CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE
EXTRACTION POINT

WHITEWATER LAKE

CANADA

Ben throttled back the engines of Raptor 41 and was throwing switches and pressing buttons before the ship’s engines were even completely powered down. He pulled his helmet off quickly, almost tossing it to the side as he locked the controls into place and pushed his seat back. His heart was pounding madly and he looked at his co-pilot, an elf he had been training for five months now, and a pilot that was going to be almost as good as Endith. He was not as instinctive as she was, but he was smart and made excellent decisions. 


“Jasper?” He asked the elf male.


The elf male chuckled and nodded his head. Ben had been like a school kid acting his age when he learned that Endith and Tina were with Martin in Canada. They had dropped the load of Drow women and children before immediately turning and heading full speed back north.


“Go Benjamin.” Jasper spoke with a smile. “I will power everything down.”


Ben almost leaped out of his chair and took the four steps into the cargo area where four crewmen were preparing to take on another load of Drow. He hadn’t been this happy in a long time, and the months apart had made Ben miss the two of them more and more each day. He ran down the ramp, his eyes searching. He found the sleek looking SPAT parked nearby, but no red or blond hair. He could seen hundreds of Drow women and children milling about, as well as men, not to mention the Spartans and elves of Tareif’s division that were maintaining the perimeter.


“Benjamin!” The soft voice called out, causing him to turn to the east and a large smile to break out on his face.


Endith and Tina were running towards him at a fast jog and he didn’t move as he looked at them get closer. They looked like they had slimmed down and packed on muscle, and both of them were much more tanned now. Endith was the first to reach him and she launched her petite body into his arms. Ben caught her hundred and six pounds with ease, their lips coming together almost immediately in a blistering kiss that made him remember just how much he had missed them. Ben may have been fifty five years old, but damn he wasn’t dead just yet, and feeling Endith’s firm power packed body in his arms made his body respond like he hadn’t gotten laid in months, which he hadn’t.


Endith took his weathered face in her hands and placed kisses all across his cheeks and nose. “Oh Benjamin I have missed you so.” She said between her kisses.


“You have no idea I much I have missed you Little One.” He told her, using his hands to caress her elf ears and seeing her shudder in desire. He leaned over and kissed her hard once more, feeling her press closer to him. Yep… he certainly wasn’t dead.


Ben pulled apart from Endith and saw Tina standing there next to them. Her smile was bright and happy. “Hey there big guy, think you can put up two undersexed females for a while?”


Ben laughed and pulled her into their embrace, laying a lip locker on Tina that had her shivering in delight. Their antics were catching the eye of many Spartans and elves, and one of the younger Spartans troops that had tried to hit on Endith in Sparta leaned closer to Atropos as they watched.


“Senior Lochi… what does the human have that I do not? I am a Spartan and a wolf. I could please her more than he ever could.” The young Spartan asked.

Atropos looked at the young man, relishing hearing that term once more. Lochi were the smallest tactical unit of Spartans, numbering fifty to a hundred in strength. When needed they would form with a Mora with three other Lochi to essentially make a Brigade sized force of six to eight hundred warriors. Given the current circumstances, Martin had asked the Spartan Senate to waive all punishment against him due to his time in exile and immediately reinstate Atropos to his former rank and position. The Senate agreed with the King unanimously, and not only was Atropos returned to his full status, he was placed at the top of the list for promotion to Polemarch.


Atropos smiled and shook his head. “Do not be too sure young Spartan.” Atropos spoke. “Technically this man is older than you and has commanded the King’s air units for as long as they have known each other. They are good friends… and no doubt our King has passed on his skill with the ladies. It takes more than good looks and a big dick to impress female elves Lex. I have learned their ears are very sensitive, and if you find an unmated female elf and she looks interested, find a way to stroke her ears. That will make your intentions and desire known.”


The young Spartan looked at his Lochi. “Forgive me Senior Lochi, but Lilika is a wolf. How do you know that?”


Atropos looked at him. “You forget the King’s Captain is my brother Lex. He is mated to an elf, as is our King. Why do you think Kmyla and Queen Dysea walk around with smiles on their faces all the time? They are fulfilled thoroughly, not only physically but emotionally as well.”


Lex smiled brightly. “I will try this Senior Lochi, thank you.”


“Just insure the female elf is not already mated Lex.” Atropos spoke with a laugh. “If you do this to a mated female elf, they will take great offense and probably cut your wolf balls off.”


Lex blushed slightly and nodded. “I will make sure.” He said.


“Next to a Lycavorian female Lex, female elves are the most demanding in bed. Prepare yourself if you choose to go that way.” Atropos spoke. “And do not claim any woman you do not intend to spend the rest of your days with Spartan. If I discover you are simply slipping it to whoever is willing young Spartan, I’ll cut your cock off myself. We are Spartans… and we must think of our honor before our dicks. You are also a young Alpha… have your fun… but do not disrespect any female, elf or otherwise. Make your intentions known, and if they are agreeable enjoy yourself. But always be respectful to females of all races.”


Lex nodded the smile on his face fading. “I will insure this Senior Lochi.” He spoke.


Atropos nodded and saw Ben standing with Endith in one arm, his hand absently stroking her left ear. She was leaning into him, her expression speaking all she needed to say. “Watch him Lex… you could learn quite a bit from this human flyer.” Atropos spoke before moving towards where he was to meet the King.


“We were not privy to the entire plan.” Donovan was explaining as they stood around the holographic chart in the observation platform of Raptor 34. “We were tasked to come north after your Raptors were seen in this area several times, and then we lost contact with a patrol up here investigating that.”


“But up until then you were in on the plan to assault Eden?” Martin asked.


Donovan nodded. “Yes.” He pointed to the map and the depiction of Eden. “There are six divisions of genetically enhanced vampires.” He spoke. “All of them are roughly equal to what I have, all commanded by Colonels such as me.”


Aihola stood next to Tarifa and Dekton and she looked up at him. “Why didn’t the others become like you?” She asked.

Donovan smiled gently. “As I told King Leonidas, we were from the first batch of clones, and therefore granted more leniency in what we did so they could learn as much about us as necessary. As the other clones were produced they were allowed less such outside exposure. And… they did not meet Rebecca, I did. It took me almost a year to handpick my men, and I played the good little vampire soldier who preached hate and vengeance that entire time. It was not easy… but having my wife to go home too every night made the effort worth it.”


“And you kept her hidden all that time?” Tarifa asked.


Donovan nodded. “I filed paperwork the next morning that she had become a casualty of training. That was… that was how elves and humans were listed if they were…” All present could see that having to reveal that information was shameful to him.


“Enough about that,” Martin ended the questions. “Donovan’s future starts today and his past no longer matters. That is how we have treated everyone isn’t it?” His eyes went around the small table and he saw everyone nod.


“Forgive me.” Aihola said softly. “Part… part of me still remembers the things I was forced to do while serving the Alliance and the shame it brings me.”


“You are the Queen of the Drow.” Donovan spoke. “Rebecca taught me to move past what I was forced to do and look to the future. You have done that here as Queen with your people Milady and you have found your redemption. My actions over the next few days I hope will bring me mine.”


“Wise words Colonel.” Tarifa spoke taking Aihola’s hand, “And very true.”


Vengal leaned across the table then. “How will they hit our city?” He asked.


Donovan looked at the chart. “The plan as I last knew it was very simple. They would come in from the north with at least six divisions of troops including three of the super soldiers. The south would be their focal point, as Colonel Moran felt it was better suited to our armored vehicles and breaching the defenses. The remaining divisions of genetically created vampires would hit from the south with at least ten divisions of our normal troops.”


“Thirteen divisions,” Tarifa gasped, “That… that is half a million troops attacking from the south alone.” She looked at Martin who remained quiet. Dekton’s face was impassive as were Daniel’s, Melancton’s and Andreus. Vengal’s face showed little surprise, though as he looked at the map his eyes grew narrow. “Martin?”


Martin looked at her, “Uhu?”


“Martin we can not stand against that many.” Tarifa spoke. “I am no coward Martin, but we are facing nearly a million troops in total. And that does not include the vampire witch’s brother and the hundred thousand he supposedly has. We have only eleven divisions Martin, possibly twelve if we draft enough to fill spots.”


“We won’t face that many.” Martin spoke matter of factly. “Colonel…” He looked at Donovan to continue.


“The lead divisions will concentrate on breaching your defenses and bringing down the power stations that control your shield.” He continued. “Moran believes that without the shield the regular Alliance troops with vampires mixed in can shatter your city… our city,” He spoke, everyone catching the correction in his words, “By hammering us with artillery until nothing remains on the surface, walking the artillery fire on line in front of the genetically enhanced vampires.”

“How tough are these super soldiers really?” Danny asked.


“We were created to do battle with Spartan/Lycavorian ground troops. Against even pureblood werewolves we are a match in speed, less so in pure strength. We have all the vampire strengths, and like Queen Aihola, we can feed to heal wounds. Not to mention, we are designed to withstand more damage. Personally I do not believe we could sustain injuries like the Spartan troops and survive, for while you can shift to heal your wounds, we do need blood to heal ours.”


“And you can’t carry that much blood into battle with you.” Martin said softly.


Donovan nodded with a cruel smile. “Each soldier will have perhaps a pint or two of blood with them on their person. After that… they would need the blood that will be carried in trucks similar to ours. Destroy those trucks and Hoppers, and their advantage in numbers will no longer matter. The regular Alliance troops will not stand against what they will face, at least many of them won’t. If what I know of Queen Tarifa’s father is true, the War Master is a tactical genius when it comes to large forces and static defenses. His city defenses in Mountain City alone have stood for centuries with barely any losses.”


“But never against so concentrated a force,” Tarifa answered.


Donovan nodded. “The premise is the same Milady.” He said. “My recommendation would be to target the blood trucks first. If we can destroy all of them, or enough to make the vampires in their ranks pause, the normal Alliance forces will not factor all that much.”


“How far back do they usually travel?” Martin asked.


“It depends primarily on the division commanders.” Nestor answered. “Some have them directly behind the main units, which I find ignorant. Others like me keep them several miles back but alert and ready to move forward.”


“The human units,” Danny asked now. “What about them?”


Donovan shrugged. “Most are former gang members and scum who have been given weapons and uniforms. Criminals really, and aside from a few scattered one sided contests against elf or human outposts, none of them know what actual combat is.”


Martin shook his head. “Yuri doesn’t strike me as the stupid type.” He spoke thoughtfully to no one in particular. “The majority of their army is made up of scum?”


Donovan nodded. “I know sire, it is hard to believe, but you must understand, she has ruled with an iron grasp for centuries. Any voice that speaks out against her vanishes within hours of doing so, in well orchestrated accidents. She has Vampire Secret police that are constantly investigating her own advisors. This increased even more when Minister Torcrum was discovered alive and working with Eden.”


“Sounds like the fucking Nazis all over again.” Dan said.


Donovan looked at him. “Adolph Hitler was a pureblood vampire sire.”

They looked at him as if he’d lost his mind. “You’re joking right?” Martin asked.


Donovan shook his head slowly. “No Milord. It is written in the vampire history scrolls; Genghis Khan, Hitler, Josef Stalin, Saddam Hussain, many of the most vile and hated leaders in the history of this planet were vampires and or subservient to the High Princess and her father in some way.”


“We’ve been fighting them this long and didn’t even know it.” Martin said.


“We have known sire.” Melancton spoke now. “We have known since the time of your father. And we have always fought against them, directly or indirectly. They could not risk exposing themselves so openly back then due to the obvious human reaction that knowledge would have elicited. After the comet however things changed.”


Martin nodded. “With the destruction of all known forms of government and the death of three quarters of the world’s population they became bolder and more open.”


Melancton nodded. “Many humans… regardless of whether they tell you or not know, they know that vampires are among us and have been for centuries. The knowledge of our people was more closely guarded and many of the myths and legends that show us in a dishonorable light were begun by vampires themselves. That is why werewolves are considered the more barbaric of the two species. We never thought to dissuade this type of thinking. We have come to realize that tactic was wrong.”


“Tarifa… how many humans are left on the planet?” Martin asked.


Tarifa shrugged. “A billion… perhaps slightly higher,” She answered. “The comet wiped out entire races Martin, and the Alliance never conducted a census.”

“What is the elf population?”


Tarifa looked at Aihola her eyes wide. This was something they had never thought about. She looked back to him. “I… I don’t know.” She said, “Certainly several hundred million I would think. Again a complete census has never been conducted.”


Martin nodded slowly. “Yuri has been using maybe several million vampires to rule all of the humans and elves with fear and hate and distrust.” He shook his head. “Damn that’s impressive.”


“Sire?” Andreus looked at him surprised.


“No… I mean the humans have allowed them to rule, even knowing what they were. The elves had no say in it, they were born into slavery. The humans had a choice and they decided to let the vampires rule.” Martin said his anger growing at the knowledge. “How many Spartans have died protecting a race that has the intelligence of a fucking knat?”


“It was your father’s wish sire.” Melancton spoke.


Martin nodded. “Yes I know… but I wonder if it was worth it all of these years.” He spoke. 


“Martin my love, you aren’t suggesting we abandon the humans to their own fate are you?” Aricia asked, stepping up to him and taking his arm.


Martin shook his head looking at her. “No. I would never do that.” He replied. “I’m thinking there has to be a change of leadership on this planet, and the elves need to play a major role in that or the humans are going to become extinct either by their own actions or because they choose to fight the elves.”


“We have started that Martin.” Aihola spoke hopefully, “With Eden and the many other settlements. There are far more humans that feel as we all do than we ever knew.”


“Yes we have, but now we need to expand it across the planet for it to work fully.” Martin said. “It’s the only way to keep the vampires from returning to earth once we win.”


“Win?” Vengal spoke. “Forgive me Milord, but we have not yet begun to fight.”


Martin smiled. “Yes I know… but we’ll win.” He said confidently. 


“You sound so sure.” Vengal asked.


Martin nodded. “I suppose I am.” He answered with a smile. “I positively hate to fucking lose.” He looked at Nestor. “Colonel how good is your acting skill?”


Donovan looked at him confused, “Sire?”

LEONIDAS I
THREE DAYS FROM EARTH


Isabella bounced back lightly on her feet deflecting the weighted end of the staff as her senior soldier attacked. She wore only a pair of black skin tight stretchable fabric shorts and a white half tank top that left her rippled abdomen exposed. The black shorts left little to the imagination, as they appeared painted on and outlined every luscious curve of her hips and her muscular ass. Her large breasts strained against the fabric of the tank top, extremely firm and round without the need for any support. Her black hair was pulled into a long pony tail and braided with fine elfin silk. She wore the black leather gloves and the forearm gauntlets which effectively hid the Shi Viska from plain sight. She twirled the staff in her hands, deflecting another aimed attack by her senior soldier. They had been sparring for close to an hour, and Isabella was feeling full of herself. He had not come close to landing a blow on her, while she had tagged him at least a dozen times. This soldier had been with her for decades, always protecting her, and fighting beside her. Isabella suspected he had a very large infatuation with her, but aside from the five times he had been able to land a blow on her and claim her for the night, she had never shown any interest in the man. Even their five nights of fucking had been nothing more than release for both of them, though she had found herself at least looking forward to the times with him.

Isabella felt none of that now. No desire… no anticipation of sex… it was not there anymore. She found herself fighting harder than ever to keep her troops from landing blows on her and she could not explain it.


They had drawn a crowd now, her other three soldiers, plus almost a dozen Lycavorian scout troops that had come aboard. Many of them had never seen Isabella in action, and they were impressed to say the least. 


She glanced at her senior soldier and grinned. “You are tiring Tomas.” She taunted him. “You surprise me.”


“You are fighting hard Princess.” Tomas replied arrogantly. “Much harder than you usually do, almost as if you do not wish my company this night.”

Isabella looked at him and forced the smile to hide the exact same thought. She also noticed Tomas seemed different somehow, more on edge and angry. “Perhaps you have just grown weak.” She spoke softly. “You know I despise weakness, and that is why I fight harder.”


Tomas’s face took on a snarl and he launched himself at Isabella with renewed fury, his staff flashing forward with electrifying speed. With a cry of surprise Isabella shifted her own staff just enough to deflect the blow as she rolled to the side. He was upon her like a striking viper, his staff a blur of motion as Isabella backpedaled quickly, blocking each impact, but unable to counterattack due to the ferocity of his strikes. She could feel the jarring impacts against her staff, each blow sending jolts of pain shooting through her arms and shoulders. His anger was fueling his strength, and he was using his larger size to complement that.


Isabella was no fool however, and she was a supremely skilled fighter. She lowered her left shoulder as he drove another blow towards her left hip. As his strike was sliding off the end of her staff, Isabella spun around with vampire speed, blurring in motion and bringing her staff up quickly. She snapped it into the back of his shoulders with a loud crack, the blow carrying enough power in it to drive him forward until he lost his balance and careened forward staggering until he sprawled onto his face and chest on the mat beneath him rather ingloriously. 


Isabella laughed as she finished her spin and turned to face him. “Tomas… you are losing your touch! A second year student would know enough to block that type of attack. You are slipping my Senior Guard. We have been training all afternoon and we are tired. We will end the training for today I think.” Isabella turned casually and began to make her way to the ladies portion of the locker room. The Lycavorians who were watching the training began to break up complimenting to each other on Isabella’s skill.

With an inhuman howl, his eyes now cobalt blue and his fangs extended, Tomas came to his feet and leaped at Isabella once more.


Isabella whirled at the sound of his howl, her hazel/green eyes going wide as she saw him bringing up his staff in a vicious uppercut strike. His staff had already been in motion when he howled and Isabella turned far to slow to counter the attack. The end of the shaft hit her cheek with the force of a hammer, causing stars to flash in her eyes, as her cheek split open and blood splashed wetly across the mat. Isabella staggered from the force of the blow and spun around dropping to her knees, her staff skittering across the floor of the gym. The other vampire soldiers and several of the Lycavorian scouts stood stunned at this turn of events. The vampire soldiers were stunned because their senior guard had never gone this far against the Princess, his cobalt eyes filled with bloodlust and pure sexual lust. The Lycavorian scouts had never seen a fight between Isabella and her soldiers before and therefore did not know what to make of what was happening.


Tomas stood above Isabella triumphantly, and he laughed. “Never drop your guard Princess!”


Isabella shook her head to try and clear her thoughts, her vision blurred and her face throbbing with pain. “I… I ended… ended the training.” She gasped.


Tomas hissed in reply at her, his fangs fully extended. “The training is never over!” He screamed. “I have connected with the Princess and I claim my right!”


Isabella felt the blood pouring freely from her cheek, the pain sharper than anything she had felt in a long time. Her mind was confused and she was unable to focus, the spots still very bright in her head. She could feel his presence above her, standing over her.


“You will… you will not touch me!” Isabella hissed as she turned, trying to bring her focus back under control.


Tomas laughed and slapped her injured cheek hard, causing Isabella to gasp in fresh pain and reach up to clutch her face as she fell over onto her side. “By your own decree, if we contact you in battle, we have you for the night!” Tomas roared. “I intend to make you keep that decree.”


Tomas bent over to grab Isabella’s legs and never saw the combat boot coming from the side. As his head lowered and the boot came up it caught him squarely on the nose snapping his head up with such force that his legs left the mat and he flipped ass over head to come smashing to the mat on his stomach, his nose a flattened mass of blood and broken cartilage. He felt no pain though and his eyes lifted to glare at his new attacker.


“Your Princess gave you an order.” Gorgo spoke coldly, standing in a combat ready stance next to Isabella, who was still on the mat trying to get her bearings. “I suggest you follow it now.”


“Do not come between me and my prize she-wolf.” Tomas growled rising quickly to his feet.


Gorgo sniffed the air quickly, her senses fully alive now, her dark eyes changing to become a dark yellowish brown color, her fangs extending fully. “You have not fed Tomas!” She barked loudly. “Your blood lust is peaking! You must control it, for I have no wish to hurt you.”


“I will not control it! Not any longer! I relish it!” He screamed. 


“You fool!” Gorgo spat. “You know what happens to your people when you do not feed! You lose control of your cravings and become nothing more than a wild animal. You are not an animal Tomas! Control it and we will get you blood to sustain yourself.”


Gorgo’s urgent hand signals to the vampire soldiers had the desired effect. Two of them broke into sprints from the gym to find their blood supplies, while the third hefted his staff and stepped up next to Gorgo ready to help defend his Princess.

“She is mine!” Tomas screamed spittle flying from his lips. “And I will have her in front of all of you if I have too.”


Gorgo quickly turned to the third vampire soldier and snatched the staff from his firm grip, surprising him with her strength. Gorgo spun the staff gracefully in her hands with the skill of a Master surgeon, the eyes of the vampire soldier and the Lycavorian scouts wide in astonishment and shock. This was the mild mannered woman from the Tuya University on their home world. Many of them had been taught in one of her classes. She was a skilled educator, and a very firm teacher, never giving grades away to student, most certainly never playing any favorites and always challenging the students to think.


Gorgo looked at Tomas, her eyes firm and her hands steady. “Then let us fight Tomas!” She snapped. “You will not defile the person of your Princess while I stand here breathing.”


Tomas grinned madly, his mind totally lost in the blood lust of a vampire who had not fed in several days. “I will skewer you she-wolf.” He spoke hysterically, his hateful words spilling out easily now that his mind was gone. “You are nothing more than a teacher of Lycavorian scum!”


Gorgo smiled and it was not a pleasant thing to see in any way, as her lips came back in a snarl and her fangs were revealed in their white glory. “Then allow me to teach you.” Gorgo spoke calmly before leaping at Tomas. 


The move caught him by surprise and before he could bring his staff up, Gorgo had landed directly in front of him and pummeled him three times with the training staff. Two quick, hammer like blows above his waist and one that smashed into his jaw, snapping his head skyward yet again. Tomas staggered back several meters, bringing his staff up to the guard position. His cobalt eyes went wide when Gorgo simply slap it aside with a flick of her wrist and drove the opposite end of her staff into his chest with startling force. He winced and howled in pain as three of his ribs shattered under the impact and Tomas suddenly realized he was not facing just any school teacher. His eyes were wide when he looked at her and Gorgo simply smiled.

“You looked surprised Tomas!” Gorgo spat. “Did you mistakenly assume I was always a teacher? That will be your final mistake this day.” She whirled the staff around viciously above her head watching as his eyes followed the movement. When Gorgo had his attention focused upward, she halted the spinning of the staff and drove the low end in her left hand forward and up. The blow caught him directly under the jaw for the second time in as many minutes, the sound of his jaw popping and breaking in more than one spot extremely loud in the stillness of the gym. Tomas lifted off the floor and came crashing down onto his back, unbearable pain lancing through his body. His staff fell quickly from limp hands and he withered on the floor, his screams muffled due to the broken jaw. His arms and legs twitched and strained, the muscles appearing as if they would rip from his skin as the full force of the bloodlust coursed through him. His eyes were wide in agonizing pain, blood gushing from his mouth where his vampire fangs had sliced through his lips.

Gorgo stepped forward to go to him but felt the fingers close around her arm and stop her. “No.” Isabella spoke softly as she got to her feet, the cut on her cheek barely beginning to heal. “There is nothing we can do for him.” She spoke. “The Blood Fever has destroyed his mind, and now it is killing him. Even blood will not save him from his fate.”


Gorgo had never seen a vampire die from Blood Fever, and Isabella’s words rang true a few seconds later when the veins in Tomas’s face began to shrivel and burst open underneath his skin. It was what many vampires feared most, starving without the opportunity to feed on fresh blood, and thousands of vampires had died through the years due to this. Their minds would be destroyed first, turning them into nothing more than raving mad men, and then it would spread to the rest of their body, their internal organs shriveling into nothing. A few had survived the Blood Fever, only to live out the remainder of their days in clinics securely tied to beds. It was not a pretty sight to watch, and it took nearly a full three minutes for Tomas to die. His skin was now streaked in ruptured blood vessels, his cobalt eyes now leaking blood and turned a sickly red color. His face was frozen in a hideous death mask of pain, blood leaking from both his nose and his ears. When she was finally able to tear her eyes from the scene they had returned to normal and Isabella was staring at her.

“Isabella your face is not healing?” Gorgo spoke reaching up with her hand.


Isabella grabbed her hand before she could touch her skin, her hazel/green eyes still looking at her with shock. “I will heal.” She spoke softly. “I was waiting until I returned to my quarters to take my substance for this week.”

“Then why are you looking at me like that?” Gorgo asked.


“I have… in all the hundreds of years I have known you, I have never seen you lift a weapon in anger.” Isabella spoke softly. “Yet you did now.”


Gorgo appeared to blush under her tanned skin. “It has been quite a while.” She said almost embarrassed. “I was quite good at one point.” 


Isabella smiled gently. “It appears you have lost none of your skill.” She said. “Why would you protect me?”


Gorgo looked at her and now she smiled gently. “No matter your past daughter of Veldruk, you have proven countless times that you are an ally of our people as well as our cause and regardless of what you think others say under their breath Isabella, they do not speak unkindly of you or your people that chose to follow you.”

“Then why do I see evil glares at every corner whenever I come into a room?” Isabella asked quietly.


“Perhaps because that is what you have conditioned yourself to see even though it is not there.” Gorgo spoke softly.


“I… I don’t know if I can see anything else.” Isabella told her. “My… my life has always been filled with death and mistrust. I have known nothing else.”


“Then perhaps it is time for you to reach beyond the unknown and grasp hold of the future.” Gorgo spoke.


Isabella’s eyes went a little wider and she looked at Gorgo strangely. “Have… have you been speaking to your son?” She asked.


Now it was Gorgo’s turn to look confused. “I have not spoken with Martin since he appeared on our ship over Apo Prime. Why do you ask?”


“He… he spoke those words to me.” Isabella said quietly.


“He touched you telepathically?” Gorgo asked surprised.


Isabella shook her head. “The message he directed to this ship. At the very end of the transmission he muttered something under his breath. I had a copy sent to me so that I could study it.”

“What did the message say?” Gorgo asked, keenly interested in anything relating to her son.


Isabella looked at her. “He spoke… he spoke in the ancient vampire tongue.” She said clearly impressed with this feat. “There are perhaps a few dozen of my people who can still speak this language, and they are nothing more than wrinkled old story tellers now. How can he know this?”


Gorgo shook her head. “I don’t know Isabella. What did he say?”


“Xun naut treemma l' noamuth Bella; Ul'plyr whol ol lu' erl'elee ol, whol ol zhah udossta ulin.” Isabella said softly. “It means… Do not fear the unknown Bella! Reach for it and embrace it, for it is our future.”


“Wise words,” Gorgo said proudly.


“How would he know I was watching, and that only I would understand the words he spoke?” Isabella asked.


Gorgo smiled. “I don’t know… but why don’t you ask him when you see him.” She spoke taking Isabella’s arm, careful to touch only the covered portions of her arms. “Right now let’s get you cleaned up.”


“No… I must tend to Tomas.” Isabella said quickly. “He was my soldier and loyal to me until his death.”


Gorgo smiled. “Perhaps you and my son are not so different after all.” Gorgo told her. 


“Gorgo… there… there could be nothing between us.” Isabella said. 


“And once more perhaps that is perhaps what you force yourself to believe.” Gorgo spoke. “I am rapidly learning my son does not particularly care for many rules and regulations that do not suit his morals and values.”

“No one… no one has ever survived a psychicbolt attack from my father.” Isabella said softly. “How was he able to do this?”

Gorgo smiled and this time took Isabella’s face in her hands gently. Surprisingly however this time Isabella allowed her to touch her flesh and Gorgo’s warm hands caused ripples of sensation to flow through her. “That is something I believe we will discover together. I will leave you to attend to your fallen soldier child. And if nothing else, keep my son’s words in your head and heart.”


“Thank you Gorgo.” She said softly.


“My door will always be open to you Isabella. Never doubt that, for my son has marked you, and if there is anything of his father in him, he will pursue you until he wears you down. Then perhaps you will see that things are not what you believe.”


Isabella smiled gently, picturing the Lycavorian King pursuing her for her affections. “Perhaps, we shall see.”

ALLIANCE SPACEPORT

CALIFORNIA SLAVE ISLAND



Moran ran into the communications room. “Let’s have it!” He yelled.


“Commander… we have an incoming message from Colonel Nestor!” One of the vampire techs yelled out from his station.


Moran stopped by the tech’s station and looked at the large monitor. “Put it up.” He ordered.


The monitor came alive with the sounds of gunfire and explosions. Nestor’s face appeared on the screen from inside his command APC. The entire side of his face was stained with blood from what appeared to be a large cut on his head that had not been treated. His face was drawn and his eyes wide.


“Colonel Nestor?” Moran snapped, “Report!”


“Commander Moran!” Donovan exclaimed. “We’ve engaged the Drow sir! They built a huge city in Riding Mountain, a relatively medium sized city, but it appears much of it is built and maintained underground. I have my division split and we are assaulting from three different locations. They are fighting hard Colonel, as you can see.” Nestor replied flinching as another explosion made his vehicle shake.


“And Leonidas is there?” Moran asked. 


Nestor nodded. “He’s been leading the defense sir! He has about two hundred Spartans with him and the Drow have fielded three times that! They’ve been conducting hit and run attacks since we came into range of the city, but we finally got our heavy guns in position and are shelling the city now.” As if to emphasize this point, Moran and the others heard the heavy booming of large guns in the distant background.


“I’ll order our aircraft into the area to support you!” Moran spoke.

“Negative Commander!” Nestor snapped. “They appear to have an extensive anti-air capability! They shot down all my Advanced Recon Drones, and I’ve grounded the rest in my Brigades. I fear that any ships that arrive in the area will be immediately targeted. Their anti-air crews are hiding and moving, never shooting from one position.”


“What are your casualties?” Moran asked.


“They are heavy sir!” Nestor replied, “But we are steadily advancing. May I suggest that all our commanders have their Blood Trucks stay well behind the main forces Colonel? A Drow scout stumbled upon ours when I pulled them forward and they tried very hard to destroy them.”


“I’ll inform our other commanders.” Moran spoke watching as another near miss caused Nestor to wince as shrapnel could be heard bouncing off his APC. “You’re taking fire now?”


Nestor nodded quickly. “They have small mortars set up within the city. We are targeting them, but it is a slow process. They beat back our first two charges, but we have finally made it into the city proper itself. Now it comes down to building to building and house to house!” His eyes looked bright. “The Spartans have killed many of our troops Commander, but we are superior to them, just as you and the Princess hoped. We have wiped out at least three quarters of those Leonidas brought with him and I believe we have injured him badly. He was last seen retreating underground carrying the body of one of his Queens. The she-wolf Aricia I believe.”


“She was dead?” Moran asked.


“We don’t know for sure sir, but I have reinforced the ground troops who reported this with additional armor and we will find out!” Nestor reported. 


“The Drow Colonel, have they rallied behind their Queen?” Moran asked.


They saw Nestor nod, “For the most part yes. A small percentage of them have chosen not to follow her because they believe she has been tainted by Tarifa of the High Elves. They were not happy when they discovered their Drow Queen and Tarifa shared a bed.”

“That is interesting?” Moran said his eyes wide in surprise. “Can you defeat them Nestor?”

Nestor nodded. “Yes sir!” He answered, “Without question.”

“How soon before you can secure the city?” Moran asked.


“At our current rate of advance I estimate we will have secured the city and begun moving into the underground tunnels within three days.” Nestor answered. “I want to insure we have a completely secure perimeter above ground before we begin moving into the lower levels.”


“I can have another division detached to you.” Moran spoke excitedly now. 


Nestor seemed to be weighing this over in his mind for a moment before he nodded. “That might be advisable sir. I recommend a new vampire division like my own sir. Our regular divisions would not be able to stand against the Drow. Fighting them is just as bad as fighting the Spartans.”


Moran nodded quickly. “I’ll have one on its way to you within the hour.” He spoke.


“Order them to come up Canadian Route Ten sir, it is a straight shot north to our location and we have left scouts along the entire route to guide them.” Nestor spoke.


Moran nodded. “Colonel Morelli is the furthest north right now. If he turns north he can be to your location in less than two days.”

Nestor nodded. “Once we have secured the city I will wait until Morelli arrives before moving below ground.”


Moran nodded. “Excellent! We will be launching our attack against Eden in two days Nestor. If you have tied up Leonidas there, and the Drow Queen and Tarifa are dead, we are in better shape than we had hoped. Tarifa must be having fits about now, as it was reported to us that she and the Drow Queen were very close. Tareif is handling the defenses of Eden now, with Leonidas’s two other Queens, though we hope to take them out of the picture as well by the end of the day today.”


They could see Nestor’s smile was cruel. “That would throw the Spartans into disarray Commander!” He spoke. “We still have assets in place that can do this?”


Moran nodded. “We do. Five of them actually… but I can’t tell you more.”


Nestor nodded quickly. “Nor do I wish to know more.” He answered. “With Morelli’s added forces we can secure this Drow city easily, and finally kill that Spartan dog! Do you wish me to move south when this is done?”


Moran shook his head. “No. If you can kill Leonidas and the others there, then I give you leave to take whatever prisoners you like and use them in any way you see fit. Save several dozen of the strongest Drow for further experimentations, but you may kill the rest when you are done.” Moran spoke. “Xerxes will be here in just under three days with his forces, and I want to assault on Eden to be well underway by then.”

“We will not fail you Commander.” Nestor spoke.


“If you do this Nestor… Yuri will give you anything you desire.” Moran told him.


Nestor grinned. “I like the sound of that.” He said. “I must return to my lead command element sir. I will report back when Morelli’s forces arrive.”


Moran nodded. “Well done Colonel. Well done.” He watched the monitor go black and he smiled. “Now that is some damn good news.” He said to himself. As an afterthought he turned to another officer. “Have one of our high altitude drones pass over that area. It might be able to pick up some information that Nestor can not see from the ground level.”

The man nodded and began working his control panel. Moran smiled as he left the control center to find Yuri and report to her.

CANADA

EXTRACTION POINT NEAR WHITEWATER LAKE


Nestor turned from the screen and looked at Martin who had been standing by the end of the open ramp during the entire conversation. The area around Nestor’s APC had fallen silent now as the Drow and vampire soldiers stopped firing their weapons into the air and setting off grenades into the pits that had been dug. Another barrage of Nestor’s heavy guns sailed over their heads targeting the cities of Riding Mountain and Kelwood.


Nestor wiped the blood he had applied to his face away with a rag from a ration pack. He got to his feet as he came down the ramp. “I’ll have my gun crews fire several more volleys into the cities to make it look believable from the air.”


“You think he’ll send one of these drones overhead?” Martin asked.


Nestor nodded. “He may be a vampire now sire, but he has not lost any of the skills given to him when he was created by the Spartan Dymas.” He replied. “And he has become the closest advisor to the High Princess. They are almost never apart, and many have begun to think they are sharing a bed every night now.”

Martin looked at him, “Really?”


Nestor nodded. “The High Princess rarely gives orders without allowing Moran to review them. It is almost as if she treats him like…”


“Like what?” Martin asked.


Nestor met his eyes, “As you would treat your queens Milord. She is normally very reserved and quick to anger. Lately however, she has become calmer, and more relaxed with the vampire Ministers and others she has contact with. She is also now making more appearances outside the confines of her home in New Miami. Moran is almost always by her side, and she looks upon him with something akin to affection.”


Martin smiled. “Well now… that is interesting.” He spoke. “I knew Moran before the comet, and he was a prick then. As long as he accomplished the mission he didn’t care who or what he had to do.”


“If what I have heard is true… she turned him very soon after arriving in what was once the United States.” Donovan told him. “And it is my understanding he is the first man she ever turned completely.”


“I thought Marcus was…”


Nestor shook his head. “Marcus is a tool she uses to enforce her will, nothing more.” Nestor replied. “She has berated him in public before on many occasions, and he has never shared her bed if what I hear is correct. Only Moran has that distinction.”


“If what you say is true, that means she turned him right before she came to EDEN.” Martin said. “She has always known who I was, and Moran has been helping her as a vampire since even before the comet.”


Nestor nodded. “It would appear so Milord.”


Martin nodded. “Well… I’ll deal with them when the time comes.” He spoke looking at Nestor. “You are sure you can pull this off?”

Donovan nodded. “Having them come up Route Ten will send them through several points where I can decimate their entire division and not expose myself. I have given orders to my other two Brigades and they are moving to ambush positions even now. Morelli’s division will not survive sire.”


Martin nodded. “Make it clear to everyone Donovan; they are not to sacrifice themselves needlessly for any reason.” He spoke. “You have risked a great deal in coming here as you have, and I won’t see you throw it away in an effort to prove something to me or to others.”


“You risked a great deal in trusting us sire.” Nestor spoke. “You could just as easily have slaughtered all of us. My men… we wish to prove to you that we are sincere in our desires for the future. I wish to see my child born, and the rest of us wish nothing more that to see their children grow and be happy. Something we were told we could never have.”


Martin smiled. “Well if we win this fight… we’ll all have that.” He said. “And you’ll get a chance to meet another High Princess of the Coven.”


Nestor looked confused. “Another…,” His eyes grew wide. “Yuri’s sister lives?” He gasped.


Martin nodded. “And she’s coming here with my people. She’s been fighting beside them for the better part of a thousand years now. Apparently she doesn’t care much for her family.”


Nestor smiled brightly. “Now that would be a very great honor indeed Milord. To actually serve under her when she is so hated by the same people we loathe. That is added incentive to fight well.” He looked at Martin. “You will return to Eden now?”


Martin nodded. “There are still agents working in Eden and they are targeting my Queens, which doesn’t make me very happy in the least.” He spoke. “The knowledge that I am up here and pinned down might make them careless. Moran did say they were going to strike before the end of the day today and when that happens I intend to be there.”


Nestor nodded. “Would you be willing to leave a detachment of Drow here with me sire?” He asked. “They… they would make fine forward scouts and spotters for my people.”


Martin nodded. “I can do that.”


“We will not fail you sire.” Nestor spoke.


Martin nodded.” Good luck Colonel. Contact me when you have achieved your goals.”


Nestor nodded and turned to jog to the Hopper that waited for him as Tarifa and Aihola walked up with Aricia.


“Can we trust him completely my love?” Aricia asked, folding herself into Martin’s embrace.


Martin looked at her and then to Tarifa and Aihola. “There are very few people I trust completely, three of whom are standing here right now.” He replied evenly. “Tarifa when we return to Eden I want you to go to the command center with Aihola and Dekton and use your command keys to target one of the missiles on Nestor’s column. There is a tracking device on his command vehicle, use that to lock on. Once you have done that return to your home and stay out of sight until the battle begins.”


Tarifa nodded, her body tingling at the thought of just a few hours alone with Aihola and Dekton. “You don’t trust him then?” She spoke.


“I haven’t detected any lies up until now, but if Yuri was able to genetically create him and his troops to be able to fight in sunlight, there is no telling what else they can and can not do.” Martin said, “Better to be safe than sorry.” 

“And the women and children they left in our charge?” Aihola asked.


“We treat them with every respect.” Martin replied quickly. “They could very well be exactly what they appear to be, and I will not have them harmed if that is the case. Put them all in a single shelter together, and if everything works out in the end, they can be assigned permanent housing once we have won.”


They turned to see Dekton walk up. “The last of the Drow and civilians are loaded.” He spoke. “Endith is waiting for us.”


Martin nodded. “Then let’s get back to Eden. Time is going to move quickly now, and I want to be prepared for everything.”

RAPTOR 41


Martin stood next to the chart table in the upper deck observation lounge on Raptor 41. He had opted to return to Eden in the Raptor to draw less attention to himself and Aricia. In the cargo hold were perhaps seventy Drow men, women and children and only a handful of Spartan warriors. The rest would slip in this evening aboard Spartan 01. He was going over the map of Eden and the valley and mountain ranges surrounding Eden, Tareif’s and Dysea defensive plan already being implemented and transmitted to him.


Aricia came into the lounge quietly, purposely shielding her thoughts and aura from him. She closed the door silently; making sure the lock was engaged before moving up the short flight of stairs into the lounge. Her whole body burned for Martin, and had since he had first arrived in Canada. She needed him now, and it didn’t matter to her where they were. She stared at his back hunched over the chart table as she slowly unfastened her body armor and fatigue top, dropping them quietly to the floor. He must have been engrossed in the defensive layout if he had not detected her by now, and Aricia smiled as she stepped up behind him. She dropped all her shields and hit him with her wildly aroused aura full force. The effect on Martin was both immediate and very satisfying to Aricia. She hadn’t known if she could elicit this type of reaction in him, as he was normally the one who initiated intimate moments with her. Seeing his body stiffen and his head snap around filled Aricia with greater lust and passion, especially when she saw his eyes.


“I… I need you… I need you my…” Aricia couldn’t finish her statement as Martin’s lips had descended upon hers and his arms had crushed her to him. She groaned into his kiss as his tongue sought and gained entry into her warm mouth. She felt him spin her around and he lifted her slightly, practically tear her fatigue pants down before he set her butt on the chart table, his hands coming up to take her face.


He pulled back from their kiss and stared at her, his thumbs caressing her cheeks, his eyes wide and filled with passion and desire as well; a burning desire for her that made Aricia’s hormones dance with glee. “I have missed you so much Little Wolf.” He spoke in a soft husky voice.


Aricia looked at him, her azure blue eyes bright and alive with desire and lust. “As much as you miss Melyanna,” She asked him, using Dysea’s name for Anja.


“No one calls to me like you do Aricia.” He told her softly, his thumbs still caressing her cheeks. “I love you all, desire you all, but only you are wolf, and only you can make my blood pound as it does now.”


Aricia smiled shyly, liking the sound of his words in her ears. Her hands reached up to pull at his armor and fatigues, fighting to get them off his body. “Then take me Martin.” She gasped, yanking open his pants, her azure blue eyes never leaving his face. “I burn for you my love!”


Martin lowered his face to her throat, and Aricia gasped as he nibbled her skin, his lips and tongue dancing across her flesh, igniting fires throughout her body. She felt his hands move down, his fingers curling around the thin white panties and she gasped against his shoulder as he ripped them away in one powerful tear. Aricia was already wet and her rich sweet coco scent filled Martin’s senses, driving him into his own fever. He brought his fingers up to delicately caress her tanned skin, tracing his fingers along the outsides of her thighs, up the sides of her ribcage and slowly dragging across to her breasts until they lightly pinched Aricia’s engorged nipples. He was staring into her face as she grimaced in powerful unfulfilled desire, her arms wrapping around his powerful shoulders as she thrust her full firm breasts out, crushing them against his half clothed chest, her nipples burning points of heat even through the fabric of his t-shirt.

Martin brushed his lips across hers in a tantalizing promise of what he intended while his fingers dropped to her dripping center. Aricia groaned and shifted her hips forward, giving him better access and pressing her soaked mound against his delving fingers. She gasped as his fingers traced the outside of her aroused labia, lightly skimming the delicate flesh, driving her mad with desire. Aricia’s heart was hammering against her chest so hard she knew he could hear it, the blood pounding in her head as Martin’s fingers slipped inside her, curling upward as they entered her tightness. Her forehead came to rest on his chest as she groaned out her pleasure, her pussy muscles clamping down on his fingers. He stopped moving them as she almost reached her peak, and then the waves that had been building in her belly slowly subsided as he claimed her lips once more, kissing her quite thoroughly until the quivers of her impending explosion subsided. As she breathed deeply, her skin breaking out in sweat, he began again, his fingers curling upward to touch that spot within her. Her eyes were tightly shut, the pounding in her head beginning again, more powerful than before.

“Bas… bastard,” Aricia gasped. “Stop… stop teasing…” She moaned when she felt his thumb press into her fully erect and unprotected clit. 


Aricia saw him smile as he kept plunging his fingers inside her slick pussy, his thumb brushing against her hard clit, stroking side to side, her breathing coming in short uncontrollable gasps now. She felt her legs tighten and she brought them up to curl up along his waist, her fingers entwined behind his neck. The pressure built and built, her belly clenching in sweet pleasure and Aricia felt as if her abdominal muscles would stretch to a breaking point. And then everything did erupt and she threw her head back and cried out softly as she shuddered in the powerful orgasm, her come flooding out of her, soaking his fingers and the edge of the table with her juices. Her neck muscles strained, her eyes rolling into the back of her head and before the quivers of bliss had even subsided she felt Martin grip her ass cheeks tightly and he pulled her forward. 

Aricia didn’t recall when he had removed his pants, or the ridiculous picture it would have made to see his fatigue pants bunched around his knees. All that mattered to her was the rapture of feeling his wonderfully thick twelve inch cock spear her in one fluid motion and slam completely home into her depths. Conscious thought left her then as he moved inside her, his urgent desire and need matching her own in every way. His aura exploded forth and washed over her, heightening the sensations his powerful thrusts made her feel. His strokes became fierce and powerful, his aura hungry for her as she shook in his arms with each delicious plunge into her pussy. She clamped her muscles down on him with each backward motion, causing his eyes to change and his teeth to lengthen in his own lust and desire as he hissed in agonizing pleasure. 


Aricia had just experienced a powerful orgasm by him using his fingers on her, and she already felt the pressure building again deep in her belly.


“More my love,” She gasped against his lips. “Possess… possess me! Fuck… fuck me!” She cried out, using words now she had never used before.  


Martin did just that driving, deeper into her velvet warmth, her words spurring him on. The heat from her clenching pussy was driving him mad with desire, her sweet pungent coco scent overwhelming everything else. He adjusted his thrusts into her wetness, altering the angle slightly, and placing his hands under her thighs lifting her a little. This allowed him to stroke deeper into her hungry pussy, his large balls filled with come, banging against her firm upturned asscheeks as he drove forward again and again. Like Aricia he was lost to the passion now, his hands caressing her satin flesh, his lips dropping to suck hard on her right nipple, drawing a gasp of sensual pleasure and pain from her. His hands moved to hold her hips; his fingers bruising her skin and neither of them cared in the least. Aricia’s long nails dug into the muscles of his shoulders and neck as she hung on for dear life, the pleasure ripping through her more intense than anything they had yet experienced together. His aura was so pure, so powerful, and right now it pulsed and burned only for her, causing her to wither in unabashed delight as it filled every nerve ending of her lush body.

Aricia buried her face in his neck, breathing deeply of his mint scent, feeling his long black hair against her skin, her senses alive like never before. Her own aura glowed with a power she did not know she had, and she felt the waves overwhelming her. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders, her body feeling like it was on fire and then she was leaping off that cliff in a whirlwind of mind blowing ecstasy. Her entire body went rigid within his embrace and she felt him slam into her one final time, his scorching out balls pressed tightly to her ass. His huge cock swelled even larger inside her and then his searing hot come was blasting into her womb with jet like force. The first blast of his seed triggered her own orgasm and she joined his scream of release as her pussy clamped down on his deeply buried shaft and her come flooded from her with a force she had not yet felt.

Aricia bit down on his powerful shoulder muscle, quivering madly as his eruptions into her followed one after the other. She shook in intense orgasms of her own as he unloaded more of his come into her than ever before, his arms wrapped around her body, crushing her to him with almost painful pressure.


It was several minutes before his embraced lessened, and he slowly brought his hands up along her back. She was still quite impaled upon his thick shaft, his orgasm not lessening his immense size within her. She looked at him with wide eyes, feeling his desire for her remain a strong smoldering thing, enveloping her. He kissed her hard, and Aricia felt the fires ignite once more deep within her as she met his tongue with her own in an erotic battle. She felt him stretching her, filling her completely, the heat of his buried cock mixing with her own fires. Their lower bodies were slick with their combined juices and he simply stared at her as their kiss broke; the passion and lust still very evident in his yellow/gold eyes.


“How… how long before we land?” He gasped.


Aricia shook her head and groaned sensually as he flexed his huge cock within her. “I… I don’t care!” She gasped. “I… I want more of you now!” She spoke, her own eyes changed into her azure blue wolf orbs. Aricia saw him smile lustfully exposing his fangs and she groaned as the fire in her belly ignited once more.  


“You… you are very demanding today Little Wolf.” He spoke, clenching his teeth as she moved her hips on him.


Aricia smiled wickedly. “Are you not up to the task my love?” She asked in a low alluring voice.


Martin’s eyes narrowed slightly and he matched her wicked grin. “Let’s find out!”


Aricia screamed out her pleasure as he laid her across the chart table and put her legs on his shoulders. He took hold of her hips and slammed into her completely. Aricia’s eyes rolled into the back of her head once more as Martin showed her just how up to the task he was.
RAPTOR 29


Kenny brought the Raptor around slowly, coming off the base course he had been using since leaving earth’s atmosphere. He had to adjust his course every few minutes to keep EDEN’s sensors from detecting his approach, and now thirteen hours later, the tiring exercise was paying off. He plunged in low over the moon’s surface, well below EDEN’s surface scanners, and eased back on his throttles to a more sedate speed.


“We’re in the pipe Admiral!” He called back into the cargo hold.


Wallace moved forward quickly, wearing the special pressurized suit that they would drop to the moon’s surface in. He settled to one knee next to Kenny. “Any chance they detected us?” He asked.

Kenny shook his head. “Not a chance. I’m guessing they are still pretty new at using our equipment. I can tell you they got partial main power back though. Passive sensors picked up power grid fluxes from five of the eight generators.”


Wallace nodded. “We expected as much. No weapons or sensors?”


Kenny shook his helmeted head, “Nothing that is sweeping and no chirps from the weapons grid either. Maybe they can’t make the reactor work. It is Russian.”


Wallace chuckled. “As much as I would like to agree with you Kenneth, the vampire engineers are well skilled and have enough intelligence on how to install even a Russian reactor in place.”


“It was a long shot.” Kenny spoke with a shrug. “Seven minutes to drop zone. You still want to go in at this altitude. I can get lower.”


Wallace shook his head. “Our plan calls for a one mile drop, and we’ll stick to it. Give us a soft nudge Kenneth.”


Kenny nodded. “Count on it Admiral.” He answered. Wallace started to turn but Kenny stopped him, all seriousness on his face, “For Sparta Admiral.”


Wallace nodded, “For Sparta.” He spoke before moving into the back cargo hold where Anari, Radama and the seven others waited. He looked at them, pride in his eyes. Four of them were Drow warriors like Anari, 
two of Vengal’s Wood Elf Rangers and a human that Dienekes had trained. Martin had informed him of this plan four months ago, and Wallace had been drilling this team since that time. He and Anari knew EDEN, and neither of them had been happy to win back the station from Graham only to lose it. Now was their chance to get it back.
“Remember to follow your beacons once on the surface.” Wallace told them. “The area where we are landing is three kilometers from EDEN’s furthest entry point. Activate your gravity thrusters before leaving your pod, and move as normally as possible. We are undetected and do not need to rush. I do not want dead heroes my friends. If we can not accomplish this mission, Kenny will be on station a short distance away, and we will depart.”
“How many enemy?” The human asked. He was a man of medium height, but very lean and muscular. Dienekes had said he was the best of the scouts he had trained, even better than the few elves in the group.

“We don’t know exact numbers Mical.” Anari replied to his question, “But we have to assume at least two or three thousand by now. This isn’t an assault… our mission is to sneak into the secondary control room, secure it and then use it to transfer all EDEN’s power when the King give us the signal.”

“Don’t worry,” Mical spoke. “I have no desire to tangle with three thousand vampires. Just a certain half vampire,” He stated looking directly at Anari. His green eyes were very direct in what they expressed and this caused Anari’s eyes to widen in surprise.
Wallace chuckled. “The passive scans indicate that the secondary control room is in an area of EDEN that the Alliance is not patrolling on a regular basis.” Wallace told them. “As long as we are cautious and alert we should have no problem infiltrating the base.”

“Three minutes out!” Kenny’s voice came back to them.
Wallace nodded. “Alright… let’s get to our pods and I will see everyone on the surface.”

Anari stepped up to Mical as he began opening his drop pod. “Mical…” She spoke, unsure of what to tell him. Anari had long ago decided not to hide what she was and her rock solid relationship with Hetyon and the now deepening friendship she shared with Lynwe and Selene had only reinforced that. “It would… it would not be wise to seek… to seek a relationship with me.” She said.

“You mean because of Hetyon?” He asked.

Anari nodded. “That is… that is part of it yes. Nothing will ever come between us Mical; we love each other too much.”
“I’m not looking to come between you and her Anari.” He replied, securing a piece of his equipment to his pressure suit, his face calm.

“Mical… I am… I am different.” She said.

Mical looked at her evenly. “If you are referring to the equipment you are packing,” He spoke, seeing Anari’s eyes go wide. “Do you think I would still be standing here talking with you if that mattered to me?”

“You know… you know of…” Anari gasped.

“Anari… I like to consider myself a student of history.” Mical spoke. “I have never agreed with how elves were treated… and you and Hetyon are just about the two hottest female elves I have ever seen. I believe it is the King who says we should not fear the unknown, well I fear quite a bit… but what I don’t fear is you. The interest is there Anari… how you wish to proceed is entirely up to you.”

Mical stepped up into his pod and smiled at her as the hatch slid into place. He pressed a panel on the inside and smiled once more. “See you on the ground.”
Anari nodded slowly, her eyes still wide at what he had just told her, and she watched his pod lower into its recessed launch tube. She shook her head quickly to clear her thoughts and then moved for her pod. If she didn’t know any better, Anari would say another door into her future had just opened, and surprisingly she found herself very willing to step through it.

EDEN

Lynwe turned as Hetyon and Anisa came into the command center and she waved them over next to her. They both wore visitor passes on their shirts and they moved to stand next to her. Hetyon took her hand and squeezed tightly as she kissed her cheek.


“They have just launched.” Lynwe spoke softly, pointing to the large monitor in front of them. “We’ll be able to pick up their internal communications as soon as they deactivate their retro boosters in about twenty seconds.”


Anisa looked around the command center, taking in the silence of the men and women as they waited. There was a mixture of humans and elves, with a smattering of Drow elves in the room at assorted consoles. She saw War Master Tareif standing next to Selene and Treblar, King Anon beside them. Anisa had the distinction of being the first female who was half elf/half Lycavorian in Eden that was carrying a child. She and William had discovered she was pregnant about three months ago, and she was just starting to show signs of that pregnancy. Anisa considered it the most sacred of gifts for her to be carrying this child, and she had done everything right so far. And William, though many considered him a crotchety old Spartan Wolf, doted over her as if she was a cherished treasure.

“Burn through,” A voice called out.


Static was replaced by voices chattering away in calm crisp statements.


“Descending through half a mile,” Wallace’s voice spoke first.


“Watch your spacing,” Anari’s voice echoed in the speakers now.


Lynwe smiled and shook her head looking at Hetyon’s worried face. “She always was the more adventurous of the two of us.” She said.


“Use your horizontal thrusters to maintain proper spacing.” Anari’s voice echoed again.


“Prepare to engage braking thrusters on my mark people.” William spoke, “Three… two… one… mark! Engage braking thrusters!”


The sound pitch coming from the screen changed as they could all hear the powerful thrusters engage in Admiral Wallace’s pod through his com channel, “Looking good people. Adjust course three degree port roll, execute!”

“Mical!” Anari’s voice echoed. “You didn’t execute the roll!”


“Port thrusters are frozen!” Mical’s voice filled the com channel now. “Shit… stand by!”


“Mical… you have to roll three degrees or you’ll end up on the far side of the moon!” Anari’s voice told him, concern in her tone now. “Roll now!”


“Keep your panties on!” Mical replied testily. “God damned machine!”


The sound of metal against metal echoed on the intercom and then the loud noise of firing rockets. They heard an escaping sigh of relief.


“Pod rolling,” Mical’s voice spoke. “Someone want to tell the King that we need to upgrade these damn pods? They’re only six hundred fucking years old!”


The men and women in the control room heard chuckling on the intercom from several different people and then Wallace’s voice spoke. “I’ll be sure to tell him that Mical.” He spoke in reply. “What’s your damage?”


“No damage. I just had to hit the control modulator with the butt of my HK for it to see things my way.” Mical replied. “I’m leaking oxygen… but I’ll be able to set down with no problems and switch to my suit’s air.”

“Are you sure?” Anari asked more concern in her voice.


Lynwe looked at Hetyon when she heard the tone of Anari’s voice. “Who is this Mical?” She asked softly.

Hetyon blushed slightly. “He is a human male that Dienekes has trained. He has shown… he has shown an interest in Anari and me.” She replied.


Lynwe smiled, “Really?” She asked. “And he is human?”

Hetyon nodded. “We did not think anything of it at first, until Dienekes mentioned it to Anari some weeks ago. He continues to try and invite us to dine with him. I don’t believe he knows… I don’t believe he knows in what way Anari is different.”

Lynwe smiled. “If that is all that matters to him, then he is better off left alone.” She said. “Perhaps you and she should pursue this Hetyon.”

“Lynwe… we have… we have you and Selene.” Hetyon replied.

Lynwe nodded and felt her body flush. The four of them had enjoyed many encounters in the last months as friends and lovers, and it only made them that much closer. “And you always will… but if this human male is open to it… then perhaps children could be in your future together with Anari.”

Hetyon looked at her, the expression on her face showing that this was not something she had considered. Mical’s voice filled the intercom then. “Yeah I’ll live. Man I hate machines!” Mical’s voice echoed.


“Ok people cut the chatter!” William’s voice spoke. “Radio silence from here on in until we link up on the ground. Good luck all!”


Lynwe turned fully to Anisa and Hetyon. “It will be perhaps an hour before they link up on the surface and begin movement to EDEN.” She said. “Selene and I will wait with you in the lounge.”


Selene stepped up to them as Lynwe said that and slipped her hand into her lover’s with a smile. “The first phase is finished.” She spoke looking at Lynwe. “Did you invite them?”


Lynwe nodded. “Just before you came over.” She said.


Selene turned back to Hetyon and Anisa. She stepped up to Anisa and took her arm gently. “The Admiral asked that we take extra special care of you.” She said with a warm smile.


Anisa chuckled. “I’m sure.” She said. “Did he give you the menu he has me on?” She laughed.


Selene looked at Lynwe with a broad smile as Lynwe took Hetyon’s hand. “He most certainly did… and Lynwe and I intend to ignore it completely while he is gone.”


Anisa laughed heartily. “Thank the gods.” She said softly. “Is the food good here?”


Selene squeezed her arm as they headed out of the control room. “It has to be better than what he is feeding you.” She said. “What exactly is Asparagus Salad?”


Anisa shook her head. “You don’t want to know.”

“I have them.” The vampire spoke, his eyes taking in Anja and Dysea as they left the Eden Command Center holding hands and climbed into the Hopper. “They are leaving, heading back to your location as usual.”


“Affirmative,” The voice replied in his headset. “Maintain your surveillance for another twenty minutes and then bring our vehicle to the rendezvous.”


“Understood,” The vampire/genome soldier spoke. The vampire soldier set aside his binoculars and pulled the canteen over to take a drink. He was lying on the roof of the fifteen story apartment building six blocks from the command center, giving him an unobstructed view of the front entrance of the Eden Command facility. His keen vampire eyes detected the armored Hopper pull around the front of the building and move slowly to the side where it stopped. “What’s this?” The vampire spoke, setting aside the canteen and retrieving the binos. Even his enhanced vampire vision could not get details from this distance and he needed to use the binos. 

He brought them to his eyes just as the side door of the Hopper slid open and four fully armed Spartans took up positions outside the Hopper, their weapons at the ready, their helmets covering their faces completely except for the gap in the front. He felt the familiar surge in his gut upon seeing them, the small grasp of fear instilled in all vampires, turned or pureblood at the sight of Spartans in full armor.


He adjusted the binos for a clearer picture just as the shimmering white hair poked out of the Hopper and Aihola stepped out, followed quickly by the long raven black hair of the High Elf Queen. The genome vampire felt his stomach lurch even more now, knowing that these two women were not supposed to be in Eden. They were supposed to be Canada being pinned down by one of the vampire super soldier divisions. His heart began to race at what he was seeing as they made their way into the side of the building followed by the stern looking Spartan warrior who was last out of the Hopper.


“Surprised aren’t you!” The voice spoke from behind him.


The genome vampire rolled over and was coming to his feet using his vampire speed, but it didn’t matter. The point of the Nehtes entered his abdomen and plunged completely through his body. The genome vampire’s eyes went wide in agony as he felt the razor like spear head slice through his organs before punching out his lower back. He looked up slowly, his hands holding the shaft of the Nehtes buried in his guts and saw the tall muscular form approach him through clouded eyes. Blood began to seep from between his lips as he recognized Martin when he stopped only two meters away from him.

“I can’t have you telling your friends what’s going on now.” Martin spoke calmly. “That wouldn’t be fair.”


“You’re… you’re supposed to be in Canada.” The vampire spat, blood pouring from between his lips.


Martin nodded his head, his eyes changed to yellow/gold orbs, his fangs protruding from his mouth, the crested helmet hiding all but the four inch gap in the front of his face. He looked especially ferocious staring at one of the men he had known from before the comet.


“How does it feel scumbag?” Martin asked in a low voice. “You… you were a good soldier once… what happened?”


“The Colonel… the Colonel saved us from the disease.” The man spoke slowly, his eyes showing the pain he was in, his hands wrapped tightly around the shaft of the Nehtes, “Had… had to follow him.”


Martin stepped closer grasping the shaft of the Nehtes and twisting slowly, causing the genome vampire to rise up on his tiptoes in an effort to make the pain scorching through his guts go away. “So you became a brutal killer?” Martin asked. “All of you?”


“We… we wanted to live.” The man replied. “I… I know you. You… you won’t kill me. We… we are alike. You… you always were… you always were a bleeding heart!”

Martin smiled from behind his helmet and it was not an exceptionally pleasant smile. He gripped the Nehtes tighter. “You don’t know me.” He growled. “You never did… and you never will.” Martin ripped the Nehtes free of the genome vampire’s guts, the spearhead ripping intestines and pieces of flesh from the man’s body as Martin yanked. “And all of you were sorry excuses for soldiers!” He spat as the genome vampire slumped to the rooftop, half his abdomen open to the air and blood rapidly pooling around his knees. He was losing blood at such a rapid rate his face took on a grayish color and it only grew darker and more wrinkled as he slumped forward to land on his face.


Aricia! He reached out with his mind.


I am waiting for them my love! I have plotted the positions of the other four. I will advise Anja and Dysea when they enter our home. Aricia answered immediately.


Can you handle them Little Wolf?


Martin heard Aricia chuckle softly in his head. We will handle them my love.


I’ll see you there!


Martin collapsed his Nehtes and in a silvery flash of light shifted into his wolf form as he began to run towards the edge of the building. He cleared the side of the rooftop and made the ten meter jump to the next rooftop as easily as if stepping across a bridge. 


The massive black wolf was last seen ducking into the doorway of the emergency stairs leading down to street level.


“I just think we should adjust the medical teams to more suit your command teams.” Anja was explaining to Dysea as they entered their home. “Assigning medics to the command teams is something we should do anyway and…”

Having Dysea arrive two days before had been a godsend for Anja, as she missed Aricia terribly, much more than she thought she would. Dysea’s firm warm body had chased away the loneliness of not having Aricia with her and her wildflower scent and taste was very welcome and exceptionally delicious, but Anja and Aricia had grown far closer. These last weeks together had deepened their relationship to the point they could almost sense each other’s thoughts. Next to Martin, Aricia was the only person Anja truly needed to be with anymore, and she was sure Little Wolf felt the same way. 
The rich smell of coco filled their senses as they entered their home and they both came to abrupt halts. Both knew immediately what it was, their eyes going wide as they saw Aricia come around the corner from the kitchen with a huge smile on her face. Anja’s face lit up and she broke into a small jog, crossing the distance between them in six steps. 

“Aricia!” Anja exclaimed.

Dysea stood to the side with a smile on her face as Anja and Aricia shared a soul deep tongue filled kiss. She didn’t feel left out or neglected, as that was not what their relationship was all about. She loved both Anja and Aricia deeply, but she knew that Isabella was the one she was meant for. It was as if fate had paired Martin’s Queens together; Anja and Aricia, and she and Isabella, yet they all loved Martin more than their own lives. And Dysea knew that Aricia would be the true strength behind Nauta Melme, as she was of his people, and she was becoming stronger as the days passed. Dysea sniffed the air deeply, detecting something odd about Aricia, something just lingering under the overwhelming scent of Nauta Melme all over her. She had been with him recently, and that thought made Dysea yearn for him as well. However there was something different about Aricia now, and she could not place it. Those thoughts were quickly brushed aside as Aricia stepped over to her and embraced her, and their lips came together to share the deep passionate kiss.

After a long moment they parted and Aricia looked at them, reaching out to take Anja’s hand. “Martin is on his way here now.” Aricia told them. “There are four vampire agents, genomes that Moran turned, surrounding the house.” She told them seeing their senses become alert and tense. “We believe they will try to enter the house tonight.”

“How did you enter if they are watching the house now?” Dysea asked.

Aricia smiled. “They are watching the front of the house.” She said, “Not the back. The wolves that Martin allows to come and go as they please in the back helped me. I followed members of their pack into the yard and then waited until I could dash inside.”
“How will Martin get in?” Anja asked.

“He will remain outside until dusk, and when they move on the house he will tell us and we will strike.” Aricia spoke, her cruel smile infectious as she saw Anja and Dysea take on a similar smile as well.


Ladies! Martin’s voice filled their minds.


They had spent the better part of two hours filling each other in on what had transpired over the course of the last few days, until finally they had been content to simply lounge against each other on the large couch. Martin’s deep confident voice brought them to full alertness in a split second.

Martin! They responded almost simultaneously. 


Company is coming to visit my lovely trio, time to lay out the welcome mat. He told them, Genome vampire from the north, one east and one west. I’ll take the asshole at the front door.

Martin did not see them split up inside the house, but he could sense it and he smiled at the precision with which they moved. He could smell their confidence and courage, and the simmering pulse of their auras for him. He grinned sending his own aura back to them in much the same way.


There was a large bay window on the east side of their home, and here the first Genome vampire moved stealthily, using his vampire speed in short bursts and then waiting to insure he was undetected. He reached the window, kneeling down just below the edge and lifting only his eyes to peer in. The room appeared empty, and the shadows would suit him well as he reached up to use the small laser. He attached the suction cup with one hand and proceeded to cut a large section of the window out of the frame, enough for his body to slip in. Using the suction grip he lowered the four by four piece of glass to the ground beside him and then began to inch his body into the opening. He was on his back as he slid through the opening, his silenced sidearm held in one hand across his chest, his vampire eyes searching the darkness in front of him.

“Hi there,” The soft female voice spoke from the side.


The genome’s eyes went wide as his head snapped over to see Dysea standing in the shadows next to him. Her emerald wolf eyes blazed in the shadows and she smiled, showing her vicious looking fangs. In a single blink he was bringing his silenced weapon up, but not quite fast enough as Dysea drove her Nehtes down through his skull between his wide eyes. The spear point exploded from the back of his skull, severing the spinal column and his hand with the silenced weapon twitched once before going limp.


Dysea twisted the Nehtes savagely before ripping it back out of his head insuring he did not get back up. She glanced outside the window before moving like a ghost to the doorway.


Aricia stood to the side of the door on the west side of the house. It opened onto a small patio that had outdoor furniture on it, and she breathed evenly, careful not to let her heart race. Her prey was a vampire, and while their hearing was not as keen as a wolf, they could detect the sound of a pounding heart. Her eyes had changed to wolf azure blue, her fangs protruding from beneath her soft lips as she waited. She could smell the vampire outside the door, and her nose wrinkled slightly. He smelled as if he hadn’t bathed in a week and Aricia knew then he was the most inexperienced of the genome vampires. No experienced soldier would come close to a wolf’s home smelling as he did. She waited, breathing evenly as she watched the doorknob turn slowly, another sign of his inexperience. Martin had installed this old fashioned door in their home for looks mainly. It was made of rich pine and quite sturdy, but it was also a defensive measure. He obviously did not know that this door opened outward, and when Aricia’s hearing detected the soft inaudible click of the door clearing its latch she stepped away from the wall and kicked the door with all her strength.


The hard pine wood door impacted the vampire’s face, instantly crushing his nose as his body sailed back several feet to sprawl on the patio. Aricia was on him before he could recover, stepping into a vicious kick to his head that caused him to see bright stars flash in his cobalt blue eyes as several of his teeth, including his fangs were painfully ripped from his gums. As he rolled over, his hands going to his face screaming in agony, Aricia dropped all one hundred and fifteen pounds of her weight onto the small of his back in a knee drop. She heard his spine snap with a loud crunch as she reached forward and grabbed his jaw and his dirty hair. She yanked his head to the right, nearly tearing his head off with her wolf strength, his neck popping like a gunshot.

Anja was tracking the genome that was making his way into their home through the sliding back door that opened into the yard. He had the door open half way when Aricia’s kick to the side door snapped his head around and made him freeze. Anja was poised to strike instantly, and when the genome made the decision to go help his comrade she struck without mercy. Anja punched her fist through the plate glass window and snatched the genome vampire’s collar before he went two steps. As the glass shattered and began to fall she yanked him into the room savagely, tossing him into the wall with a mighty throw. Anja heard him grunt in pain as she stepped up to him before he could recover and she drove her Nehtes through his chest, imbedding it in the wall he slumped against. His cobalt eyes were open in shock and pain, but nothing except blood poured from between his lips as her thrust had sliced completely through his vampire heart and shredded his lungs as well.

The front door hissed open and Anja turned her head seeing the last genome vampire come rolling into the room his weapon chattering out silenced death. Flame belched from his weapon, and Anja threw herself behind the couch quickly, rolling with all the speed she could muster bullets zipping over her head and impacting the wall and glass behind her. She heard a soft gurgle and came to her knees, the K12 in her hands leveled at the door.

The last genome vampire was looking oddly through his cobalt eyes at the long shaft of the Nehtes that had pierced completely through his thick neck. The spear head had severed his spinal column just below the base of his skull, and all motor functions ceased, his hands dropping to his sides as his weapon clattered to the floor. Anja’s jade green wolf eyes watched him warily as she came slowly to her feet, the K12 never wavering.


“Shoot up my home will you?” The distinctly deep male voice snapped from behind the vampire in the shadows. Anja felt the smile crease her face as Martin stepped inside the doorway, and she could see the blue sirens of Eden’s internal security over his shoulder through the open door.

Martin stepped in front of the vampire and glared at him. The obsidian eyes were already dead and Martin reached out, tearing his Nehtes free of the man’s neck, the body falling to the floor of the hallway. He collapsed the Nehtes and turned slowly, looking at Anja as Aricia and Dysea came from the two sides of the house to stand next to her. Martin stepped further into the house and looked at them.


“Do you realize how much work we’re going to have to do to fix all this shit?” He told them. “I’m a soldier… not a carpenter!”


Anja was the first to reach him and she practically threw herself into his arms, his face plastered with a huge smile as Aricia and Dysea stepped up to him quickly, his aura flooding through all of them with pure unadulterated love.

MOON BASE EDEN

To say the walk across the surface of the moon went well would be a large lie. Wallace was the only one with zero gravity training, and while he had attempted to teach them about it as much as he could, without the proper facilities, it was next to impossible to fully teach. All of the six men and women who had accompanied him were having difficulties right out of the pods. They had landed thankfully within a twenty meter radius, and Wallace was able to keep Anari and Radama from floating away. They had forgotten to activate the gravity thrusters on their suits and almost ended up drifting far up into the stars. Once he had them all situated together, their eyes wide behind their face plates with fear and exhilaration they headed for the base. A thin nylon rope tied them all together, and while Wallace led, Anari brought up the rear.

It was slow going until all of them got their space legs under them and were able to move more fluidly. If they had been seen from a ship it would have been a humorous sight, seven gray clad figures bounce running across the surface of the moon looking like penguins as they waddled along. It was almost ninety minutes before the edge of the base came into view, and all of them were shocked at the size and magnitude of what lay before them. Anari had known EDEN was huge, but she had never seen it from the outside like this and it appeared as if they were staring at a massive city. Wallace guided them forward, very few lights dotting the structure around them, indicating that this area of the base had minimal power reaching it. He led them to a position under the twenty foot high terminal section, the five foot thick steel legs providing support for the structure above them.


“This is one of the secondary landing pads on the east side of the base.” Wallace told them as they huddled underneath the overhang. “It’s the furthest location from the main Command Center.”


Anari’s amber eyes scanned the terminal section above them keenly, looking for any sign of recent use. “There does not seem to be very much power to this section Admiral.” She spoke.


Wallace nodded, is eyes doing the same thing. “They must be restoring main power to the grids in order as they charge up the new reactor.” He replied. “And it appears they are more efficient than we thought. As we crested the ridge back there I saw main power to almost three quarters of the station. That tells me they’ve had the reactor online for at least a day already.”

“They can’t detect us?” Radama asked.


Wallace shook his head. “This base was built in the crater for a reason.” He answered. “Any attack against it would need to come from transports we would detect with our sensors. We never installed ground sensors for the type of operation we’re doing right now.”


Radama looked at him. “I thought you said you had done this before.”


Wallace grinned behind his face plate. “I have… in simulations.”


“You mean…” Mical started.


Wallace nodded. “Congratulations… you are the first seven astronauts to ever conduct a land assault on the moon.”


Anari began to chuckle first and then Wallace heard all of them join with her in some fashion. He smiled to himself knowing they had gotten over the worst part and all of them had remained in control and alert.


“The emergency hatch is over here. Once we get inside… the oxygen might be a little thin. Since power on this end of the base hasn’t been restored fully, the ventilation circulators will only be working at half power.” Wallace told them. “Don’t try to take deep breaths, short controlled breaths work best until you grow accustom to it.” He saw them all nod and he headed for what appeared to be a hatch of some sort. The small panel on the side was blinking green and he opened the cover. There was a small control panel and he entered a seven digit code, the light changing to solid green and no longer blinking. There was a loud grinding noise and then the hatch slid open to reveal a dark interior. He turned back to them. “Remember… don’t take your helmets off until we adjust the internal pressure or you will set off the pressure sensors and they’ll know they have visitors.” Once more he saw the nods and he turned to lead them into the interior.
EDEN


Martin shook hands with Tareif as the others in the command center exchanged embraces and greetings. Eden’s Internal Security had kept a tight lid on the events at their home, and the only information that had been released so far was that an assassination attempt on Anja and Dysea had occurred. 


“I reviewed the defensive plan while I was returning,” Martin told him. “Couldn’t have done it better myself War Master.”


Tareif smiled at his King’s words. “We will be heavily outnumbered if what Tarifa tells me is true sire.”


Martin nodded. “Yeah… well I have some surprises that might cull that number down a bit. It’s coming down to do or die now my friend, and unfortunately I believe it is my fault.”


Tareif shook his head. “It would have come to this sooner or later sire.” He said. “Having you discover your history and position did nothing but make it happen sooner. And I would much rather face these odds with you knowing who you are, and the friends we have made this past year.”


“My men are here?” Martin asked.


“The Spartans are arriving at the alternate airfield and moving into position through tunnels.” Tareif replied with a nod. “They are remaining out of sight in case there are more spies within Eden itself.”


Martin nodded. “Keep them out of sight for now.” He said. “Yuri will undoubtedly think I will not bring Spartans here to fight her for fear of leaving Sparta unprotected. It will be a big surprise when they are seen.”


Tareif looked at him. “Twenty thousand sire? Have you left your city unprotected?”


“Eden is my city as well.” Martin replied. “And no… I haven’t left Sparta unprotected. If Yuri wishes to attack Sparta she is more than welcome too. Sparta has a population of almost half a million men, women and children, three quarters of them ready to fight if necessary. The regular Spartan army isn’t large, only eighty thousand centurions, but unless they hit Sparta with an overwhelming force of vampires the city is in no danger.”


Martin and Tareif turned as Lynwe came up to them, Selene holding tightly to her hand. Martin smiled as he hugged the tall Drow warrior. “Lynwe… it’s good to see you again.” He said.


Lynwe smiled. “We are happy you have finally returned sire.” She said. She looked at Selene and pulled her closer. “Sire… I don’t believe you have ever met Selene.”


Selene stood in front of the tall Spartan King and couldn’t help but shiver. She had not gone through the same schooling as most full vampires and therefore did not have the ingrained fear of pureblood Lycavorians, but looking at Martin, Selene nevertheless felt the fear grip her stomach as his eyes settled on her, dark eyes that seemed to pierce her very soul. Martin reached out and took her hand gently. “It is a pleasure to finally meet Eden’s Chief Secretary.” He spoke.

Selene was stunned at the gentleness and warmth his hands displayed, her blue eyes wide at his words. She glanced at Lynwe quickly and then back to Martin. “Thank… thank you sire.” She stammered.


“I actually brought a book back from Sparta that I think your father will enjoy.” Martin said. “It’s not T.S. Elliott, but it’s a good read nonetheless. As soon as my gear catches up with me I’ll make sure I give it to you.”


“I’m… I’m sure he would enjoy it sire.” Selene replied still somewhat stunned at his reaction to her.


Martin chuckled. “You are surprised at something?”

“I did… I did not expect such…” Selene began to say.


“Acceptance?” Martin asked with a smile.


“Yes Milord.” Selene replied honestly.


Martin chuckled. “Did you think I would hold what happen to you against you Selene?” He asked. “I would not wish on anyone what you have gone through in the last few years, and to see that you are strong and still standing says quite a bit of your character.”


Selene glanced at Lynwe again, this time with smiling eyes. “I have had a rock to lean on Milord.” She said.


Martin nodded. “So you have. And many people have leaned on you lately and for that I thank you.” He said. “Now… we will have to lean on each other. I plan on putting you in charge of the defense of the bunkers.”


Selene looked at him shocked, “Sire?”


“You are a politician Selene, I know that. But you are also a full blooded vampire with certain strengths that others do not. I need you to combine all your skills now, and if things begin to go badly for us, I need you to lead the people out of here.” Martin told her.


“Me sire?” She asked.


Martin nodded. “I know Lynwe has been schooling you to use your vampire skills, and while you have not had to use them yet, I need someone who is strong enough to lead should anything happen to us.”


“Sire… the people follow Tarifa and Aihola and you.” Selene spoke. “They would never follow me.”


Martin grinned. “No?” He asked, “Tareif who exactly is the most popular politician in Eden right now?”


Tareif smiled. “I dare say that most of the conversations at the cafés recently have been in regards to how well Selene has been leading Eden with Tarifa and Aihola out of the city.” He answered. “You may not see it child, but when people look at you, they see the good a vampire can do. Not the vileness that Yuri has wrought.”


“You have been the one to convince over half the elf clans across the world to join our cause according to Tarifa.” Martin said. “They trust your straightforwardness and your candor. By the way, telling the Forest Elves in South America if they did not conform to the future and abolish their slave practices that you would come down there personally with the whole of Eden’s military and wipe their sorry assess off the face of the earth was brilliant!”


Selene looked at him embarrassed. “You know of that?” She asked.


Martin laughed. “Strangely enough Tarifa and I have become like brother and sister. She tells me almost everything. You frightened them so badly that they abolished their slave laws the next day.”


“Your… your people… they hate vampires sire.” Selene said softly. 


Martin nodded slowly. “One day I encourage you to read the history of my people and of Sparta. Among that history you will see that yes the hate runs very deep, among them my father himself, but you will also find that Lycavorians and Spartans are a very forgiving and compassionate species. Our hatred is not all consuming, and over the years it has allowed many vampires to live freely among the Lycavorian people, including one of the High Lord’s own daughters and several million who follow her. I tend to judge people on their actions Selene, and your actions, as well as Lynwe and all those like her have been beyond reproach.”


Selene looked at him for a long moment before a small smile crossed her face. “You honor me with your words my King.” She said.


“And you honor Eden and all those who live here with your actions.” He told her.


“I will do as you ask sire.” Selene spoke confidently. “I will not fail you or the people of Eden.”


Martin nodded. “I know you won’t.” He said. “We’re going to have a full meeting in several hours for all ranking officers and Council Elders. Yuri is going to move rather quickly when she discovers what has happened. We need to be prepared.”


The monitor in the main room came alive then and Tareif touched Martin’s arm. “Sire… we are getting the feed from Admiral Wallace again.”


“I’ll see you both in a few hours.” Martin said quickly, turning to follow Tareif into the main communications room.


Lynwe squeezed Selene’s hands and pulled her into an embrace. “I told you.” She said.


Selene relished in the feelings of Lynwe’s strong arms around her and slid her owns arms around her Drow Mistress and lover’s waist. “We have much to do Lynwe.” She said.

Lynwe nodded. “Yes we do.”


“We are secure for now.” Wallace reported.


Martin and Tareif stood near the middle of the room looking at the monitor. Eden techs were at their stations and staying busy. The men and women in this room held the highest clearances of anyone in Eden, nearly all of them elves. That was only because they had helped to establish and build this center, not for any other reason. As more people were needed to run the massive control center, everyone was treated equally and vetted before being allowed into the Command Center. Anisa stood with Hetyon off to one side watching the monitor.


“No problems getting in?” Martin asked.


“None sire.” Wallace replied.


Martin sighed. “Admiral how many times do I have to tell you…”


“I am a Spartan sire.” Wallace cut him off. “You are my King. You could tell me until you are blue in the face, but it will change nothing.”


Martin shook his head with a smile, “Very well. What’s your plan?”


“Mical is running feeds into the main conduits now with Radama.” Wallace answered. “We’ve been able to remotely tap into the security feeds. Most of the humans that were left here when we departed are being held in one section, roughly about two thousand of them. I’ve seen the Drow elf Marcus… he has taken over my old office. Anari estimates there are about seventeen hundred vampire troops on the station. Most of them are billeted in the eastern living section. Surprisingly there are not many patrols through the corridors.”

“What about the troops?” Martin asked.


Wallace shrugged. “They are relaxed and unaware.” He replied. “We’ve been monitoring the security feeds for nearly two hours now, and have only seen a dozen or so leave that section. The reactor plant they brought is operating at seventy-two percent output, but there are power fluctuations in many of the grids. They are attempting to fix them as they find them, but the core output has not changed in eighteen hours if our readings are correct.” Wallace’s face changed. “Milord… there is something you should see.” Martin watched him turn to someone off the screen and then the picture changed but his voice remained. “We discovered this when we first tapped into the feeds.”


The image was dark, but there was no mistaking the bodies that lined the room very haphazardly, all of them obviously dead, their skin gray in color and shriveled up. Martin heard several gasps from the men and women in the command center at the hideous scene.


“How many are there?” Martin asked softly.


“It appears at least fifty or sixty in this room alone sire.” Wallace answered. “We have not yet been able to tap into the internal sensors to get a reading on lifesigns. There could be more of these rooms.” 

Martin nodded. “They’re using them as food.” He spoke his deep voice full of barely controlled hatred and rage. “Do you have any video into the living sections where the civilians are being kept?”


Wallace shook his head, “Not as of yet.” He answered. “We’re working on it however. I am proceeding slowly so as not to have all the systems flutter within minutes of each other as we tap them.”


Martin nodded and took a deep breath. He felt the hand on his arm and turned to see Aihola next to him. “I may only be half vampire Martin,” She spoke softly. “But even I can feel the rage you are projecting outward.”


Martin held her gaze for a few more seconds and nodded again. “Admiral you will proceed at your discretion.” He said finally. “I am ordering you to avoid any and all contact with Marcus or anyone else on that station. Set up your remote consoles and be prepared to shunt all station control to your location.”


Wallace nodded. “Understood Milord, and I will pass the word to my team. After what we have seen, no one wants to get captured up here.”


“Plot as much as you are able where the vampires go, what they do and where they gather.” Martin spoke. “When our people arrive, I’m going to have them vent those sections and let those shit sorry bastards freeze to death in space.”

Wallace nodded his approval. “I will attempt to get that information to you as soon as possible sire.”


“This channel will remain open and secure for your reports only Admiral.” Martin spoke. “It’s a low band microwave transmission set. Leave your receiver deployed and you’ll be connected immediately.”


Wallace nodded and turned his head slightly, his eyes going to where Anisa stood. Her face lit up when she saw him. “Nya Cundu.” She spoke and everyone saw the gentle smile that split Wallace’s face.


“You are well my wife?” He asked. 


Anisa smiled and nodded her head, her hand going down to rub her abdomen. William had married her in a traditional elfin ceremony shortly after they returned to earth, and they promised to have a Spartan wedding when the battle was won. “I am well husband.” She spoke. “He is already starting to kick William.”


Wallace chuckled, “Half Spartan, half elf. It surprises me that he is not busting to come into our world now.” His eyes gazed at Anisa lovingly and he nodded. “I will see you soon my wife. Do not fear. Hetyon… I will have Anari contact you as soon as she returns with Radama.”

Hetyon smiled and nodded. “Thank you.”


Wallace turned back to Martin. “Sire… I will report again in six hours on our progress.”


“Cover your six Admiral.” Martin spoke.


Wallace nodded. “Always sire.”

ALLIANCE SPACEPORT

CALIFORNIA ISLAND


“All Alliance units are signaling they are ready to depart their individual staging areas Commander.” The vampire major reported to Moran as he made his way in to the Spaceport’s command center.


“And the High Coven Rapid transport?” Moran asked.


“It is moving to the southern docking pylon now.” The man reported. 


Moran nodded. The transmission had come in only an hour before from the Vampire High Coven Rapid Transport. It had entered the system undetected except for the sensors on the spaceport. To Moran’s knowledge neither Sparta nor Eden had the ability to track anything outside the atmosphere, and definitely not throughout earth’s entire system. He had been studying the configurations and types of ships that the VHC had, and to say he was impressed was an understatement. He had seen the multitude of science fiction shows growing up as a genome, and the starships depicted on those shows and in the movies. EDEN and the Raptors had been the extent of the technological advances for the United States in 2068 when the comet came, but he had no doubts given time that would have changed. Now seeing that such things were very real made Moran excited as a virgin about to pop his first cherry.


The realization of who was on the transport sobered him up immediately. Yuri had gone to meet the Immortal Captain of her father’s personal guard Cha’talla. He was the man that would now protect Yuri, and watch him to see if he was fit enough to be Yuri’s concubine. Moran shook his head. Fuck him, he thought, I’m not going to second guess myself because of some vampire idiot of his wife’s father.


Moran nodded to himself making his decision. “Order all units to move from their Lines of Departure and close on Eden. Xerxes gets here in thirty-six hours and I want Eden to be well on the way to being wiped out when he arrives!”


“Transmitting the departure order Commander!”


“What’s the status on Colonel Nestor’s division?” Moran asked.


“Colonel Morelli is only three hours from linking up with Colonel Nestor’s forward elements.”


“Good! Someone find out why our assassination team hasn’t reported in yet!” Moran snapped. “Bring all defenses online here and prepare for air and land bombardment. I want to be ready for anything.”


Moran smiled as his men and women leaped for their stations to pass the orders.


The senior Captain of Immortals Guard bowed his head deeply to Yuri, his glittering obsidian eyes downcast in reverence and respect.


“It is a distinct pleasure to see you once more majesty.” He spoke. His voice was deep and hollow.


Yuri looked at him with small smile. “Cha’talla you have not changed.” She spoke, “Still the finest actor of any Immortals Guard that I have known.”


The Immortals Captain lifted his head and stood up to his full six foot five height. He tossed back the hood of the cloak he wore and stared at her. His dirty gray skin was pulled taunt across his face, highlighting a powerful jaw and abnormally thick and ridged cheekbones. His obsidian eyes were sunken into his thick brow bone, no hair on his face in the least. His vampire teeth were fully extended as they always were, his body thickly muscled and devoid of any body fat in the least. His hands were large and ended in sharp claws, small barbed teeth on the outside of his palms. His head was entirely bald, the skin here also withered and pulled taunt. His flattened nose took up a large portion of the center of his face, and finished the frightening visage that all Immortals were.

Taken from their home world of Cu’Akrux II at age five and inducted into servitude of the Vampire High Coven, the Immortals were well known throughout the galaxy as the High Coven’s most elite and vicious soldiers. Their world had been among the very first to be conquered by Veldruk and his forces nearly twelve thousand years ago, and to keep their people from being wiped out, the Akruxian High Priest had sworn his people to eternal servitude to Veldruk and the vampires. It had been one of the High Lords wisest decisions yet, as over the millennia all forms of resistance had been bred out of the Akruxian people, and they now served willingly and without question. Cha’talla was the leader of his own tribe, and had served as the High Lord’s right hand for nearly thirteen centuries now. 


Cha’talla bowed his head slightly. “And you have not changed either I see majesty.” He spoke.


“How soon before Xerxes arrives?” Yuri asked pointedly.


“I do not serve Xerxes Princess.” Cha’talla answered. “I serve your father. It is he who has sent me to this misbegotten planet to keep you from butchering your brother.” He finished his statement with a slight curl of his lips.


Yuri laughed. “I will have no need to butcher Xerxes at the rate he is going.” She spoke. 


Cha’talla nodded. “This is what I hear as well.” He said.


“Tell me Cha’talla… has my father also sent you here to kill my chosen concubine?” She asked confidently. “And do not lie to me Captain of the Immortals or I will string your body in the sun and let the insects feed on your entrails while you cook!”


“I was given no such instructions by your father Princess.” He spoke rapidly. 


“And when did my father decide to send you here Cha’talla?” Yuri asked.


“When he read your report that the descendant of Leonidas you had been tracking before the comet had somehow survived and was now on earth once more.” Cha’talla answered. “He sent me to Xerxes Task Force and then ultimately on to you when it was reported that this was the son of Leonidas. His instructions were to assist you in any way and to study the one you have chosen as your concubine.”


“To study him,” Yuri asked. “Why would my father send you for such a task? He has many other more qualified individuals in the art of studying people.”


Cha’talla shrugged. “I do not question your father’s will Princess. Perhaps it is because you say this man is a warrior. I would like to think I am qualified to study that.”


Yuri studied him for a long moment. “Yes I suppose that is true.” She said finally.

“I would also observe that in your lifetime you have never taken a concubine, and you have shunned the Purebloods in your father’s service. I believe your father is interested in the man who has claimed the affection of his daughter and the High Guard Commander.” Cha’talla continued.

“Have you seen the Pureblood my father wishes me to take as a husband?” Yuri asked disgust in her voice.

Cha’talla nodded. “I have Princess.”

“And what do you think?”

“I think he is the reason you have remained away form your home for so long.” Cha’talla answered. “But I have a feeling that may change now.”

Yuri grinned. “You may be right Cha’talla. You may be right. First we need to defeat that dog Leonidas. This man’s father and the Lycavorians who stood with him are responsible for the deaths of more Immortals then were lost in all the conflicts since that day.” Yuri spoke.


Cha’talla nodded. “I am well aware of this history Princess. My own father was killed that day.”


Yuri paused for a moment. “Forgive me Cha’talla; that is not something I was aware of.”


“Few outside of your father and Xerxes are Princess.” He replied. “And you need not ask my forgiveness for anything. I exist only to serve your father.”

“And what are your feelings towards Leonidas as Captain of the Immortals?” Yuri asked.


Cha’talla looked at her. “If you are asking me if I wish to run out and butcher this son of Leonidas, the answer is no.” He answered evenly. “There were many sons, brothers and fathers that were lost that day, including his own.”


“You seem very nonchalant about that fact Cha’talla, and that makes me wonder why.” Yuri said.


Cha’talla nodded slowly. “Perhaps it seems that way Princess… but that is only how it seems.”


Yuri took a deep breath and nodded. “Very well… follow me to the command center, my concubine has already begun the battle plan we have put in place.”


Cha’talla looked surprised. “You allow him to command?”


Yuri smiled. “I allow him to do many things.” She replied. “Simply because he does them better then most of the pompous military fools who dot my father’s court looking to curry his favor. I think you will discover that Robert is superior to many of them.”


Cha’talla grinned flashing his vampire teeth. “I see your distaste for your father’s court has not lessened any in your years away.”


Yuri chuckled as they turned to walk. “No… if anything it has gotten that much more pronounced.”


“That is good Princess. Softness breeds mistakes. I trust your concubine is not soft Princess.” Cha’talla said.


Yuri shook her head with a smile, her thoughts drifting to their times together. “No Cha’talla, he is not soft in any way.”

REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

XERXES FLAGSHIP

WING OF DEATH


The white haired High Coven Admiral of the Fleet sat in the command chair on the bridge of his massive star ship silently fuming to himself. The WING OF DEATH was the newest and most advanced ship in the High Coven fleet; nearly three thousand meters long with ten squadrons of the newest VHC RIPTIDE-Class fighter and the ability to bring a planet to its knees with its bombardment capacity. He had worked long and hard over the course of the last four thousand years to obtain this position and now the idiot son of the High Lord was throwing it all away he fumed as he lowered the data pad with the newest information from the fleet that was doing its very best to keep up with his ship.

Fleet Admiral Malachi Dupree was nearly eleven thousand years old, one of the oldest Pureblood vampires, and at the moment the most worried man in Xerxes’s Task Force. He turned slightly as his second in command stepped up to his chair, a downtrodden look on his face.


“Admiral I…” The man began to speak.


Dupree came to his feet, “In my port quarters Captain!” 

Dupree spoke firmly without pausing to look at the man as he marched across the bridge and down a small flight of stairs. A small door slid aside to admit him and he entered the medium sized office in four easy strides, going directly to the refreshment dispenser on the wall. He touched the panel and a small light appeared over the top of the panel before he spoke again.
“One bottle of Aldebaran whiskey and two glasses,” He spoke watching as the interior of the dispenser flared briefly and the clear glass door slid open. He reached inside the dispenser and took out the bottle with brownish fluid and two short glasses. He moved back to his desk and poured the whiskey into the glasses, offering one to his second officer without turning. “Take it Zachariah, and sit down.” He spoke. “I have a feeling we will need much more than this before we are done.”

The younger man took the whiskey from him and watched as the Admiral he had followed for three hundred years moved around the small desk and settled into the high backed chair while pouring another glass full of the whiskey. He waited for his second in command to take the chair opposite the desk.

“How many more have we lost?” Dupree asked.

Captain Zachariah Solomon set the data pad on his Admiral’s desk, “Another four since the last gate.” He answered. “Seven more ships report their LSDs can not sustain another jump without burning out all of their power conduits and having to resort to sub-light engines for the remainder of the trip.”
Dupree shook his head. “I had held out hope that more would make it, but we have left nearly fifty ships without LSD drives in this mad dash. They will now take months to get to the nearest Supply depot that can replace their cores.” He downed the glass of whiskey in one gulp and slammed the glass on the desk top. “We have three more jumps to make in the next twenty-four hours to reach our destination. How many will make it Zachariah?”

“We will arrive in earth orbit with just under a hundred ships Admiral.” The officer replied. “That still gives us well over sixty thousand troops to put on the surface, not to mention twenty-six squadrons of fighters. Surely that is enough to subdue Leonidas’s son and those few elves that fight beside him.”

Dupree looked at the young man before leaning forward and pouring another glass of the whiskey. The most rewarding thing for Dupree about being a vampire was that he was immortal and he could not get drunk. No matter how much he drank, and that had increased quite a bit since Xerxes had come aboard two years ago, he could not get drunk. And he thoroughly enjoyed the distinct taste of the Aldebaran whiskey. “Did you study your history at the academy Zachariah?” He asked sitting back once more.
“Of course Admiral,” The younger man replied.

“And how long have you been my deputy?”

“Three hundred and nine years sir,” Solomon answered.

Dupree nodded. “Then you of all people should know that the unknown is the most dangerous adversary, for that is what I have taught you this entire time.”

“Sir?” He asked confused.

“You read the same reports as I do Zachariah. You know as well as I that the Lycavorian Home Guard Fleet left Apo Prime roughly the same time we left Pricot Four.” Dupree spoke.

The younger man nodded. “Yes sir… but only one Fleet Group from their Home Guard departed sir.”

“Yes, the one under command of Admiral Ceneu.” Dupree spoke, “Their most brutally experienced and efficient commander. Not to mention the entire Shock Division of Spartans that loaded onto transports before they departed Apo Prime.” He took a sip of his drink. “Not only has this Fleet Group vanished from any known space corridors, it has nineteen of their new VANGUARD-Class Heavy cruisers assigned to it.”

“Admiral… it is impossible for the Lycavorians to reach earth first.” Zachariah said. “We were six thousand light years closer.”
“I have come to the point in my life where I believe nothing is impossible Zach.” He spoke using the short version of his second’s name in a show of affection and concern. “Prince Xerxes races to kill the son of a man that marked him three thousand years ago. In the process he is forcing us to leave behind dozens of experienced ships and captains because we are pressing our vessels beyond normal means.”
Zachariah nodded. “That is true sir, but even with the Gate technology that they stole from us they would still not be able to reach earth in time to make any difference.”

“Are you willing to stake your life and career on that?” Dupree asked. “I have fought them for the better part of a thousand years, and I will not make the mistake of underestimating them. They do not surrender; they fight until the last man is left alive, taking as many of our kind with them as they can. We have more ships, while theirs can withstand more damage and still fight. Everything about them is stubborn and hard. And now that they have discovered the son and grandson of their two most cherished Kings still lives, I believe they will do everything within their power to get to him first.”
Zachariah sat in the chair silently for a long moment contemplating what his Admiral was saying. Finally he lifted the glass of whiskey and with mildly quivering hands he downed the entire glass. “We will be leaping into a system with half expended magazines, worn fighter pilots, and LSD drives that perhaps will not allow us to jump back out.” He said softly.

Dupree nodded. “Yes we will.” He spoke in reply sitting forward once more. “So this is what I want you to do.” He pushed aside the glass of whiskey. “The moment we jump into the system, divide the remaining ships into two sections. We will send all of Xerxes troops down to the surface in one wave. Cram them into whatever will fly, I don’t care, but get them and him off our ships. One section will cover those transports while the other readies for battle. Initiate immediate repairs if needed on all LSD drives to allow for at least one emergency jump and issue them these coordinates.” He slid the data pad across his desk.
Zach looked at him. “We will abandon Prince Xerxes to… to that animal?” He asked shocked.

“That animal you refer to Captain Solomon is the last vestige of the Lycavorian Royal family. Every member of the Lycavorian Union will throw themselves into an erupting sun to save him. You did not know the Lycavorian King Resumar Zachariah, I however did, and that man could inspire a rock to fight to the death for him. His grandson has this same trait. You do not remember King Leonidas on earth… I however do. He led his Lycavorian Spartans against Xerxes, and if not for the betrayal of one man, he would have killed far more of our kind then he did. It was Leonidas who built the Spartans into who the human historians remember them to be. His men followed not because of some oath of service or blind loyalty, they followed him because of who he was. And now his son exhibits these same traits.” He shook his head.

 Xerxes…” Dupree snorted in a disgusted manner. “Xerxes doesn’t stand a chance against this man, and the High Lord will not lose his daughter and High Guard commander because of some personal vendetta his deranged son still carries. He will not lose the secret of our new genetically engineered soldiers to his son’s childish rants. These are his orders as much as they are mine.”
Zachariah looked at the pad and nodded. “I will give the orders Admiral.”

“Xerxes may win… though the High Lord does not believe so.” Dupree spoke. “The question remains is how badly will we hurt the Lycavorians before we need to retreat. And I intend to hurt them as much as I possibly can. If nothing else I will lay waste to that planet before I order a retreat.”

Zachariah got to his feet. “I assume these orders are to be transmitted without the knowledge of Prince Xerxes.”

Dupree nodded. “You assume correctly Captain.”

“I need to coordinate for the next jump anyway sir, with your permission I will begin that immediately.” Zach asked.

Dupree nodded. “You have my permission Captain.” He spoke.

EDEN


Tareif stood alone in the command center contemplating everything that had happened in the last year. The Alliance attempts at controlling his mind and his actions, discovering that vampires and werewolves did indeed exist, and now his oldest daughter was one of the Ngauros   he had read to her about when she was a child. She was the mate to another such creature, a man he now proudly regarded as a member of his own family, for he had honored elf tradition and taken Tarifa in a very traditional marriage ceremony only two months earlier. That ceremony had been very quiet and reserved with only his family and close friends attending. The fact that his daughter was the submissive lover of the Drow Queen still caused his head to shake, as well as the fact that Aihola was also the mate to the same man as his daughter.

Werewolves and vampires, Tareif thought with a bemused grin, how did such things ever escape him?


The Elf High King was a man he once exiled from Mountain City, and also the King to billions of other species across the universe. A shock to all of them, but most of all to the exceptionally lethal young man who had done what no one before him ever had. He had united nearly thirty-one elf clans across the globe and more were coming over to their side every day. It appears the Holy One had ingrained in his people the desire to follow this man and had not even known it, for the truth had come as a surprise to even him. Tareif had read human history many times, and after discovering who Martin truly was he had gone back and read that same history again, mainly about the Spartans and King Leonidas, Martin’s father. Even three thousand years ago werewolves had existed in history, amazing as that seemed, and then to discover that they were not even from this planet they called earth. 

Tareif glanced into the small conference room where several couches had been brought. His eyes settled on the young man who was stretched out on the floor, his back against one of the couches. His head was lolled back against the couch, his lips parted slightly as he slept. It was a simply amusing sight, as nestled under his arms and tucked between his long legs were the figures of the three who were his queens. The Wood Elf Dysea’s face was snuggled against his exposed throat under one arm, the raven haired Lycavorian female Aricia under his other arm, her face pressed against his chest. Lying between his legs with her head against his abdomen was the red haired female who was actually not even human herself.


Amusing until you considered that in that room, sleeping the sleep of the exhausted, were perhaps the four deadliest individuals that Tareif had ever come across in his nearly four hundred and fifty years of life. And they were the four people who right now carried the weight of an entire planet on their shoulders. 


He detected motion to his side and turned, seeing Lynwe approaching with two large mugs of coffee in her hands. He smiled as she held one out for him and he took it gratefully. Standing beside him was a full blooded Drow vampire, a woman who not only could drink blood, but had the equipment of a man between her legs. Tareif had to admit however, that whatever her clothes hid, she was still an exquisitely attractive female, and over these last months had become his shadow, learning all she could from him in the art of war. And a dedicated student she was, and completely loyal to Eden and the life she now held so dear with Selene and the friends she had made.

Lynwe’s amber eyes glittered in the dim light of the room as she looked at Tareif. “What are you thinking War Master?” She asked.


Tareif smiled. “I’m thinking about everything that has happened in the last year, and how we came to be where we are now.”


“And what do you think about all that?” Lynwe asked for him to continue.


“We stand on the cusp of a war we all knew was coming.” Tareif said softly, “But I don’t think any of us believed we could win until he came to us.” He motioned into the conference room where Martin slept.


“Do you think we can win War Master?” Lynwe asked.


Tareif met her eyes. “We will lose many Lynwe… those that we love… those that we know… friends and family. War does not discriminate.”


Lynwe nodded in agreement. “No it does not.” She said softly. “I only need to think of the hope he has brought to me… to us.” She spoke looking at Martin through the glass. “We have the best chance now to finally throw off the yoke of oppression and begin to live as we were meant to. And he gave that to us even before he discovered who he truly was.”


Tareif sipped his tea. “That he did.” He said in agreement.


“He is taking the bulk of the southern front on his shoulders with just his Spartans.” Lynwe said softly. “He could just as easily have placed elves or humans there, but he will stand there beside his queens and defend what is his as King. I ask again Tareif, do you think we can win?”


“We do not know if his people will reach us in time, and even with the vampire division that defected we will be outnumbered nearly twenty to one.” Tareif spoke. “Do I think we can win? I have every intention of fighting this battle with that goal in mind Lynwe.”


Lynwe smiled and nodded, “As do we all.”


They both turned to see the sun begin to rise on the monitors as the cameras on the outside of the building recorded the event. The chatter on one of the communication consoles drew Tareif’s attention and he saw the communications tech press his implant tighter against his ear. He saw him nod and turn quickly his eyes searching until they settled on Tareif. 


“War Master… we’re receiving a priority transmission from Far Eyes.” He spoke referring to the scouts Eden had sent out many weeks ago to establish surveillance of the main Alliance cities nearest the borders. “They’re reporting that the Alliance is rolling full out from New Memphis and New St. Louis, armor and troops.”


Tareif nodded and looked at the man. “Order them to pull back to prearranged positions and await further orders.” He turned to Lynwe. “Wake the King Lynwe… it is beginning.”

CANADA


Colonel Donovan Nestor, superior vampire clone, husband and soon to be father watched the screen in his command APC with evil intent. No longer would he allow those he led to suffer the demands of their superiors. No longer would he allow his men to be the pawns in a greater scheme to destroy the very thing he had worked the last two years for. He had arrayed his entire division along Route Ten, an ambush box of some twenty miles long and ten miles deep. To the east where his Brigade was situated, his mobile artillery guns waited for his order. To the west and south east the guns of his other two brigades stood ready, to the north… the battery of twelve MLRS 300IIs that his King had left him.

His King Nestor thought.


The Lycavorian King he and his men had been sent to kill, the man they had been bred to fear, they man they would now die for. And Donovan Nestor had no intention of letting that man down in any way.


“Report!” Nestor snapped.


“Colonel they are driving all out! Hoppers, tanks, APCs! Hatches open and canvas flaps tied up.” The man on the radio spoke. “That’s it sir! The last screening elements are in the kill box!”


Nestor got slowly to his feet. Martin, his King, had promised him the opening volley in this war they were about to initiate, and he had been true to his word. Nestor touched the panel on the console just under the large holographic screen.

“This is Colonel Nestor to all artillery batteries! We begin this war now men! And we will either emerge triumphant or dead! Weapons free! All artillery you may commence firing! Fire!”

