesn’t seem wise.” Yuri spoke, “Provoking him in such a blatant manner.”

Moran chuckled. “I didn’t say it was smart.” He answered. “But the potential benefits outweigh the risks in my opinion. My people are well trained, and I’d rather send them up against the females he’s turned as opposed to the Lycavorian female. My guess is she’s up north with him. I’ve been reviewing the scrolls and books you gave me after you told me the truth about everything, and she’s a pureblood just like him. They wouldn’t get within a few hundred yards of her, but the other two… it’s risky but worth it.”

“And you don’t think he has these nuclear weapons to use against us if they fail?” Yuri asked.

“It’s just a gut feeling.” Moran replied, “But if he was so inclined to use them, why hasn’t he already. He knew where we were when he used the suitcase nuke on the oil platform and the school. Why not just take you out then?” He said. “I think it’s because he doesn’t have them.”

“That is a very large risk Robert.” Yuri said.

Moran nodded. “It sure is. But it’s one I’m willing to take… mainly because we are here now. The decision is yours ultimately, but I think it’s a good risk to take.”

Yuri was silent for a long moment, mulling over what he said in her mind, “And the humans?” She finally asked.

“Fuck them; they’re food Yuri, nothing more.” He replied quickly. 

Yuri laughed at his comment and tossed her hair to the side looking at him seductively. “Sometimes you are even crueler than I am husband.” She said. “I find that very arousing.”

“As well you should.” He answered with a grin.

Yuri nodded. “Very well… we’ll take the chance.” She said. “Give the orders to your agents. I will contact our people in the major cities and tell them begin their evacuation to our location here.”

“Tell them to be very discrete Yuri. We don’t want to tip off Leonidas.” Moran spoke.

“I will don’t worry. You believe he is in Canada don’t you?” Yuri asked.

Moran nodded immediately. “Getting the Drow on his side would be a major coup if they are of any real size.” He said. “Of course… if all goes well that won’t really matter because two of his women will be dead, and hopefully we’ll be in the process of bringing Eden down.”

CANADA


“You have anything yet lover?” Endith asked. Her eyes skimmed the controls for the hundredth time in the last ten minutes, even though the computer held them in position with unerring precision.


Spartan 01 hovered just above the tops of the two hundred foot high pine trees, its maneuvering thrusters keeping the ship completely still. They had been skimming the tree tops for thirty minutes as they closed in on their target, moving no faster than a hundred knots. They were far to low to be picked out of ground clutter by even the most sophisticated radar set that the vampire division might have.


“I have the bridge.” Tina replied her face nearly buried in the screen to her front between her legs. “At the speed they were traveling, they should have been here by now.”


“Maybe they are being more cautious now that they saw us.” Endith replied.


“It’s possible, but have you ever seen a cautious vampire in your life?” Tina said, “At least since we realized they actually exist.”


“Well you got me there.” She replied. 


“Hold on!” Tina said quickly, her hands adjusting her scope. “I got something… looks like some sort of APC moving down the road. Speed is thirty KPH.”


“They did slow down.” Endith spoke to no one in particular. 


“More vehicles coming into view.” Tina said. “Wait a minute…”


“What?”


“Same type of vehicles, same uniforms…” Tina lifted her head and looked at Endith. “No where near as large as when we first saw them.”


“Shit that means they split up.” Endith snapped.


“It’s definitely a main force. I’m picking up at least a hundred tanks and APCs.” Tina said. “Looks like about twenty-five to thirty hoppers all loaded with troops. Yeah… they definitely split up. If I had to guess I’d say only a third of what we saw is here. They are half a mile west of Macdonald moving North West.”


“Range to target?” Endith asked.


“Thirty Kilometers straight line azimuth,” Tina answered. “Track is clear if we shoot from here, twenty-eight seconds to impact, nominal bearing.”


“Fuck it!” Endith snapped. “Prime two Penetrators. We’ll launch from here and then see if we can’t find the others.”


Tina’s hands and fingers glided over the weapons panel to her left with practiced ease, touching buttons and panels. “Penetrators primed.” She spoke. “Extending missile pods.”


The middle section of Spartan 01 extended outward three feet on either side of the ship, exposing the launch tubes for its weapon load. The tips of a dozen missiles per side could be seen easily.


“Pods are locked!” Endith spoke.


Tina looked at her quickly. “Hey… you think these Spartans missiles will work?” She asked. “We’ve never fired them before, and until we discovered them, they have been sitting dormant in their launchers for god knows how long.”


Endith glanced at her. “This is a fine time to bring that up!” She snapped.


“I’m just saying that…”


“Firing!” Endith exclaimed, touching the button on her panel without further delay.


Spartan 01 shuddered twice almost imperceptibly to anyone but her flight crew. They felt the shudder, saw the missiles ignite and leap from the two rails in fiery trails of smoke which dissipated instantly.


“Both missiles away clean,” Tina exclaimed. “You little bitch!” She added with a grin.

“You know what Ben says Tina. Never question something just before you pull the trigger.” Endith replied with a grin.


The target was a two lane bridge over the river the vampire column was heading directly for. Built nearly six hundred years ago, it was one of only half a dozen bridges in the area that had withstood the test of time and the comet. The thick bases on both sides of the quarter mile long bridge were reinforced with wire mesh and steel, the center support nearly ten feet thick all by itself and built into the ground of the riverbed itself. 


The missiles fired from Spartan 01 were not normal missiles as Endith and Tine were used too. Unbeknownst to the two pilots, these missiles were an older version of a Lycavorian anti-ship missile designed to punch gaping holes in star ships with considerably better armor and shields. 


Three Vampire APCs had raced to the other end of the bridge to secure it, and the lead elements of the column were just now reaching the bridge. Four tanks and three APCs started across along with six Hoppers fully loaded with troops. The tank commander in the lead tank saw something out of the corner of his eye and snapped his head around in time to see the large missile bearing down on the bridge abutment. He opened his mouth to scream out a warning, but the words never came out.


The first Penetrator missile struck five feet below the base of the roadway directly in the center of the east abutment. Instead of exploding on contact, the missile did what it was designed to do and it fired additional rocket engines burrowing an additional ten meters into the concrete structure before triggering its detonator. The equivalent to three thousand pounds of C-9 explosive exploded, rupturing concrete, steel and wire mesh in a deadly cloud of stone shards and steel darts. The sound was a low muffled noise of thunder and the eastern end of the bridge surged into the air almost thirty feet before exploding outward. Two tanks and an APC were crushed by the force of the explosion alone, as the other vehicles already on the bridge were launched into the air like toys. 


The second Penetrator missile struck three tenths of a second later on the western abutment and the effects were just as ghastly. The Vampire APCs that waited on the far side of the bridge were tossed casually into the air, most of the vampires inside the vehicles and around the bridge base were killed instantly by the concussive force. Three seconds later, unable to support the weight of the entire bridge, the middle support columns buckled and collapsed into the river, sinking the thirty-four feet to the bottom.


Endith and Tina had watched this with wide eyes and then they looked to each other, “Holy shit!” Endith exclaimed.


Alarms began blaring and Tina looked to her screens. “Search radar!” She yelled out, “Twenty-eight miles!”


“Time to go!” Endith announced, her fingers stabbing at the panels. Spartan 01 heeled over to the right and rocketed west over the tree tops.


Martin stood in the four story building above the Drow meeting chamber, his finger stuck in his ear as he listened to Endith’s report. He could see hundreds of Drow pouring from the buildings and sewer entrances like ants to honey. Many carried small packs and other items, and everywhere they turned were Spartan and Drow warriors standing shoulder to shoulder directing them to head for the timber.


Martin turned as Atropos walked up to him with Aricia and Aihola. He nodded as Endith finished speaking into his implant, “Understood.” He replied. “Proceed on a search pattern and try and find any other bridges they could use in the immediate area. Bring them down as well. And be watchful for other columns. It sounds like they have split into reinforced brigades and they are moving online with each other on different azimuths. Stay frosty… and if I yell… come and get us ASAP.”


Martin looked at Atropos. “Take the first group of Drow to the extraction zone.” He ordered. “Endith took out the main bridge on the interstate and that will slow them down, but probably not by much. I’d guess we have maybe twelve hours tops before they come rolling up the road to say hi.”


Atropos nodded and hurried from the chamber.


Aihola looked at him. “We will not have everyone evacuated by then.” She exclaimed.


“We’d better.” Martin replied, “At least into the timber. They can’t follow us with armor, but they’ll damn well follow us with ground troops and those that aren’t fighting need to be long gone. Aihola send Tarifa and Dekton with the second group five hours from now, you will lead the last group out of here.”


“What about you?” Aihola asked.


“Aricia and I will remain behind with the Spartans and any Drow warriors that you can spare and delay them as much as possible. Then we’ll beat feet out of here.” Martin answered.


“Martin… you are the Elf High King… and the King of Sparta… you…” Aihola started.


“Will have my orders obeyed.” Martin told her. “Send Hwia with Tarifa, Thonsya with Atropos, and Emyon goes with you. The Drow know these mountains better than us, so I suggest we tell them where we want to go and then let them have it getting us there.”

“Hwia has refused to leave until all our people are gone.” Aihola said. 


“She is a Drow Elder… the only one with common sense… and she needs to keep her people motivated damn it!” Martin exclaimed.


“I… I will do as you ask sire.” Hwia’s voice spoke from the door. She had heard the entire exchange between Martin and Aihola, and whatever doubts may have lingered in her mind were immediately washed away.


Martin nodded. “If your people see you leaving, they’ll follow without question, and if you are with the second group you can keep them calm and moving. Thonsya is the senior Matron correct?”


“Yes sire.”


“Then she should be the first to go with Atropos. She has more soldiers, and I’m splitting up the Spartans into smaller groups so that they are equal.” Martin spoke. 


Hwia nodded. “I will pass the word to Emyon as well.” Hwia spoke before turning to leave the room.


Martin looked at Aihola. “What about this Aelulip person, and the Patron Ael’main?”


Aihola shrugged. “I don’t know. No one has seen or heard from them since Tarifa and Dekton arrived in the city.”


“Have everyone keep their eyes open.” Martin said. “They either already left the city, or they are waiting to spring a trap the first chance they get.”


Aihola nodded. “I will make sure everyone knows.” She said. 


“Get going Little Drow.” Martin said. “Let’s get your people out of here as quickly as we can. I got a feeling that Yuri is going to pull something big real soon.”


Aricia stepped up to him as Aihola left, her azure blue eyes studying Martin’s face. “We will be the last to leave?” She asked.

Martin nodded, “First in last out.” He said.


“And when we get back to Eden my love?” Aricia asked.


Martin looked at her. “We’ll be in for the biggest fight of our lives.” He answered.


“I… I am not as skilled as Dysea Martin, but I will…” Aricia began.


Martin put a finger to her lips and smiled, before pulling her tightly to him and kissing her deeply. She melted into his arms in response and wrapped her arms around his shoulders. When he pulled back and looked into her face, her azure eyes were wide and bright. 


“I would rather have you here at my side more than anyone else.” He said softly, nuzzling her cheek and ear.


Aricia smiled as his aura swept over her, and she squeezed him even tighter. 


“What do you say we go plan a little surprise for our guests?” Martin said.


Aricia grinned. “That sounds wonderful.”


The vampire division commander was pissed off in a big way. Over forty-two tanks and twenty five APCs lost in the destruction of the three bridges. Not to mention over seven hundred troops if you included the destruction of two dozen Hoppers. The majority of those killed had come on the last bridge attack. The fool of a brigade commander had sent his entire force across the bridge at the same time in a mad dash for safety. Thirty-one tanks and eleven APCs had been on the bridge when the missiles struck. All of them had been lost to the river below, drowning before they could be saved. All of his brigades had sent skilled engineers forward in an attempt to building portable bridges, and that had gone extremely well, until snipers began to pick his men off like dogs. They had saturated the area around them with artillery and smoke; dropping over a hundred rounds before his snipers got into position and could sweep the area. By that time their attackers were long gone, their task complete. They had forced his men to deploy and slowed their advance even further. 
And then there were the three ambushes they had encountered. Usually the first sign was when one of his tanks or APCs had exploded from either a mine or rocket. Then those damned Shi Viskas had come from the timber, whistling along through the air soundlessly as his men watched the carnage in front of them. He lost nineteen the first time due to their carelessness, another twenty-two after the second ambush, but then only nine during the third ambush as his men had wizened up. 

His other two brigades were experiencing similar opposition, their progress no better than his. He had hoped to reach the Riding Mountain National Park before evening and put his plan into action, but it looked now like that was not going to be the case. He had sent out scouts to the surrounding cities with orders to inspect them and report back.

The vampire commander was no fool, and he knew they were being stalled for a reason. He now sat inside his APC looking at the holographic chart on the side of the interior, his two aides sitting silently beside him. His brigade occupied a position just outside the city once known as Neepawa, his First Brigade on his right at Plumas and his Second Brigade occupying Rapid City. Dusk was falling, the sun dipping below the horizon, and most of his troops settling in for the night.

“Have we heard back from the First Brigade scouts?” He asked.


“They advanced as far as Glenella Colonel.” The senior aide replied quickly. “The scouts from the Second Brigade have moved as far north as Newdale. None of them have spotted any signs of activity.”


“And our own scouts that we sent up Route Five to investigate Riding Mountain and Kelwood?” He asked.


“They have not yet reported back sir.” The aide replied.


“How overdue are they?” The Colonel asked quickly.


“Only seventeen minutes sir.” The aide replied. “They reported the city of Riding Mountain was a ghost town. No signs of habitation in the least. They should have reached Kelwood roughly thirty minutes ago. It was a slightly larger city, and perhaps they are still investigating.”


The colonel nodded, “Perhaps.” He said softly. “The bridges… the snipers… all of the attacks began as soon as we started moving northwest.” He said. “Within two hours of seeing that Spartan ship we began coming under these stalling attacks. They blow the bridges so we either leave our armor or have to build our own. When we use our engineers they kill them with snipers.”


“There is no indication that we neutralized any of the snipers either sir.” The aide spoke. “We could not determine where they were shooting from for the most part. It had to well north of us on the higher peaks though.”


“Commander Moran has told me that these Spartans under Leonidas… many of them have been with him since before the comet. They are well versused in long range sniper shooting. Most of them could kill a target from three kilometers away with the correct weapon. Based on what we saw today that is exactly what they were doing.” The Colonel spoke.


“Sir?”


“They are doing their job by delaying us. Our armor has to deploy when the snipers strike for fear of incoming artillery support.” The Colonel spoke. “And if they are doing it now, that means we are close to this Drow city. Every time we stop to deploy, they gain more time to evacuate the Drow.” He looked at the map for a long moment. “It has to be Kelwood.” He said.


“But our scouts haven’t reported in sir.” The aide said.


“And most likely they never will.” The colonel spoke. “Orient our main forces to the north. I want a wide awake camp this night. There are Spartans among these rebel and they will try to sneak into our lines and wreak havoc. It is something they are very good at. There will be no sleep this night for any of us. Tomorrow we move at full speed into Kelwood, and we move quickly before it is discovered what we are doing, or we will all die.”


“They are different then other vampires sire.” Andreus spoke as he knelt next to Martin in the cool night air. 


Martin looked up at him, his back propped against the wide tree, his helmet resting on the ground beside him. Aricia sat between his legs and was sipping the steaming hot mug of tea that she had fast cooked on the small portable stove in her small pack. Danny leaned against another tree next to Martin, Anuk between his legs and Nayeca leaning against the tree very close to him. His presence alone gave her strength and she had not wandered far from either Anuk or Daniel since they had begun hitting the vampire column earlier in the day. Two senior Drow warriors also sat in the small group, eating the field rations that had been given to them by the Spartans as if they had found delicacies of food.

Martin looked at him as he took the mug from Aricia and took a grateful sip of the delicious hot tea, “Different how?”


“They are harder to kill for one.” Andreus replied. “A normal vampire will usually fall after one swing from a Nehtes. These scouts we caught, one did not begin to sing until we removed his arm and legs, and the others remained stoic and unmoving. They only began to talk after I used my ultra-violent light on them. As small as it is, they were spilling their guts to me before I took one complete pass over their faces.”

“Ultra-violet radiation,” Martin spoke with a smile, “The bane of a vampire’s existence.”


“Our scouts report the vampire columns have stopped for the night.” Andreus spoke, “All three of them.”


Martin nodded, handing the mug back to Aricia as he spoke. “This division commander isn’t some silly Alliance commander.” He said. “He’s one of their super soldiers, and I’ll bet you a month’s pay the entire division is like that.”


Aricia looked at Martin over her shoulder. “We do not get paid for what we do Martin.” She said in a half scolding voice. You know this.”

Martin chuckled. “It’s a figure of speech Aricia.” He told her, leaning over to nuzzle her neck and hair and hitting her with part of his aura. Aricia’s eyes closed in contentment as she absorbed it and reflected her own aura back at him.

Aricia had been fearless today, not once leaving his side, even in the thickest parts of the three ambushes they had conducted. Her skills with the Shi Viska branded to her arm were lacking, but that would come with training and time, but there was no doubting her skills with a P190 or the Nehtes, both of which she had used quite lethally. She may have been the youngest of the women Martin loved, but she was turning out to be very deadly in her own right.


“Please you two!” Danny said with a grin. “Find a bush or something willya.”


“That would be hard to do since you’ve already scoped them all out.” Martin replied.


Anuk looked at Daniel her eyes wide. “Daniel!” She spoke in a mock voice of embarrassment. “You let others see you do this? I told you to be more careful!”


This comment caused everyone to laugh softly and relax even more. Nayeca couldn’t help but chuckle at Anuk’s comment and the look on Daniel’s face. She felt the hand on her thigh and her amber eyes went to Anuk.


“Do not be afraid to move closer Mistress.” Anuk spoke softly looking at her with those cerulean blue eyes. 


“I am… I am fine really.” Nayeca replied surprisingly embarrassed.

Anuk scooted her firm butt over and padded the ground next to her between Daniel’s legs. “Please let us chase away the chill of the night air.”

Nayeca’s eyes went to Daniel’s face and she found him looking at her intently. He motioned with his head slowly and Nayeca smiled gently, scampering across the ground quickly to settle between his legs next to Anuk. She immediately felt the warmth that Daniel projected with his body and inched closer to both Anuk and Danny possessively. Anuk smiled and squeezed her thigh gently.


The two Drow warriors eyed the High King and Queen as well as those with him. They had been chosen along with nine others to fight a delaying action for their Queen, and with nineteen Spartans they had left Kelwood to harass and kill as many of the vampires as they could. Through three ambushes they had witnessed the fighting prowess of the Spartans and their High King. Twice it seemed their fellow Drow fighters would fall to the enemy, and both times Martin had snatched them from the jaws of death to fight on. His speed and power was unlike any they had ever seen, easily surpassing even the most skilled Drow warrior. His Queen was equally lethal on the battle field if a little more hesitant. The giant called Danny was a true monster, and the red haired elf that was his mate was like an extension of his body; always swarming around him with speed and power and savage grace. Nayeca had not left their side and she complemented their skill, easily guarding their flank with her own brand of speed and fighting skill. The more they fought beside these Spartans, the more they blessed Elder Hwia for being the one to forge a peace between them. They could learn much from these Spartans, and they had already taught the Drow many things.


“They are settling in for the night.” Martin spoke with a vicious grin, “Which is actually a large mistake on their part when you think about it.”



“What do you mean sire?” The senior Drow fighter asked.


Martin looked at him. “I guarantee he’ll have his men up all night. They may be vampires but they ain’t machines. By the time dawn hits they’ll be tired and careless.” Martin took a bite from the ration bar. “We’ll hit them an hour before dawn. How much time does that give Aihola to move the last group out?”


“As long as they do not decide they want to move during the night…” Andreus spoke. “She will have five hours head start on us.”


Martin nodded. “It will have to do.” He said. “Same set up as before Captain. We’ll sneak in close, plants some mines and then fall back. The Drow with us will open the dance, we’ll hit their flanks, and then we all turn tail and head for the mountains, one sweep through the perimeter, no stopping. Pass the word Andreus; I don’t want any dead Spartans or Drow tomorrow.”


Andreus nodded. “I’ll make sure they know sire.”


Martin nodded. “Everyone get some sleep. Two hour shifts on security, no fires. Use the stoves we gave out to heat tea or coffee as long as the wind blows with us.” Martin smiled. “Come morning we’ll be on our way into Riding Mountain National Park, and hopefully in two days time we’ll be on a flight back to Eden.”


“You think the vampire witch will strike soon sire?” The senior Drow asked.


Martin nodded. “I see her sending her forces against Eden before Xerxes gets here.” Martin said. “If she lets Moran command most of the units, as it appears she is doing, it’s going to be a long draw out fight. Moran and I went to the Naval War College together. He’s one ruthless bastard and that was before Yuri made him a vampire.”


“We shall prevail.” Anuk spoke confidently.


Martin chewed the ration bar. “I certainly hope so; I’m really looking forward to seeing my mother for the first time in nearly three thousand years. Dying would make me very unhappy.”


The vampire division commander had awoken only a few minutes ago, bringing himself out of his cramped APC to breathe the morning air. Dawn was just extending its soft rays of light across the land, and shadows filled the timber all around them. Like his men he had remained awake all night, going over reports and three times walking the lines they had established. He had led this division, training them and spending almost all his time with these men and women, unlike the other genetically bred commanders. They left the training and practice to their subordinates, and chose instead to revel in their new power.

The division commander knew what he was and he embraced that from the time he left the incubation chamber thirty-six months ago. He was a genetically bred vampire, with all of their strengths and none of their weaknesses. He and his brothers and sisters could fight in the mid day sun if called upon, their strength and endurance almost twice that of a normally turned vampire. While they would never match the power of a pureblood vampire, he and his comrades were the next generation. And they were being used.


“Donovan?” The soft female voice spoke from inside of the APC.


The six foot tall, hundred and ninety pound division commander turned slowly and saw the stunning brown haired woman step down off the ramp. She barely reached five and a half feet tall, but to Donovan Nestor she was the most godlike creature he had ever seen. She was dressed similarly to him in dark gray fatigues, but on her they looked so much better.

“Rebecca you should stay inside where it is safe.” He spoke as she walked up to him.


The human female stopped in front of him, her light blue eyes bright and her soft lips shining in the dim light from the interior of the APC. “I will go where I see fit Donovan.” She spoke. “At this moment it is to discover what vexes my husband so.”


Donovan Nestor, Alliance Division Commander and genetically engineered vampire stared down at the human woman who had captured what little heart he had from the first moment he had seen her over a year ago as a slave. Donovan and the others like him had been schooled since they were small children in the ways of the vampires, granted access to information and history that even the turned vampires had never seen. What Donovan had discovered was not something he liked; a history of death and subjugation, a history of conquering and crushing those who the vampire purebloods saw as inferior to them. It had not been until Rebecca had come into his life that Donovan realized what it was coursing through him. He had taken her that night, from the slave pens of New Richmond, with the intent of raping her and then feeding on her blood. He had gotten through the first part with little problem, forcing himself on this woman, yet by the time his desire was sated, she was clutching to him in breathless abandon. As he had prepared to feed on her rich blood, taking every drop from her lush young body, she had looked at him with those eyes and spoken the words that had changed his life forever. Donovan was thrown back to that night so many months ago.


“You could be so much more.” Rebecca had told him, her sweaty body beneath his, her legs wrapped around his waist, his thick organ still buried within her warmth. She had urged him on at the end, clutching his strong back, while meeting his powerful and dominant thrusts into her body with her own hips, crying out as one raging climax followed another.


She had looked into his cobalt blue eyes his fangs fully extended in preparation of piercing the flesh of her supple neck and killing her. Small tears formed in her eyes as she gazed at him. “May I touch your face?” She asked.


Donovan looked at her, the surprise in his eyes very evident even to her. He hesitated before slowly nodding his head.


Rebecca’s warm hands had gently taken his face in her grasp and with loving ease she had kissed him ever so softly on his lips. “You… you are not like the others.” She had told him softly. “You can be so much more.”


“I am a vampire!” He had stated forcefully. “I must feed!”


Rebecca had nodded then and lifted her chin away from him exposing her vulnerable throat. “Then kill me.” She stated bravely. “I can not stop you, but if you do this, you will become what they want you to become, a mindless killer of innocents. And you could be so much more.”


Donovan stared at her face for a long moment; her eyes tightly shut waiting for the feel of his fangs piercing her neck signifying the end of her life. He could see the small tears rolling down her cheeks as she waited for her death. He suddenly felt the need to explain to her what he was.

“I am a vampire!” He stated once more. “I serve the High Coven Princess. I can not change who I am.”


Rebecca turned her head to face him once more. “If you… if you could not change who you are, why did… why did you not just sate your own sexual desires and kill me? Why did you prolong this night until I was screaming for more?”


Donovan had simply stared at her. She was right of course, after he had taken her forcefully the first time and seen her crying on the bed, he felt the need to at least allow her some pleasure before he killed her. He had spent the next three hours doing just that, manipulating her body with his hands and even his lips until she was screaming out to him begging for more. Something he had gladly given her many times over.

“What… what is your name slave?” He asked.


“My name is Rebecca… Lord Vampire.” She answered. “I am yours to do with as you see fit.”


“Why do you tell me I can be more?” He demanded. “What do you mean?”


“They… they made you.” Rebecca said. “They made you to serve them… no matter what they demand. If… if you were not different would you have done what you did this night?”


“You have a strange speech slave.” Donovan said. “Where do you come from?”


“I am European by birth my Lord.” She answered. “The history of your race is… the story of your race goes deep in our own history books. I was studying this history when I was captured and my family killed. I served the High Princess for six years until it was deemed I was too old. I was given to the slavers only two months ago.”


“You served in her house?” Donovan asked.


“She has many normal humans who serve her willingly.” Rebecca spoke. “It is a matter of our own survival. I learned much while I was there, simply by listening and not speaking.”


“And what do you know?”


“I know that you and the others like you are meant only to serve her as soldiers.” Rebecca said. “You will never be allowed to explore anything else. And they do not know what they have given you.”


“What do you mean?”


“You and many of those like you are not the same as the others of your race.” Rebecca spoke softly. “You are capable of thinking and making decisions on your own. Do you not wish for something more?”


“What more is there?” Donovan asked.

“You could have a future,” Rebecca said, “A future with children; a life of freedom and fighting for what you want, and not the power that others will hold. You could have a future of choice, choices that you make, not others.”


“You speak blasphemy!” Donovan snapped. “By rights I should kill you right here and now for even thinking such things.”


Rebecca nodded slowly. “Then kill me.” She spoke softly. “I have nothing to live for. No future… no choice. Kill me and put me out of my misery. Take my blood, and you will lost forever, as will I.”


Donovan watched as she had turned her head again in submission, offering him her neck. Donovan hadn’t killed her that night, and eight months later he had made her his wife in secret.


“They are out there.” Donovan said his eyes looking into the shadows of the timber. “Whoever is leading them is the right hand of the Grim Reaper. He knows what we will do; he attacks and withdraws without mercy or fear.”

“Do you think it is the Lycavorian King my husband? The Spartan King that the High Princess so fears?” Rebecca asked.


Donovan nodded. “Our intelligence indicates he is in this area.” He answered, “Though we have no solid proof. We try to reach the park and join with him, but he strikes from the shadows, not knowing our true intentions.”


Rebecca smiled at him. “Then make our intentions known husband, and have faith.” She said. 


Donovan looked at her. “He is a Pureblood my wife.” He spoke. “We… even as children in the accelerated growth programs we were taught to fear him and his kind, Pureblood Lycavorians, Pureblood werewolves.”


Rebecca slipped her arms around his waist and pressed her body close to his. “You know he is different husband. You have seen those who follow him without question. Half vampires; and now even the full blooded half elf that pig Deval turned. She is fully vampire and she still commands respect and leads his city in his stead. Is that not proof enough that he is different then what we have been told?”


“Yes.” Donovan spoke.


“You have chosen your men well husband. Not one of them thinks different than you do. We have wives and children with our columns, and we must let him know we wish to join him, not die at his hand.” Rebecca took his hand and placed it on her abdomen. “Our child grows in my womb Donovan. I do not wish to lose either of you.”


Donovan looked at his wife and a small smile spread across his face. He leaned over and kissed her deeply before stepping back. “Major!” He bellowed into the dawn air, not caring in the least who heard him.


He saw his second in command and closest aide’s head extend out of another APC, “Sir!”


“Issac… we have come far enough! Now is the time to let our intentions be known. Give the orders quickly my friend before the next attack comes and more of our people die.”


The blond haired Major smiled and stepped back into his APC.


“Fuck me! Skipper you seeing this!” Dan hissed softly into his implant, his eyes taking on what was happening inside the vampire perimeter.


“I see it Danny!” Martin’s voice answered. “All units stand by! Hold for my order!”


Martin used his small macrobinoculars to scan the line of the Alliance Brigade. Every tank turret had been reversed to face inward, none of the positions they had targeted were manned any longer, and it appeared that nearly a thousand men and women were gathering in the center of the Alliance position around several APCs. Martin’s eyes grew even wider when he saw that there were small children and unarmed women in the group as well.


“What does everyone see?” Martin asked into his implant.


“I see a lot of vamps… all of them unarmed.” Danny answered.


“Women and children,” Anuk’s voice carried in his ear. 


“It could be a trap.” Aricia spoke softly.


“I agree.” Nayeca’s voice said.


Martin nodded and looked at Aricia next to him, her blue eyes leveled at him. “What do you think Little Wolf?” He asked her softly. 


“I don’t smell fear.” Aricia spoke. 


Martin nodded. “Neither do I. If they were planning an attack using this tactic, there would be fear saturating the entire area. We’d smell it.” He turned to Andreus, “Captain?”


Andreus was still scanning the perimeter with his binos. “They have stacked their weapons sire.” He said. “They know we would smell any attempt at duplicity. None of their forces left the perimeter last night so they don’t have troops waiting just inside the city. The women and children in the perimeter are both human and elf, and they are not afraid. I am… I am confused.”


“If you were a prisoner of some nasty vampires… wouldn’t you be afraid?” Martin asked looking at Aricia.


Aricia nodded immediately. “I would be terrified.” She answered. “But they still outnumber us a hundred to one my love. We are only thirty.”

Martin nodded, “Maybe… maybe not.” He spoke. “We…”


“We know you are out there!” The voice carried through the trees amplified by an intercom system on the APC. “I know you can hear me. My name is Colonel Donovan Nestor, and I command this division. We have stacked our weapons and gathered the majority of our forces in the center of our perimeter. Many of us have wives and children! We… we surrender!”


Martin looked over the top of the log he was behind, Aricia’s eyes on him. “I know that look my love.” She spoke. “You can’t!”


“There’s no other way to see if they are truthful or not.” Martin complained.


“Not at the risk of your life Martin.” Aricia spoke quickly.


“All of us are important Aricia.” He told her.


“All of us are not the King.” Andreus spoke, agreeing with his sister.


“Listen… I…”


“You must think we’re stupid!” Dan’s voice ended the debate then. “You’ve been chasing us for a day and a half!”


“You did not give us the opportunity to tell you we have come to fight on your side!” Donovan’s voice returned the shout. “We have only tried to maintain as few casualties as we could until we could communicate with you.”


“You fired on our ship!” Daniel barked.


“My missile chief thought it was an Alliance craft!” Nestor replied. “We have stacked out weapons, you must see this. We have gathered our families around us. Your… your King can smell them, I know this. Does he smell fear from them? We are not here to fight you! We have come to join you!”


“For what reason?” Martin shouted now, Aricia and Andreus looking at him.


“Freedom,” Donovan replied, “And a fair opportunity for a future!”


“Walk five hundred meters north Colonel Nestor! There’s a small waterfall in that direction.” Martin shouted. “Alone! If any one of your boys moves you die! Then they die! I got men all over the area, enough to wipe you all out!”


“Martin what are you doing?” Aricia asked incredulous.


“What if he’s telling the truth?” Martin asked her.


“And what if he isn’t?” Aricia asked.


Martin grinned, “Only one way to find out.” Martin spoke. “Danny you copy?”


“Go Skipper!”


“I’m going to meet this lug head.” Martin said. “If any of his people twitch, you waste as many as you can and then run like hell!”


“Marty… is that…” Dan started to protest.


“You forget how to take orders baldy?” Martin asked with humor in his voice.


“No… I’m just getting tired of bailing your ass out of trouble.” Dan answered. “I got you covered boss.”


Aricia took Martin’s arm. “I’m going with you.” She said.


Martin saw the set of her jaw and knew he wasn’t going to dissuade her. He nodded quickly and looked at Andreus. “Let’s go.”


Donovan looked at the small waterfall that fed the stream, straining with his eyes and ears to detect any sign of the rebel leader who had told him to come here.


“Where are they?” Rebecca’s voice spoke.


Donovan whirled around and saw her just coming into the small clearing that paralleled the stream on either side. “Rebecca he told me to come alone!” He gasped. “What are you doing here? They will kill you!”


“I will not let you face this man alone.” She answered moving up to him quickly.


“You must go back!” Donovan snapped. “You must…”


“Don’t move an inch!” The male voice spoke causing Donovan to freeze in place as he saw the single Spartan warrior step from the shadows of a large stump, his P190 leveled at him and Rebecca.


“You must allow her to go back!” Donovan exclaimed. “She has no part in this!”


“Turn around vampire!” The second male voice spoke from behind him. “And do it very slowly.”


The sound of the voice sent a chill down Donovan’s spine and he closed his eyes slowly, still holding Rebecca’s hands. Moving ever so slowly he turned in place, while gently moving his wife behind him, protecting her with his body. He saw the tall, muscled Spartan warrior standing behind him his hands empty, another Spartan a female stood beside him. They wore the same armor as the one with the 190 pointed at them, but they also wore helmets. The male’s crested helmet had four different colors in it, while the female’s was raven black.


“I… I came freely!” Donovan spoke. “You must let Rebecca go back!”


Martin stepped closer to him. “Why would I want to do that?” He spoke sternly. “I told you to come alone!”


“I came of my own accord!” Rebecca spoke quickly.


“You are not a vampire… I’d recognize your vampire blood if you were, so tell me why you are here now!” Martin asked. “And do it quickly.”


Rebecca took a deep breath, “To protect my husband!” She stated firmly.


“This dog holds your husband!” Aricia snapped.


Rebecca stepped around Donovan and took his arm tightly within her hands. “Donovan is my husband.” She stated flatly.


Martin’s eyes grew a little wider, “He’s your husband?”


Donovan gazed at Martin and knew without doubt who stood before him. “It… it is you isn’t it?” He spoke softly. “You… you are the son of Leonidas. You are the King of Sparta, the King of the Lycavorian Union.”


Martin’s eyes changed then to yellow/gold orbs and his fangs extended to their full length. He felt Aricia change as well, and Andreus followed suit, all of them shifting to their humanoid wolf forms.


“What if I am?” Martin spoke.


Donovan dropped to one knee then and bowed his head. “I submit to your will sire.” He spoke. “We… we are not like the others. My men and I wish nothing but to serve you.”


“And why would a vampire want to serve me?” Martin spoke drawing his Nehtes from his thigh and extending it with a flick of his wrist, the snik sound of the spear locking into place causing Donovan and Rebecca to flinch.


“Speak quickly vampire,” Aricia spoke now, her voice full of malice and hate. “Your time is short and you can not afford to waste it with lies.”

“I do not lie!” Donovan spoke.


“I’ve heard that a lot from your race.” Martin said. “So far their batting average ain’t so hot.”


“Usstan tried ulu tesso dos nindol zhahus naut natha bwael ul'hyrr ussta 'ranndi.” (I tried to tell you this was not a good idea my wife.) Donovan spoke in the Drow language, which also happened to be the ancient vampire tongue. “Udos zhal'la inbal fridj vanished wund l' trezen lu' dro'us doeb udossta drasven.” (We should have just vanished into the north and lived out our years.)

“Ulu vel'bol end m'ranndii? Nind orn'la inbal muth lu' elggen udossa, lu' udossta dalhar orn'la tlu elghinyrr 'zil al. Nindol zhahus udossta er'griff kestal whol freedom lu' gre'as'anto.” (To what end husband? They would have found and killed us, and our child would be dead as well. This was our only hope for freedom and peace.)


Martin looked at Aricia quickly, seeing her eyes go wide as well. Being telepathically linked with Martin gave her many skills, one of them being his fluency in whatever language he could speak. The ancient vampire tongue just happened to be one of those languages, passed down to him from his grandfather through his blood.


“Dos carry nindol sanguine’s dalhar?” (You carry this vampire’s child?) Martin asked seeing their heads come up and their eyes go wide.


“Xunus dos talinth udos orn'la naut zhaun l' xanalress d' dosst dazzan,” Aricia asked calmly. (Did you think we would not know the language of your race?) “Lu'oh zhah ol dos carry nindol sanguine's dalhar?” She asked. (How is it you carry this vampire’s child?)

Donovan looked at Martin. “There is much that the High Princess did not know about those she created sire.” He spoke. “We did not know it ourselves until it happen. Rebecca has been my wife for almost a year. We discovered she was with child only four months ago. This knowledge is what sealed my decision to seek you out at the first opportunity. When the Colonel sent us north to find a city of Drow I knew this was the only chance we would get.”

Donovan returned to his feet and held his head up high. “It is said you have allowed the Drow warriors that escaped, the ones who are half vampire, they say you have allowed them to grow and prosper in this city you call Eden, that you are even friends with many of them. This is what I seek for my troops as well.”


“Why?” Martin asked.


“If I am to die fighting… then I wish it to be for something that I believe in. If I am to die I want it to be something that my wife can hold her head up high for, that… that my son or daughter can be proud of.” Donovan spoke.


Martin stepped up to him quickly, looking into the man’s face searching for something in those dark eyes that would give him away. “Why is it that you are so different than the others?”


“I had a thirst for knowledge when I came out of the incubation chambers Milord.” Donovan said. “They made the mistake of allowing me access to whatever material I wanted. I have seen what the vampires have done on this world; on other worlds. It is not something I want to be part of. When Rebecca came into my life… her gentle nature only reinforced this for me.”


“I didn’t think anyone but Pureblood Vampires could have children.” Martin said.


Donovan let out a small smile. “As I said sire, it is something that the High Princess does not know either. Her genetic tampering knows no bounds as you are aware. These men and women… all of them in my unit… I have handpicked them myself for their loyalty and dedication to the same ideals as myself. Many, like me, have taken wives and husbands. Elves, humans, loved ones that we have kept hidden until now. Tell me what we must do to show you… to prove to you that we are serious in our endeavors. Tell me and I swear to you we will do it.”


“Why are you and those with you the only ones like this?” Martin asked.


“The men and women you see with me, in our three Brigades, we are all from the first group of vampire clones they created. We learned quickly to not let our individuality to show, as we did not want it taken from us.” Donovan spoke softly. “I will not stand here and try to tell you I have not done evil things… for I have. But since Rebecca became my reason for going on, I have tried to make amends in all that I do. I have not been entirely successful, but I am trying.”


“None of us is entirely successful Colonel.” Martin spoke. “That is why we are not perfect. You have given me pause… and I do not know what to do.”


Aricia stepped forward looking at Rebecca keenly, her nose sniffing the air around her carefully. “He has bitten you.” She spoke finally.


Rebecca didn’t hesitate and pulled the collar of her fatigue top to the side, revealing two small puncture holes on her otherwise flawless neck. “Donovan has never taken enough of my blood to hurt me.” She said softly. “It has happened during moments of… moments of passion, and never without my consent. It is… it is very pleasurable, for both of us.”


Martin stepped up to her as he detected the change in Rebecca’s skin texture and the temperature of her body spiked. He saw slight signs of embarrassment flush her skin, even under the tan she had and her scent changed slightly as endorphins were dumped into her system due to the embarrassment of revealing something so private to complete strangers. He kept his eyes on Rebecca when he spoke next. “How fast can you re-direct your division to Utah and come in from the north of coordinates I give you in three days.”


Donovan looked at him. “Utah?” He asked. “Sire there is no way for us to cover that much distance in three days.” He replied honestly. “Not if you wish us to remain a cohesive fighting unit that can help you in the defense of your city.”


Martin took his eyes from Rebecca and smiled. “I know that.” He said.


Donovan’s eyebrows narrowed. “Then why ask the question of me?”


“Because if you had told me you could do it, I would have known you were lying and I would have killed you both right here and now.” Martin answered.


“There would be no point in lying at this time Milord.” Donovan spoke. “You will either accept us as allies, or we will have to move further north and hope that you win.”

Martin looked at him. “How many families are within your unit here? And the other two Brigades as well?”


“Five hundred sire.” Donovan answered immediately, “In all perhaps two thousand women and children.” He saw the look in Martin’s eyes. “We could not leave them behind Milord.”


Martin nodded. “No you couldn’t.” He said. “I want you to assigned Hoppers from each of your Brigades to transport your women and children to our extraction point.”

“Sire?” Donovan looked at him strangely.


Martin grinned. “Your people will be safer in Eden than traipsing across the continent with us don’t you agree.”


Donovan felt the first flickers of hope in months shoot through him. “I do sire.”


“Good… get your people moving. You just joined the Lycavorian Union.” Martin told him.

