CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
CANADA

ROUTE TEN

To say it was a spectacular sight would be a gross understatement.


Colonel Nikolai Morelli held onto the windshield of his armored Hopper as it skidded to a halt and he watched the clouds of smoke rise in the distance to his front. His tanks and APCs ground to a stop behind him in the six mile long convoy of armor and men. As he stepped from his Hopper his eyes wide, he had the sudden sinking feeling in his stomach that he was not going to live much more than a few minutes.


Ninety seconds actually.


The MLRS 300II battery went first, twelve rockets from each of the twelve launchers, rippling out less than a second apart, the flame from their rocket motors lighting up the entire area around the rear of the of the launchers, smoke billowing around each mobile unit until it was obscured behind a wall of white so thick no portion of the vehicle could be seen, and it reached for a quarter mile into the early morning sky. Along a twenty mile line on either side of Route Ten the deep low booming of over two hundred heavy artillery pieces rolled across the landscape ten seconds later. Nine batteries of twenty-four Alliance 200mm self-propelled guns erupted within the space of five seconds, hurling two hundred and sixteen, hundred pound shells through the dawn sky.

Morelli could only stand there and look skyward at his impending doom. Many of his division were paralyzed, never having been on the receiving end of heavy artillery. Some vampire soldiers panicked and leaped from their Hoppers or tanks and started sprinting for the hills on both sides of the four mile wide interstate in the hopes of outrunning the killing barrage. Even with their vampire speed, most would not make it to the treeline.


The rocket motors burned out as they reached their apogee and tipped over. At a thousand feet above the battlefield a timer blew open the nosecone of the rockets and released 500 small submunitions, each weighing only a pound. Developed in the early 21st century these small sub munitions were a shaped charge of C-9 explosive and small rocket motors of their own with enough force to punch through six inches of any known armor in the world. Since the armor on any tank is thinnest on the top, the munitions were considered the most lethal ever developed. Nikolai Morelli could only stare as the early morning sun was blotted from the sky by 72,000 dark spots that fell to a height of five hundred feet and then activated their own rocket motors, driving the sub munitions straight down at a thousand miles an hour. It appeared from a distance like a fireworks display and the sounds of non stop popping across the sky. Each submunition had a kill radius of three meters to be accurate, and in most cases accurate meant straight down. The tanks and APCs began to explode as the submunitions found their targets and exploded. They would send a superheated dart of titanium down through the tops of the armored vehicles, pushing melted steel in front of it and punching into the crew compartments shredding flesh and steel with little regard. The lightly armored Hoppers received the worst of it as their armor was designed to stop only small arms fire, not titanium darts traveling at supersonic speeds. The engine compartments on many of the vehicles were pierced, the fuel igniting and adding to the conflagration. Oily black smoke began to billow into the sky as screams began to erupt from the Hoppers and APCs as vampire super soldiers, genetically engineered to be superior in every way were ripped asunder with ease.

Directly on the heels of the MLRS volley, came the two hundred and sixteen 200mm shells. A mixture of High Explosive Anti Personnel shells that exploded only ten meters above the battlefield sending of hundreds of one inch long flechettes in an expanding arc that shredded flesh and impact fused hard target shells that began to rip the earth into great heaving chunks as they landed in and around the tanks and APCs. Vampire bodies could be seen flying like ragdolls through the morning air, some missing body parts, but all of them screaming out their dying words.


Colonel Nikolai Morelli did not see any of this occur as a single submunition from one of the MLRS rockets had ignited directly over him and propelled its titanium dart at a thousand miles an hour straight down through his skull, his chest cavity and exiting out his calf into the ground below. His body fell away severed into two pieces.

Donovan Nestor watched all this from his command APC from three miles away, with wide eyes. He had never seen such devastation in his life, never seen the destruction his guns could wrought on a mass scale; at least not until now. He slammed his hand onto the control console beneath the huge monitor, “Nestor to all batteries! Shift positions! Target the blood trucks and fire!”


His order, while prudent, was unnecessary. The Eden MLRS battery, manned by a mix of elf and human soldiers and commanded by a former Wood Elf Ranger, had begun shifting their location the moment the last rocket had cleared its launcher. The twelve mobile launchers were speeding to their secondary positions even as Nestor was issuing his order. The mobile gun crews of his vampire division had begun reloading their huge artillery pieces as the drivers tore through the light timber heading for their next firing positions.


Three minutes after Nestor issued his shift order, another volley was launched down range at Morelli’s division, and three more would follow every three minutes before Nestor sent in his tanks and APCs to complete the massacre.


The first battle in the war for earth had been fought and won in brutal, efficient and spectacular fashion by full blooded super vampires in service to their adopted Lycavorian King. Three hours later that same division was racing south at full speed, leaving behind them the blackened and shattered remains of nearly forty thousand of their vampire brethren, and the twisted hulks of metal and steel that had carried them.
EDEN

Martin stood silently beside Tareif watching the holographic map chart as it was updated every thirty seconds. Humans and elves were dashing back and forth across the command center shouting out instructions to others or carrying updated data pads. The map chart was showing the massive force bearing down on them from four different directions and spread out over nearly a hundred miles. The main forces were already across the Mississippi River and barreling west as fast as roads would allow, the leading edges of the four main thrusts just now reaching into the Wastes.


“Two columns from the south and two columns from the north,” Tareif spoke. “If they continue at the speed they seem to be holding, they will cross the Wastes in a day and reach the border of old Utah.”


Martin nodded. “And then the southern columns will separate and cut north.” He spoke, “While the northern columns come across Interstate 70.”


Tareif nodded. “It is the clearest and most even route sire. They could maintain a steady speed of roughly sixty to seventy kilometers per hour.”


“Any signs of air support?” Martin asked.


Tareif shook his head. “Nothing yet except scattered sightings of their heavy transports. The Raptors they do have, they must be keeping in hiding.”


“They’re waiting for us to hit them with our aircraft first.” Martin said. “Then they’ll ambush our Raptors on the return flight. Follow them right in and hope to land or at least get past the shield.”


Tareif looked at him, “Sire?”


Martin nodded. “It’s what I would do.” He said. “The Iranians attempted a similar move during the Invasion of Iran in 2063. They sent a flight of their best pilots in allied planes right on the tail end of an allied air strike. They followed them all the way back to the allied air field.”

“Did they succeed sire?” Tareif asked.


Martin shook his head. “They got to within six miles of the airfield, just as the last planes were landing. They had squawked friendly IFF signals the entire trip. The entire command and control ADHOC was at this airfield. If a very alert sergeant hadn’t spotted that the friendly insignia was in the wrong spots on the planes, they would have taken out the commanders for six allied divisions.”

Tareif shook his head. “You were blessed that day.” He spoke.


“We got lucky.” Martin said. “Get Ben in here, I got something I want to run by him. Where are Tarifa and Aihola?”


“We’re here Martin.” Tarifa’s voice carried to them as she and Aihola came into the command center, Dekton four steps behind them. 


Martin smiled as the first thing he detected was Dekton’s scent saturating both of their bodies heavily. That and the fact that both Tarifa and Aihola looked a little more unkempt than usual, their hair not perfectly in place, told Martin they had spent a wild night with their mate. He quickly put that out of his mind as they stopped in front of him.


“They’ve almost reached the triggering locations.” He told them softly.


Tarifa and Aihola both reached under their body armor and pulled out the firing keys he had given to them months ago. “We are ready.” Aihola spoke.


“I… I truly do not want to do this.” Martin said softly.


Tarifa shook her head and reached up to touch his face. “Nor do we Martin.” She spoke in a gentle voice. “With but a single turn of a key we will end the lives of more men and women then at any time since I have been alive. That does not fill me with joy Martin, but it is an attempt to save all that we have built and begun here. In that regard, for that reason, I will not hesitate.”

Aihola nodded. “Nor will I.”


Dekton stepped forward. “Sire… the very fact that you stand here questioning the decision you must make is what sets you apart from our enemies. To them it is not a matter of the cost; it is a matter of what they will gain. To you, to Little Drow and Tarifa, to all of us it is a matter of conscious, and that is what makes you different.”


Martin met his eyes and nodded. “You’re right, but it doesn’t make it any easier.” He said slowly turning to look at Tarifa and Aihola. He looked at them for a long moment. “Do it.”


The two elf Queens, lovers and mates to one Lycavorian man who dominated their hearts now, nodded together in unison. Aihola took a deep breath and turned. “Initiate the missile firing station!” She barked.


A computer console came to life on the wall to the right of the monitor. There were two separate consoles, ten meters between each one to keep one person from completing the sequence alone. Tarifa stepped up to one, Aihola the other, while Martin and Tareif watched. They inserted their keys into the appropriate slots, and individually entered a password code into the computers. The small screens changed to pictures of the eastern seaboard, and they turned back to Martin. He nodded slowly and as if with one mind they reached out and turned the two red and white keys. The computer screens changed then to red dots upon a blue background.


An Eden tech lifted his head and turned. “We have confirmation from all missiles! They are active and beginning ten second launch sequence.”


“Confirm coordinates for targets!” Tarifa barked.


“Coordinates confirmed!”


“Release to computer control!” Aihola spoke next.


“Tracking is confirmed. Missiles are hot!”


They stepped back over to Martin and Tareif their eyes now going to the large main screen in the room. This too had switched to a picture of the eastern seaboard, nearly two dozen cities marked in red dots.


“Missiles are launched!” The tech declared, and they watched as smaller tracks began to appear on the screen. Nineteen in total, as the United States’ former nuclear missiles began leaving their launch sites all over the lower portion of the area within the Wastes.

MOON BASE EDEN


Marcus stormed into the command center for EDEN, his amber/red eyes bright, blood still staining his lips from the human female he had been raping and feeding upon for the last two hours.


“Report!” He snapped.


“Colonel… we have multiply launches detected from the lower portion of the Wastes in North America! Estimate thirteen minutes until impact on the eastern seaboard. Extrapolating missile flights… targets seem to be from New Boston down to New Miami.” The tech replied.


Marcus stopped by what used to be Wallace’s command chair, a cruel smile on his face. “Now it is time to show that dog Leonidas that we are not without our own teeth!” He proudly exclaimed. “Bring the reactor to full power and activate the laser weapons grid!”

Wallace and his entire team came fully awake when the lights went from their emergency setting to full power in little more than a blink, shocking half of them out of sleep. The secondary control room was not large, the twenty or so computer consoles packed closely together in a horseshoe style.


Wallace sat there for a moment stunned as Anari rolled out of her chair clutching her HK74 in her hands. “Admiral what is it?” She hissed.


Wallace glared at her. “It was a feint!” He gasped. “The station is fully active! The reactor is at full power!”


“But how could they have done it so quickly?” Anari demanded.


“They must have initiated a cold start!” Wallace replied. “Fuck I should have thought of that! If they have vampire engineers, they would have been plenty skilled enough to keep a meltdown from occurring with a cold start! Fuck… Anari get everyone at their stations! We have to take control now!”


“Now!” Anari gasped. “If we take control now, they will discover us! Your… your people will not be here for at least another day. We are only seven Admiral and we can not hold this control room with seven people for two hours much less twenty-four. That is not our mission.”


Wallace met her eyes knowing she was right. “Fuck! Get the King on the radio Anari! Secure feed.”


Anari nodded and moved quickly to the console.

EDEN CITY COMMAND CENTER

EARTH


“Sire we are getting a transmission from Admiral Wallace!” The communications tech barked out. “Secure feed, very urgent!”


Martin nodded. “Put it up!”


Wallace’s harried image came onto the screen. “Milord… EDEN is fully operational!” He snapped, seeing Martin’s eyes go wide. 
“Say again!” Martin demanded.

“They’ve been playing opossum sire! They must have conducted a cold start up of the reactor! If our instruments are accurate, they are bringing the laser weapons grid online now!”


“Are you sure?” Martin asked.


“Yes sire. We’re monitoring them doing it now from the secondary control room as we speak.” Wallace answered.


“Shit! What is the time to missile impact?” Martin asked turning to the tech officer.
“Ten minutes sire!” Came the answer.

Martin looked at the screen as Wallace talked with someone they couldn’t see. He nodded quickly and turned back to Martin. “The laser grid will reach full power in two minutes sire.” He spoke. “If what we are seeing is accurate, they have already locked onto all nineteen of the missiles.”

 “Thank you Admiral.” Martin said quickly, his mind racing with options and scenarios. “You are too few to alter the course of actions now. Do not reveal yourselves until our people enter the system. We will deal with this here.”
“Sire you…”

“Admiral I just gave you an order.” Martin spoke. “You must maintain your position until our people arrive in the system!”
“Sire… without those missiles hitting their targets, you will be outnumbered thirty or forty to one!” Wallace spoke.

Martin nodded. “Maybe… but we have other options! You have your orders Admiral.”

Wallace nodded, “Understood Milord.”

“You’ve done what you can Admiral.” Martin spoke more calmly. “And this battle is not over by a long shot! It’s only just beginning.”

“We will be ready sire!” Wallace spoke.

Martin nodded. “Eden control out!” The screen reverted back to the track of the incoming vampire armies as Martin turned and hurled the mug of tea he held in his hand against the glass wall of the conference center. The thick glass did not shatter, but the mug erupted into several pieces showering the glass with hot tea. “Fuck me! What an idiot I am! How could I not figure that she would have engineers capable of a cold start! Fuck!”

Tarifa and Aihola looked at Tareif. “What… what does the Admiral mean?” Aihola asked.

Martin took a deep breath and turned back around. “EDEN Station has a laser weapons grid specifically designed to shoot down ICBMs.” He stated. “Marcus and Yuri have been playing us… me for a fool! She knew very well they would have the engineering knowledge to get that Russian reactor tied in and running in half the time. I should have thought about that! It stands to reason that she would have men and women who were skilled enough. They’ve had access to a spaceport for centuries, with her people coming and going at will.” He turned quickly to Tareif. “Where the hell is Ben?”
“Keep your shorts on boss! I’m right here.” The voice said as the commander of all Eden’s aircraft came into the center.

Martin turned to look at him. “They got the laser grid online and powering up right now.” Martin spoke. “How fast can you have Plan B in action, and is it still viable?”
Ben’s mind raced with scenarios and he looked at Martin. “Twenty-two minutes.” He spoke. “Twelve minutes to load the ordnance, and ten minutes for prep. And if the grid goes down like normal, yes it’s still viable.”

“Do it Ben!” Martin spoke quickly. “We have to hit them before they leave the wastes!”

Ben was already moving out of the center, pressing his finger into his ear and activating his implant. Martin turned to the others who were still looking at him.

“Martin… if Marcus succeeds in shooting down those missiles…” Tarifa looked at him. “We can not stand against over a million troops Martin.”

“He’ll succeed.” Martin told her. “We conducted tests every six months of the grid when I was on EDEN; twenty-three tests and twenty-three successes. We shot down every dummy ICBM that was sent up. The laser weapons grid is computer controlled and targeted, and the minute our missiles make their turn to come back into the atmosphere, he’ll blow them out of the sky.” Martin moved quickly to another console and began working at the computer.

“What… what is this Plan B that Benjamin is conducting?” Aihola asked.

“It’s something we threw together in case EDEN was fully operational.” Martin spoke. “The missiles we just fired were some very old ICBMs that we found before the two of you came here. Our people cleaned them up and moved them to the silos they just launched from. We still have the missiles I brought from EDEN.”

Tarifa and Aihola looked at each other confused. “The ones we… the ones we just fired are not these nuclear missiles you brought from the moon?” Aihola asked.

“No… they’re older nuclear birds… but they are poorly shielded and they’ll stick out like a sore thumb to the laser grid’s tracking sensors.” Martin answered. “The RNEPs are stealth missiles.”

“What is… what is a RNEP?” Tareif asked.

“A RNEP-39A, it stands for Robust Nuclear Earth Penetrator.” Martin answered quickly, “The most advanced nuke in the United States military arsenal. EDEN Base had twenty-two of them and I brought them back to earth with me when we hauled ass.”     

“Stealth you say?” Aihola spoke. “Like invisible?”
Martin shrugged, “Sort of. They were next to impossible to pick up and radar back then. There’s only one problem with the RNEPs I brought to earth with me.”

“What is that?” Tarifa asked.

“They are the smaller tactical ones, not ICBMs.” Martin answered, “Which means that they have to be fired from Raptors.” Martin touched the implant in his jaw line activating his COM unit. “Ben… you copy?”

“Go Marty!” Ben’s voice replied.

“I just transferred command codes and authorizations to Raptors 41, 21, 69, and 74!” Martin spoke. “I’ll upload targeting coordinates from the command center here; four missiles per bird Ben. And if you get your ass killed doing this I will personally come down there to hell and kick the fucking shit out of you!”
Everyone heard Ben’s voice laughing on the intercom channel. “Hell Skipper… I got a suite reserved right on the lava river! You might decide to stay!”

“Ben…” Martin said.

“I hear you boss.” Ben’s voice was serious now Martin detected. “I got way too much to live for to let these sorry bastards take me out. I’ll contact you when we are in position; CAG out!”
Martin got up from the chair and moved to the map chart on the table, the holo graphic chart showing the red dots of hundred of Alliance armored vehicles. “Tareif… my experience leans more towards small operations.” He spoke looking at Tareif as he came up next to him. “These are the impact points for the missiles Ben will launch.” Martin touched the panel and twelve blue dots appeared on the map.

“Martin won’t these missiles get shot down too?” Tarifa asked.

Martin shook his head as she and Aihola came up to the table. “They are stealth missiles, and its unlikely EDEN’s sensors would pick them up. And even if they did, once Marcus fires the grid destroying those already in the air, it will take twenty-nine hours to recharge the lasers. I’m betting that he doesn’t know that. The only other problem is that the RNEPs are FAE IIs. We switched out the payload a while back.”

“FAE?” Tareif asked.

Martin nodded. “It’s a Fuel Air Explosive weapon. They won’t saturate the area with radiation.” He answered. “We’ll need to have the explosions hit in as large a clump of Alliance shitheads as we can. That’s where you come in.”

“And what if you are wrong Martin? What if Marcus is able to shoot down these missiles as well?” Aihola asked looking at him.

Martin looked at her evenly. “Then we’re going to be in very deep shit.”

EDEN STATION


“We have a lock on all missiles inbound to Alliance cities Colonel. They are just entering the upper atmosphere now!” The tech shouted. “Weapons grid is forty-seven seconds away from firing!”

“Stand by to release the grid!” Marcus exclaimed.


“Grid is achieving optimal firing parameters!” The tech reported. “Lasers are at full power and reactor is holding steady at ninety-eight percent output!”


“Twenty-six seconds until firing mode achieved!”


“Released all safeties to the grid, and give the computer control.” Marcus ordered.  


“Safeties released and the grid is now on automatic!” The tech replied. “Twelve seconds to firing!” 


“Colonel Marcus we have an incoming transmission from Commander Moran at the spaceport! He says it is urgent!”


“Activate the holographic transmission grid!” Marcus snapped. “He’s is more than likely pissed off that I am about to save his vampire human ass!”


It took only several seconds and then Moran’s figure appeared in the small circle on the floor on EDEN’s command center. They could see figures moving back and forth quickly through the transmission.


“Marcus?” Moran’s voice filled the command center.


“Commander, we are tracking the missiles inbound to our cities and preparing to fire the laser weapons grid!” Marcus reported smugly.


“No you fool!” Moran screamed. “Abort! Abort! Do not fire the grid!”


Marcus’s face became confused then. “The missiles are targeting our cities!” He snapped. “We can shoot them down!”


“God damn it Marcus, abort the firing sequence now!” Moran screamed.

The screens in the center of the command room showed the laser grid lock into its final firing position and flare an intense white color as it released nineteen thin but powerful laser beams that reached out towards earth in the blink of an eye.


The nineteen missiles that Tarifa and Aihola had fired had just reached their highest apogee and were tipping back over to return to earth in terminal guidance mode. The thin laser beams, no thicker than an index finger began striking the missiles with unerring accuracy. The lasers were designed to be powerful enough to punch completely through the rock and earth of Mount Everest, and the thin shells of the nuclear missiles provided no protection from the burning heat. The first Eden missile took the laser clean through its guidance package and immediately fried the computer brain in the nose of the missile. With no commands coming from the computer brain in the nose of the missile, it immediately went into reset mode and the small explosive package detonated prematurely in a flash of silver sparks. The missile spun wildly out of control and began to burn up in the atmosphere immediately.


One after the other, the lasers struck with devastating results, sending missiles spinning out of control, or punching directly through the detonation packs, triggering the nuclear detonations while still on the outer edges of earth’s atmosphere, rendering the deadly radiation completely harmless. The vampire crew members in EDEN’s control room began cheering wildly as each missile was systematically destroyed without fail. Twenty-two seconds later Marcus looked at the holographic image of Moran and smiled smugly.

“I have saved our cities!” He announced proudly. “All the missiles have been destroyed.”

ALLIANCE SPACEPORT

CALIFORNIA ISLAND


Moran could not remember the last time he was this angry, and this time he allowed it to swarm through him as he looked at the smug picture Marcus presented in the holographic imager. He didn’t see Yuri and Cha’talla enter the command center behind him.


“You have got to be one of the stupidest motherfuckers I have ever known!” Moran screamed. “And if you survive this battle Marcus I am going to rip your intestines from your pathetic body myself!”


“I have saved our cities!” Marcus’s image snapped.


“The cities were nothing you fool! All the vampires have left the cities, and there was nothing left but humans!” Moran barked. “You have left our ground forces completely unprotected!”


Yuri took this time to speak up and she came up next to him. “Robert what are you talking about?”


Moran turned quickly hearing her voice and he glanced at the fearsome visage of the Immortal Captain Cha’talla behind her. He dismissed the ugly bastard almost as quickly. “The missiles they fired were older ICBMs.” Moran told her. “He still has his RNEPs, and four of his Raptors just took off from the airfield heading in two different directions! We lost their signals when they engaged their stealth capabilities!”


“He has more missiles?” Yuri gasped.


Moran nodded quickly. “And I guarantee you he’s going to target our ground forces with them.”


“We will shoot them down as well.” Marcus exclaimed from the moon.


Moran whirled back around and glared at him. “You fucking idiot! If you spent half as much time studying the weapons systems on that station as you do fucking and killing the civilians left there you would know that once you discharge the weapons grid in a full power blast it will take twenty-nine fucking hours for it to recharge!” Moran stepped closer to the transmission. “You’re a dead motherfucker when I find you Marcus. Dead!”

Moran slammed his hand down on the COM panel and Marcus’s image disappeared. He turned to one of the vampire techs looking at him wide eyed. “Get me the coordinates of all our ground units now! Put them up on the map chart!”


“Yes Commander!” The tech responded instantly.


“Robert are you sure of this?” Yuri asked him, her voice soothing his anger to an large extent.


Moran nodded. “It’s how he fights!” Moran said. “He may have been a do good bleeding heart when I knew him, but he was a motherfucker when it came to tactics. He could fight circles around almost anyone they put against him in training, and then in the field.”


“Perhaps you are over reacting.” Cha’talla spoke calmly walking forward. “It is well known that there are few Lycavorians that are superior to vampires in terms of tactics.”

Yuri motioned to the Captain of the Immortals. “Robert this is Cha’talla.” She spoke. “He is the commander of my father’s Immortals.”


Moran stared at Cha’talla. He was easily eight inches taller than him, and looked as if he could break him in two without a moment’s pause. Moran knew he had to make it clear who was in charge here and do it quickly, for his sake as well as Yuri.


“Cha’talla right,” He asked. “That is your name?”

“You are correct human.” He spoke confidently.


“Have you ever fought Martin Leonidas, Cha’talla of the Immortals?” Moran asked in a harsh tone. “Do you know how he operates? What he will do?”


Cha’talla looked at Moran and the posturing he was doing, surprised that the human was standing up to him. He glanced at Yuri and saw that the Princess was just as surprised. “No… I have not.” He finally replied his voice just as harsh.

“I knew him before the comet Cha’talla. I fought with him in two different wars!” Moran snapped. “I know how he works… and I’ve spent the better part of the last year studying every operation he was ever involved in. He’s a bastard to fight… he’ll throw anything he can at you, and not care how off the wall it seems. He’ll try to save everyone but he will sacrifice few to save many. During the war with Japan he let a city of six thousand men and women burn, everyone in the city dying so that he could save the provincial territory filled with a hundred and forty thousand civilians. I know what he will do for the most part, but he’s an unpredictable fucker, so unless you got something constructive to say… shut the fuck up and stay the hell out of my way!”


Moran turned quickly away, leaving both Cha’talla and Yuri with stunned expressions. He marched to the chart table as the two smiling full blooded vampire techs looked at one another as they brought up the information their commander had ordered. He certainly had balls big enough to berate a Captain of the Immortals in the presence of everyone in the command room. 


“Get me communications with every division commander and do it fast!” Moran barked. “I don’t care if they’re out taking a dump. Tell them to pinch it off and reply, because we got maybe thirty minutes to save as many of our troops as we can. And cut loose a squadron of Raptors from the airfield to be prepared for an air to air intercept! Let’s move people!”


Yuri turned to Cha’talla and saw the stunned expression on his face and she stepped over to him quickly. “Cha’talla Robert did not…”

The Immortal Captain looked at his Princess, a large smile breaking out on his face, stopping Yuri’s words before she could speak them. “Oh I like this human you have chosen Princess!” He said with a large grin. “It has been many centuries since I have met a man who has balls bigger than your brother. And this human you have chosen as your Royal concubine has such balls by a factor of ten; and he puts the military advisors in your father’s court to shame with his command authority.” Cha’talla laughed. “Oh yes, I like him indeed.”


“He’s going to target our largest concentrations of troops moving west.” Moran spoke looking at the map. “Have the southern columns split now and disperse their forces by thirty percent. Have the northern column stop their advance and disperse by fifty percent.”


“You want them to stop commander?” The vampire aide asked.


Moran nodded. “They have flatter terrain to traverse… and it will be easier for them to regroup. The southern columns have too many mountains to deal with. If they don’t scatter now, they’ll catch the brunt of the attack.”


“You are sure he will attack?” Cha’talla asked now coming up to the table, keeping his voice neutral.


Moran nodded. “He knows that with the weapons grid on EDEN down now, he can fire every missile he has and there isn’t much we can do.” He replied. “Our normal anti-aircraft batteries will probably never pick up the RNEPs.”


“My transport has weapons far superior to your anti-air weapons. You are welcome to use it.” Cha’talla offered.


Moran nodded in thanks. “I think we’ll need to keep that as a last resort.” He spoke. “How much combat flying do your pilots have?”


Cha’talla shrugged. “They are the top pilots in the Coven fleet, having graduated at the top of their class only six years ago.”


Moran nodded. “That’s pretty… but how much have they had to fight?”


Cha’talla did some fast figuring. “They have taken part in five battles, but only as heavy transport pilots; never anything ship to ship.”


Moran nodded slowly. “No pun intended Captain… but they would be sitting ducks for Leonidas’s air crews. He’s got some of the best pilots ever to live on this planet flying for him. The elves that signed on with him almost a year ago and he had trained as pilots have probably dozens of combat missions under their belts in the last year alone. Better that we use your transport for something other than target practice.” He turned back to his aides. “Position our Raptors here along the eastern LOD ten miles behind our trailing elements, their radars radiating at full power. Once they get a lock they are to engage at maximum range with their missiles!” He told the aide. “And issue the dispersal orders immediately. They are not to be questioned… just simply followed.”

The aide nodded. “Yes Commander.”


Moran turned back to the map. “We have to save as many men as we can to hit the city itself or we will be well and truly fucked.”

EDEN


“Get me another Recon Drone airborne to the north!” Tareif barked as he and Martin leaned over the chart table.


Martin watched the chart as the vampire forces began to slow and then turn in opposite directions and begin to spread out. Martin was watching it in real time as orders were obviously being relayed to the vampire units. They would slow and then stop, the miles long columns waiting for several minutes before they began to move again. Martin stabbed the panel on the chart table.

“Eden to Raptor 41! Ben… they’re dispersing!” Martin snapped. “You have to fire now!”


There was some static in the background and then Ben’s voice came through clear. “Three of us are in position Marty. Raptor 74 is lagging by two minutes.”


Martin shook his head. “You need to launch now! Seven Four will have to launch later!”


“Roger! Spool them up!” Ben’s voice ordered. “Raptor Flight you are cleared for immediate launch! Do not hang around to watch the show people. Launch and go! Spartan 01 has us covered.”


Spartan 01 with Endith at the controls orbited high above the Raptors in a sixty mile circle, large enough to cover the Raptors, yet also allow them to respond should any of the Raptors come under fire.


Martin and the others listened to the chatter of voices on the intercom, most of them detailing the targeting and prep of the RNEPs. Martin turned to Tareif. “Moran is calling the shots on this.” He spoke. “He guessed this is what I would do and he ordered his forces to disperse so that the missiles don’t kill them all.”


“We need to knock their numbers down significantly sire.” Tareif spoke. “This is the only way. Even if we reduce them by a quarter, it works for us more than him.”


Martin nodded looking back at the map chart, his dark eyes gazing at the holographic image of the terrain. “Yes it does.” Martin turned back to the map. “Moran doesn’t know all the tricks I got up my sleeves though.” He turned to the elf Communications officer. “Get me Nestor!”


Tareif stepped closer seeing the evil glint in Martin’s eyes. “What are you planning sire?” He asked.


Martin looked at him and pointed to the city of New Memphis. “This is where they staged out of right?” He asked.


Tareif nodded. “Yes.”


“And it stands to reason they have most of their supplies moving through this city right?” Martin said.


Tareif nodded once more. “Yes… it is central to both invasion corridors, and it can be reached by any of the other cities within Alliance territory across the river.”


Martin nodded. “Can we tap into their communications arrays?” He asked.


Tareif looked at him oddly. He shrugged indifferently. “I suppose so sire, our people are skilled enough. Why would you want too?”


Their attention was drawn to the open channel with Raptor flight.


“Mark targets and fire!” Ben’s voice barked over the channel.


“Firing!” Jasper’s voice echoed. 


The men and women in the command room could hear the large missiles rippling away from Ben’s Raptor and the com traffic between the three Raptors that were firing. They could hear the pilots calling off good clean launches.


“That’s it!” Ben snapped, “Missiles away! Turn and burn people! As fast as your asses will go!” 

The moment the last RNEP left the rails of the Raptors; all three ships executed a smart one hundred and eighty degree turn and lit off their afterburners to get as far away as possible from the impending blasts.


Martin turned in the control room, “Activate the EMP shielding!” He snapped.


The Robust Nuclear Earth Penetrator 39A was brought into life in the early years of the 21st century. Its sole purpose was to provide military leaders with a viable weapon that could destroy underground terrorist bunkers and command centers, as well as rogue leaders of would be powers. The RNEP was deemed unusable for the first few years due to the radiation that the weapon could release, and not until the advent of clean nuclear weapons in 2041 did the weapons once more come into use. They were fitted on a missile body similar to the venerable Tomahawk, with the most advanced avionics and computer brains available. The missiles were ten feet long and as thick around as a car tire. They could be launched from only three types of aircraft at the time the comet came, and the Raptors were the premier delivery vehicle. EDEN’s stock of these weapons had been fitted to be fired from vertical launch tubes and designed primarily to destroy enemy satellites. When Martin and the others had escaped EDEN they were refitted back to their old style and now could be fired from the Raptors once more. 


Three Raptors hovered sixty miles apart at only two hundred feet off the ground and ripple fired their four RNEPs. Once the long missiles cleared their rails the Raptors turned quickly and accelerated to their highest sub sonic speed, burning over the tops of treetops as they put as much space between them and the missiles as they could. The twelve missiles that were launched settled onto preprogrammed courses and the computer brains took over, extending small sets of steering vanes on each missile as it rose to five hundred feet and accelerated to five hundred and sixty miles an hour. They could fly up to a thousand miles an hour, but this is the speed they were programmed for. Each missile was equipped with advanced terrain guidance radar, allowing the missiles to dodge mountains and whatever else nature threw at it. Each seeker head of the missile brain pulsed forward in an expanding cone, looking for the point of impact they had been programmed for.


Martin Leonidas may have been many things, but no matter how hard he tried to project the image of a hard nosed commander, he was still a very compassionate man. He would and could make sacrifices in order to save the lives of others. He had done it before in past conflicts, sacrificing thousands across the scope of seven battlefields and countless covert operations to safeguard the greater good and his mission, but not without each action searing into his soul. He still carried those decisions to this day burned into his memory.

The RNEPs were no longer equipped with the fifty kiloton nuclear warheads normally carried by the missiles, and it was the only act of mercy Martin Leonidas would show. Instead they all carried the most powerful non-nuclear weapon in Martin’s arsenal, at least against enemy forces in the open or lightly protected. The Thermobaric weapon, or more commonly known as the FAE or Fuel Air Explosive, was the most devastating weapon short of an actual nuclear bomb. Each of the RNEPs was equipped with the most powerful version of this weapon, the BLU-116 2000 lb FAE-II, and this was the only concession Martin was willing to make against the vampires.    


The lead vampire column was just beginning to begin dispersing their forces, tanks, APCs and Hoppers beginning to spread out their formations. This division commander was acting on the orders of Moran, but he also did not want to lose operational control of his division, so he kept most of his command units within a mile of his command Hopper. This would serve only to hasten their deaths.


The first FAE screamed in over the vampire lines, many of the soldiers looking skyward as the missile appeared out of nowhere from over the far treeline. Its flight time was the shortest of the other missiles, just under thirteen minutes. Several more alert vampire commanders snatched up their radios, screaming at their anti-air crews to no avail. The FAE-II sped on oblivious to these calls as its seeker head was locked on the command Hopper which was radiating the largest transmission signals of any other vehicle.

The vampire Colonel in charge of the division was standing outside his command Hopper yelling into his radio for his units to move faster. He heard the screaming rocket engine and looked up to see the FAE-II appear over his command vehicle. 

It would be the last thing he ever saw.


The FAE-II was the newer version of the fuel air explosive, and its first detonating charge burst open the missile body, filling the immediate area with liquid fuel mixed with a solid powder form explosive. There was a tenth of a second’s pause as the fuel mixed with the oxygen of the atmosphere and then the second charge detonated, igniting the explosive within the fine vapor cloud.


The next instant the vampire Colonel felt the massive pressure wave before his entire body was obliterated by the massive blast wave of fire that propagated from the detonation center. A wall of fire and heat blew outwards from above his command Hopper in excess of 4000 degrees, instantly melting anything within the radius of the explosion. The wave rippled out at supersonic speeds, carrying the fire and heat in a pressure wave that lifted up and tossed eighty ton tanks into the air like toys, melting metal and flesh in seconds. In a matter of several blinks nothing within a kilometer of his command Hopper lived, armored vehicles laying flipped over, their occupants vaporized to ash, the metal of the vehicles blackened and melted into slag. And still the wall of fire reached out its killing fingers, the pressure wave and heat expanding for four kilometers around the detonation center, trees, bushes, insects and small animals caught up in the blast instantly vaporized by the weapon without conscious.


The mushroom cloud from the detonation reached into the morning sky, and would climb to thirty thousand feet before it was done. Similar mushroom clouds could be seen erupting in the distance as other FAE-II’s found their targets and exploded tens of miles away, some of them causing an overlapping effect that caught vampire units who thought they were safe. In under a minute, a five hundred mile stretch of ground running south to north in the state once known as Colorado had become the largest killing field ever in the history of mankind. The once proud city of Denver; already destroyed and burned by the fires after the comet was once more burning brightly in the distance.

Raptor 74 launched its missiles three minutes after the rest of its comrades, and their four weapons were the most effective, targeting vampire units that had thought they had escaped the killing fields. 


In the space of just under five minutes, eight entire divisions and many smaller groupings of vampire and vampire led troops had been reduced to nothing more than blackened ash on the landscape of Colorado. Almost three hundred thousand vampire and human troops incinerated inside their vehicles or on the open ground, unable to escape the expanding fires of death. The single most deadly military attack in the history of the planet earth, and it bought Eden roughly eight more hours before the vampire armies descended upon them.

Martin and Tareif stood in Eden’s command center simply looking at their map chart. Tarifa and Aihola stood speechless at the destruction they had just wrought, their bodies shaking. Dekton saw this and quickly put his arms around both of them, showering them with the comfort of his aura. Martin looked at Tareif slowly, the two warriors nodding to each other without words. It had to be done they knew. To protect their way of life and what they had built, it had to be done. Their only regret as the leaders of this way of life was that the weapons had not touched the remaining fourteen divisions of vampire and vampire led troops still heading towards them. 


Martin turned to an elf communications tech. “Have Ben rearm and then initiate Operation Smoker!”


The elf nodded his skin still somewhat pale at what they had just witnessed. “Yes… yes sire!”


“Get me Nestor!” Martin snapped.


“Colonel Nestor is standing by.”


Martin looked at the large monitor as Donovan’s face appeared, obvious that he was inside his vehicle as his division barreled south at their best possible speed, “Colonel?”


“Sire… one super vampire division is dead.” He reported calmly. “We left no survivors as you ordered!”


Martin nodded. “Well done Colonel.”


“Sire… we are seeing… there are mushroom clouds in the distance sire.” He spoke.


Martin nodded. “Yes there are. We just attacked the incoming vampire divisions with Fuel Air Explosive weapons. What is your location?”

“I am moving south at our fastest sustained speed sire!” Donovan reported. “We are passing through Bismarck North Dakota right now.”


Tareif grunted in approval. “He is pushing hard south sire.” He spoke.


“Donovan… I’m bursting you a transmission.” Martin spoke. “I want you to cut your division east and head for New Chicago. I want you to broadcast that transmission throughout Alliance territory.”


Nestor appeared to be looking at a map off to the side and he nodded. “I will pick up old route 94 and take that to old route 90 right into New Chicago.” He spoke. “If we can maintain our present speed, we will arrive in New Chicago in nine and a half hours.”


Martin nodded. “That’s right around the time we expect the Alliance forces to start hitting Eden itself.”


“Sire… what is this transmission?” Nestor asked.


Martin met his eyes. “It’s a demand for their unconditional surrender.” He said.


Nestor’s eyes went wide. “Sire… they will… they will never accept this!”


“I am under the impression that the bulk of Alliance forces are right now barreling towards us here correct?” Martin said.


Nestor nodded. “That would most likely be a correct assumption Milord.” He answered. “They would leave only small security detachments behind to maintain order.”


“And the Alliance allows civilian governors to run the cities for the most part correct?” Martin asked.


Nestor nodded once more. “Yes sire.”


“Then I’m going to give them a choice.” Martin spoke. “They can either tell the Alliance to fuck off and stop supporting them, or I will begin dropping those same Fuel Air Explosives on their cities. I have thirteen left, and I will use every one of them! New Memphis will be first… in approximately forty-two minutes.” He said. “I’m going to flatten that city right down to its structures, since that is where most of the troops are staging out of. Then I will stop until after you have delivered my message to them. They will have six hours to decide.”


Nestor looked at the monitor from his bouncing APC, silent for a long moment. “Sire… sire that… you could kill millions.” He finally managed to blurt out.


Martin nodded slowly. “Yes I could. They have had four hundred years of vampire rule, of supporting slavery and the brutal oppression of elves and humans who did not agree with their twisted ideals. I will not tolerate it any longer, and I will protect the elves and humans who have already sided with us. If I have to kill them to do it, I will not hesitate. Tell them that Nestor.”

Nestor nodded slowly, his eyes going to his equipment and he saw his aide nod that they had received the transmission. He turned back to the screen. “Milord… is this… is this a test for me and my men?” He asked.


Martin shook his head. “This is no test for you Colonel. King Knon of the Cave Elves has been in New Chicago for three weeks rallying support and arranging the evacuation of those that support us. He will meet you there. You are simply the best man for the job. If they see that one of their Super Vampire Soldiers has rebelled against the Alliance and what it stands for… that has to count for something.”


Nestor nodded after a long moment. “I see your point Milord.” He spoke. “We are changing direction now. I will report to you as soon as we arrive in New Chicago.”


Martin nodded. “Watch your six Colonel Nestor.”


Nestor nodded in return. “Good luck sire.” He spoke before ending the transmission.

Martin turned and looked at the others. “Do we have good COMs with Selene’s father?” He asked.


Tarifa nodded. “He is standing by in a special bunker they built in New Memphis for the purpose of helping slaves to escape. Anton is with him.”


Martin nodded. “Let’s talk to him. He’s got less than an hour before hell comes to visit that city.”

ALLIANCE SPACEPORT
CALIFORNIA ISLAND


“Someone want to get me a fucking report?” Moran spoke in a low menacing voice after what they had just witnessed on their map chart.


Cha’talla looked at the chart. “What did he use?” He asked looking at Moran. He took note that Moran was calm, as if he had expected this type of attack. Cha’talla was again impressed with him, as he did not seem to rattle under battle pressure. “There is no radiation signature, but the damage is almost identical.”


“It’s a fuel air explosive device.” Moran replied quickly, “Just as deadly as a nuke but without the radiation. We suspected nukes and he hits us with these that fucking bastard.”


“What is so bad about that?” Yuri asked her knowledge of weapons and war not as extensive as others even though she was the Coven High Guard Commander. Her skills were more tuned to subversive activities rather then large forces meeting head to head. “Our troops were supposed to be buttoned up in their vehicles.”


Moran shook his head. “It wouldn’t have mattered if they were. I’ve studied the Coven’s inventory of weapons Cha’talla, and while you have similar weapons, you don’t employ them in this manner.” He answered. “An FAE sucks the oxygen out of the area it encompasses. The heat at the center of a large one like he just used is upwards of 4000 degrees. The radius for a weapon like this could be out to five kilometers wide, and everything within that arc will have been incinerated instantly.”


“It appears he hit parts of eight divisions.” Cha’talla spoke, his hand waving over the map. “You are correct in that we have weapons similar to this in our inventory… and the blast radius usually varies. How badly will this have hurt our forces?”


Moran shook his head slowly. “The dispersal order went out and our troops were moving, but the residual EMP effects from these types of weapons will take several hours to dissipate, and our commanders will keep maneuvering until they are no longer in danger. We won’t know for sure until later today.”


“Does he have many of these weapons?” Cha’talla asked.


“We didn’t know he had these.” Moran answered honestly. “We thought they would be nukes. He apparently replaced the nuclear payload with the FAE weapons.”


“So he still has these nuclear weapons?” Yuri asked moving up to stand next to him.


Moran nodded. “It would appear so, but it’s unknown if he has the capability to deliver them in any way. EDEN only had twenty-two RNEPs according to the material lists that Yuri obtained before she left. It didn’t list any FAE warheads in their inventory.”


“So this is something he found after returning to earth?” Cha’talla asked.


“He was a Navy SEAL for the United States when it still existed. One of the elite units of military troops,” Moran answered looking at Cha’talla trying to explain the background. “He would have had access to all sorts of information and the locations of weapons depots that I would not have had simply because of his security clearance.”

“What about the agents we had in Eden?” Yuri asked. “They have not reported in.”


Moran shook his head. “If they haven’t reported in by now, they never will.” He replied. “I got a feeling Nestor was lying to us.”


Yuri’s eyes darkened. “What do you mean?”


Moran adjusted the control panel on the table and pointed to the monitor closest to them. “These images came in thirty minutes ago.” He spoke. “This is Morelli’s division, or what’s left of it.”


The recon drone they had sent north had made three passes over the smoking remains of the super vampire division, each one lower than the first. All it was able to pick up were destroyed vehicles and broken bodies which was what they were witnessing now.


“It appears Nestor has betrayed us.” Moran said calmly. “The two cities he said he was assaulting have been shelled, but not severely, and his three brigades were no where in the area. I’m guessing he ambushed Morelli as he was coming north, wiped out his division and then escaped.”


Cha’talla looked at him, his dark eyes flint hard. “This must not go unpunished!” He spoke.


Moran nodded. “I already activated the self destruct sequence for his division after receiving this feed from the drone.”


Cha’talla looked confused. “Self destruct?”


“Each clone has a small explosives charge in their head. It’s imbedded just beneath the bone of their skulls.” Yuri spoke now. “If for any reason we felt they were not operating up to our standards, it would be only a small matter to transmit a low frequency signal and activate the explosive.”


Cha’talla grinned. “Ingenious.” He said.


Moran nodded. “That was Yuri’s idea.” He spoke almost proudly.


Cha’talla nodded. “I’m beginning to see now why your father made you High Guard Commander Princess.” He spoke. “What you may lack in military expertise, you make up for in deviousness.”


Yuri nodded slowly towards him. “We can find them and collect their equipment when this is over.” She said. “Robert…”


“I need to get out there.” He spoke looking at her.


Cha’talla saw Yuri’s body tense up at his words, and he watched her closely, “For what purpose?” Yuri asked him.


“I can’t be effective here.” Moran told her. “I need to be out there with my hands around things Yuri. There’s a lull in the fighting now, and most of it has been at long distance, but if we are going to have a chance at fighting and winning against Eden, I need to be there and not have my orders relayed three or four times before reaching the units.”

Yuri took a deep breath knowing that he was correct. She nodded and put her hand gently on his arm. “Then go, but do not get yourself killed… husband.”


Cha’talla’s eyes showed his surprise at her words and he watched as Moran nodded leaned over and kissed her softly before turning and heading out of the command center. He watched Yuri gaze at him as he left and he stepped up beside her, “Princess?”


Yuri turned slowly and looked at him. “Now you know.” She spoke calmly, no sense of regret or worry in her voice as she met his gaze evenly.


“You… you have shared blood with this man?” Cha’talla asked in a stunned voice.


Yuri nodded, “On more than one occasion.” She replied confidently. “I have bound myself to him Cha’talla, willingly and without regret. Robert has bound himself to me as well, willingly and without regret.”


“He is more than a simple concubine to you isn’t he?”


Yuri nodded. “He has become my life… and my husband.” She replied. “We may be vampires Cha’talla, but we do know love and devotion.”


“Your father is only aware that you wanted to take him as your concubine.” Cha’talla spoke. “He did not know you have taken him as your husband.”


“I love and honor my father Cha’talla, and I have for my entire life.” Yuri spoke. “This is the one instance where I decided to follow what I wanted.”


“You are Pureblood Princess.” Cha’talla spoke softly.


Yuri nodded. “And I have poured every bit of knowledge I have into Robert. He is not a simple vampire soldier… he is much more. And he is my husband now, a fact I am most satisfied with.” She looked at his fearsome face.


“Does… does he know that you are betrothed to another within your father’s court?” Cha’talla asked.


Yuri nodded. “He does. And his devotion to me is such that he does not care. That pompous fool my father has chosen will never have me willingly Cha’talla, and I will do everything in my power to make my father see that.” He was silent for a long moment, saying nothing. “You are my father’s Captain of the Immortals Cha’talla, and you are obliged to report this too him. What will you do?”


“I have known you since your mother gave birth to you.” Cha’talla spoke. “First as a member of the Immortals assigned to protect your family and now as your father’s Captain. I have watched you grow and become what you are now. Your father does not know what Xerxes did to you Princess… though many of us do.”


Yuri looked at him wide eyed. “You know?” She gasped.


“It is a shameful secret that the Immortals have kept for three thousand years, under pain of death if we revealed it.” Cha’talla spoke. “Xerxes threatened to pulverize our homes if we revealed it. Since that time we have kept his secret all the while concentrating on helping to forge you into the woman you are today. The Immortals are loyal to your father and to you Princess. We have no interest in keeping Xerxes alive, or seeing him succeed in anything that he does.”


Yuri stared at him. “Revealing this to me Cha’talla, it could very well mean your execution.” She spoke.


Cha’talla nodded. “Yes it could.” He replied. “It seems we both have secrets Princess.”


“I will never betray my father Cha’talla!” Yuri hissed. “Not even for Robert!”


Cha’talla nodded. “We have no doubts of that Princess.” He replied. “Xerxes is insane and he has become a loose cannon and he has become a threat to all of us. Our loyalty to you and your father has never wavered, in part because of the devotion you have to each other. If this man has touched you in such a way Princess… it is my duty to see that you and he survive. Perhaps in time… perhaps your father will come to see that this Moran is not just a simple concubine.”


“That is my hope as well.” Yuri spoke.


Cha’talla nodded. “Then I will accompany the commander and insure he returns to you uninjured.”


“Cha’talla you…” Yuri began.


He shook his head quickly. “No Princess… my people are strong only as long as you and the High Lord are strong. And we will do everything within our power to see it remains that way.”


Yuri watched him turn quickly and head out of the command center with long strides. She smiled to herself. Perhaps having the Captain of the Immortals on her side was not a bad proposition at all. 

SPARTA


Walter looked up as Lander came into the small office he was using studying the map chart. Helen, Panos and his two sons were with him, as well as many of the Polemarch leaders. He had appointed Lander his second in command, and they had been charged with the defense of Sparta. Everyone turned as Lander strode up to the map chart.


“Well?” Walter asked.


“They are coming Senior Polemarch.” He spoke. “They are coming from all over.”


Walter smiled and nodded his head. “As I knew they would.” He spoke finally. “Show me.” He said indicating the map.


Lander pointed to the map. “A force of five thousand elves is mustering to our south. They are a mix of the different clans, former slaves, but they fight as one, and they have pledged themselves to Sparta’s defense. They will be here by late today. They are under the command of a Drow Elf Dymas.”

Walter looked at him, “A Drow?” He questioned.


Lander nodded. “I was surprised as well to see one so far from the North American continent but he is a Drow. Once he discovered that the Drow Queen had once more taken her mantle, he gathered his forces and began marching towards Sparta. They have destroyed four minor vampire bases in their trek, wiped them out completely.”


“You did create the Drow to be most like us Dymas.” Helen spoke softly. “It stands to reason if he has led this unit for any length of time, they would be more than a match for any vampire scum they came across.”


Walter nodded. “Yes I did.” He replied. “What else?”


Lander leaned forward slowly. “There is a force of three thousand humans and elves moving from Athens under General Leo. They will set up their defensive line along our northeast.”


“Leo finally decided it was time to fight!” Panos exclaimed, “That old bastard! He must be close to a hundred years old! And for a human that is ancient!” That brought chuckles from those in the room.

Walter nodded as he scanned the map. “King Leonidas…” Walter stopped and shook his head slowly with a small smile. Everyone in the room knew why and they too smiled. Helen touched his arm.


“It has been many years since you have spoken that name Dymas.” She said. “A name you thought to never speak again in such a way.”


Walter nodded slowly. “It still… it still shocks me that all the years I raised him, spent time with him, instructed him, I never once realized he was something more than a descendant of my King. I never once entertained the thought he was Leonidas’s son.” He said looking at her.


Helen nodded slowly. “There were few who knew Gorgo was with child when Leonidas was killed. And only I in all of Sparta knew that. I had to send her away lest her unborn child become known and all our hopes for the future be crushed if she were to be killed.”


Walter nodded. “You were right to do so.” He said. “He is so much like his father Oracle, it is frightening sometimes.”


“Yet he is very different than his father.” Helen spoke looking at all of them. “He is our King… not only of Sparta… but trillions more lives across the stars. We must understand my friends; Sparta will always be the true home of his heart. I have told him this, and deep in his heart he knows this to be true. This is where he discovered who he truly was, but he commands so much more. As Spartans we must set the example for all those he leads. Many of the customs we have nurtured and developed over the centuries here in Sparta, on this planet, have extended to worlds beyond our imaginations. Our laws and methods are practiced across hundreds of planets. I was surprised at this when I first discovered it, but then I saw the truth behind it.” Helen spoke. “We must always remember, he is the son of Leonidas, the King we all so loved, but he is also the grandson of King Resumar, the Lycavorian King that billions across the universe looked to for leadership. Martin is his own man as well. He thinks differently, acts differently, yet he is the same. But here… in Sparta… this is where everyone will look to in times of need. This is where others across the universe will see the first true battle of the new rebellion take place. Whether Xerxes is fool enough to attack us directly we will not know, but our King has left surprises for him nonetheless. And now we see others across this planet rallying to our cause, coming here to Sparta, and while we must be cautious, we must welcome them.”

Helen’s words brought everyone in the room to silence as the gravity of what she had spoken sank in. To think that hundreds of planets and billions of people across the stars used Sparta and Spartan law as examples of how to live shook them right down to their boots.


Walter nodded slowly. “And we shall welcome them.” He said. “As we welcomed the Thespians that fought and died with us at Thermopylae like brothers, I will honor all those who come here to fight with us now in the name of our King.”

Lander nodded. “All told there are perhaps fifteen thousand moving towards us in whatever they can scrap together. The last of them will arrive by this evening, and all of them have sent emissaries to express their desire to stand with us.”


Walter looked at the map, “The shield that the King had installed?”


Panos nodded. “It is fully operational.” He answered. “It is similar to this shield he has around this city of Eden, and it will protect us from air bombardment. Each of the six power stations will be guarded by a full Mora. I will lead the Mora closest to the edge of the city and will reinforce the northern wall if necessary.”

Walter looked at the map chart. “We have a hundred and thirty thousand full Spartan centurions, and another hundred thousand reserves.” He spoke. “Added to those that move to fight with us I believe we can cut loose another twenty thousand centurions to the King. That is where Xerxes will focus his attack, and the vampire armies are vast. You will be able to contact them telepathically when they arrive in the system Oracle”


Helen nodded quickly, “Easily. You don’t think he will attack Sparta Dymas?” Helen asked.


Walter shook his head. “Not directly. He may send forces here, but his only wish will be to kill the King. Lander… I want you to begin choosing the Mora and have them begin moving to Eden and join our King. I do not know how many troops our people will be able to send, but we must be prepared to go to the King’s aide. The battles have begun over there, and we no longer need to be discrete, but once they arrive have the Lycavorian transports use the route devised by the King to avoid contact as long as they can. Get them there quickly and have the transports return for another load. Once you have chosen the Mora and they are prepared, take your station on the southern wall. I will be on the northern wall.” Lander nodded and left the room quickly. Walter looked at Helen. “How soon before our people arrive to help us Oracle?”


Helen met his eyes. “If the King is right, hopefully they will be here in the next thirty-six hours.” She replied.


Walter nodded. “Xerxes’s forces will be here by tomorrow morning which means the King must hold.”


Helen smiled. “Do not underestimate him Dymas. If I have learned anything about our new King… he is a sneaky bastard when it comes to fighting a war.”


Walter laughed heartily. “That he is! That he is!”

OPERATION SMOKER

20 Miles North of New Memphis

Jasper looked at his scope for the twentieth time in the last five minutes, his hands shaking somewhat each time he adjusted the sensors. He lifted his helmeted head once more. 


“We’re still clear.” He spoke.


“Roger… coming up on the launch point.” Ben’s voice answered. “Stand by.”


Jasper could only shake his head at the calm in the human’s voice. He had flown with Ben now since three weeks after Endith had left for Sparta, and each time he went up with him, he marveled at the clam exterior the senior human pilot displayed in the face of danger. Jasper chanced a glance out of his window and he could see the nine other Raptors to his right holding position on their wing and inching forward just as Ben was doing. He couldn’t see them, but he had no doubts that the nine Raptors on their opposite side were doing the exact same thing. Ben had trained all of them well. He was a task master and a strict teacher, never letting up and demanding the best from all his pilots. Jasper and the other twenty-one elf pilots that had graduated only a month before were Ben’s new air force, and they had taken to flying the newly built Raptors much like Endith had. He doubted any of them would reach the same level of skill that Endith possessed, as she was a special young woman, but Ben had commented more than once that he and his fellow elf pilots were some of the best he had ever trained.


They were deep in Alliance territory, with no support and hovering only twenty miles away from the main Alliance staging area. Their stealth screens were operating at full power, but the moment they locked their missile tubes into place to fire, they would be seen on every radar and sensor scope for four hundred miles. They had trained for this mission, each detail committed to memory, and now they were going to see if they could pull it off. Eden’s intelligence estimated the Alliance had at least a full squadron of Raptors, yet they had not been seen so far in the opening hours of this new war, and that is what had Ben worried the most.


Ben’s helmeted head looked to his left and he saw the other Raptors lined up on the wing of his own ship, “Jasper how we looking?” He asked.


“Everyone is maintaining position Ben.”


Ben nodded. “Hey Red… you see anything we should know about?” He spoke into his helmet mike.


Endith turned Spartan 01 into another slow back to the left as she orbited above them at eighty thousand feet. Tina had her own head buried in the SPAT’s sensors. Ben heard her soft elfish voice in his helmet.


“We are not detecting anything near you Benjamin.” She answered. “That does not mean they are not there however.”


Ben nodded slowly. “We know they have the same avionics package as our birds thanks to the vampire witch, but the question is can they use it as good as we can?”


“All of you will be sitting ducks as you are launching Ben.” Tina’s voice filled his helmet receiver.


“It’s a risk worth taking.” Ben replied. “I’ve been over this with Marty, and he voiced the same concerns. He also knows we need to do this.”

“You didn’t have to get this close though.” Tina spoke.


“It insures our missiles lock on.” Ben answered. “Relax you two… just keep your eyes open for any bad guys.” He turned to Jasper. “Prepare to launch.”


Jasper nodded and keyed his intercom to the channel for all the Raptors that were hovering only a hundred feet from the tops of the tress below them. “Raptor Flight this is lead! Initiate missile prep, extend launchers and prepare to fire.”


Jasper turned to Ben and saw him nod. “Execute!”


Nineteen Raptors hovered in a long line, all of them extending missile pods from their bellies. The noses of eight long range AGM-190 Joint Air to Surface Cruise Missiles coming into view. The AGM-190 was the most advanced land attack missile in the United States inventory before the passing of the comet, and search crews from Eden had found hundreds of them still vacuum sealed in an underground warehouse on a long deserted and picked over Air Force base in Arizona. The weapons had been meticulously inspected and cared for since their discovery, and now they were going to be put to use.

Jasper’s screen came alive with targets as the seeker cones in each warhead searched for and locked onto its primary target already programmed into the guidance system. With the missile pods extended, the Raptors lost all use of their stealth capabilities, and search radars began to do active probes looking to lock on to them as alarms were going off all across the Alliance forces arrayed by New Memphis.


“I have locks!” Jasper almost shouted. “Strong signals on all targets!”


“Stand by to launch!” Ben ordered.

10 miles east of New Memphis


The vampire pilot’s head snapped around as the alarms in his cockpit began to sound. The flight of sixteen Raptors had been hovering here for almost an hour now waiting for an attack that had yet to come. The vampire Major and his pilots had been training heavily in their new aircraft, learning how to fly the Raptors as opposed to their lumbering transports and gunships. It was like finding new toys as far as he was concerned, and now they were going into battle.


“Contact,” His co-pilot shouted, “Thirty miles northwest! Nineteen aircraft! I’m detecting missile radars Major!”


“That’s them!” The vampire major exclaimed. “Commander Moran was right! Order the squadron to engage! Weapons free and engage!”

Spartan 01


“Shit! I have contact!” Tina yelled, “Sixteen Raptors! No IFF! Fuck, they’re firing! They’re hostile!”

Endith’s head snapped around, “Where Tina? Where are they?”


“Twenty-six miles southeast… they…” Her eyes grew wide behind her helmet. “Missiles away, fuck I have missiles away!” Tina shouted back her hands dancing across her console.


Endith touched her control panel and put the SPAT into a southeasterly dive, “Benjamin enemy aircraft twenty-six miles southeast! They have launched missiles at you! You must evade!” 


“All our missiles haven’t locked on!” Ben’s calm voice replied, “Forty more seconds.”


“Benjamin you don’t have forty seconds!” Endith declared. She glanced at Tina. “Energize our active sensors and give me weapons!” She announced clearly as she pushed the SPAT into a screaming turn at nearly a thousand miles an hour.

The air-to-air missiles were speeding towards their targets at nearly sixteen hundred miles an hour, oblivious to the commotion they were causing. They were instruments of death employed by one side. They knew neither good nor bad, only that they were built for one purpose, and that was to destroy the enemy. All of the sixteen missiles had obtained locks on the fiery engines of the Raptors hovering only twenty-two miles away now. Their engines burned at Mach Two, the hundred pound explosive warhead in each missile becoming active. They would reach their targets in just under thirty seconds.

“Jasper?” Ben asked calmly as his eyes remained focused on the incoming missiles displayed on his screen, as well as the vampire Raptors, which were now heading directly at them.


“Two missiles left to lock!” Jasper exclaimed as his hands practically flew over the weapons console. He was manually targeting each missile as it sped toward New Memphis to attack the more high profile targets and attempt to avoid as many civilian casualties as they could. When they had devised this plan, both Ben and Martin knew it would be impossible to attack a city like New Memphis and not cause innocent loss of life, and even though many of the humans that remained in the confines of the city supported the Alliance in one form or another, they did not want to inflict unneeded civilian deaths.


Ben switched channels in his helmet. “Raptor Lead to flight! If you have locked your missiles, bug out now! That is a direct order!”

“Bugging out now,” The voice echoed.


“We’re gone!” Another female voice broke into his helmet.


“Once you are clear… pop flares and chaff, engage the enemy aircraft at long range with your missiles and then turn home! We do not want to get in a shooting match with these assholes!” Ben saw at least five Raptors on his side break formation after locking their missiles on and they screamed for altitude, leaving behind brilliant flares and silver clouds of chaff in their wake as they fought for life giving altitude. Ben’s eyes glanced at the scope once more, narrowing. “Jasper… now would be a good time!” Ben said.


“Almost there!” Jasper replied, his fingers typing faster than Ben could follow. “There! All missiles locked!”


“Raptor Lead is breaking!” Ben exclaimed throwing Raptor 41 into a gut wrenching turn to port as the other twelve Raptors that hadn’t broke formation responded almost as if on cue, scattering like cockroaches exposed to the light and filling the sky with flares and chaff.

It was a brave move, remaining to lock all their missiles onto proper targets, but ultimately it cost them in the end.


Six seconds after Ben executed his turn the vampire missiles arrived and blotted eight of his Raptors from the clear blue sky in the blink on one eye. As Ben rolled Raptor 41 over, he could see wreckage falling from the sky and smashing into the trees below him. Fires erupted on the ground as he continued to mash his thumb down on the flare button of his control yoke, silently cursing that they had ever come back to earth, his eyes watching a crippled Raptor cartwheel towards the ground beneath him, its pilot screaming over the radio that he was going in.


“NO!” Tina screamed and she watched helplessly as eight of Eden’s Raptors were obliterated in a single instant. They were pilots she and Endith had met and spoken with not hours before and now they were gone in the time it took to take a breath.


Endith was not paying attention to that as she guided Spartan 01 towards the now advancing vampire Raptors. They still had not seen her, the composite coating on Spartan 01’s frame keeping it from reflecting back to the active vampire radars. Her teeth clenched in vicious hatred, Endith extended her air-to-air missile pod. The top of Spartan 01 lifted in a six foot section, exposing the launcher pod with twenty-six small missiles loaded in it. 

“Light those fuckers up Tina!” Endith nearly screamed.


Tina’s jaw was set in anger and she let her hands practically fly over the two consoles in front of her. In three seconds Spartan 01’s own radar, much more advanced than anything flying at the moment, activated and the sixteen vampire Raptors were illuminated like glowing stars on a dark night.


“Payback is a bitch you bastards!” Endith did scream now, her finger stabbing down on the red touch button on her panel. 


The top of Spartan 01 was bathed in white smoke for the four seconds it took to fire sixteen anti-air missiles. The more advanced Lycavorian missiles rippled away and sped toward their targets at far greater speed than anything known to exist. Death was coming to visit the vampire pilots, and none would survive.


The vampire major had a cruel smile locked on his lips as he readied another volley of missiles. His sixteen aircraft had shot down eight of Eden’s Raptors, blowing them out of the air as they twisted and turned trying to avoid the missiles. Flares and chaff filling the sky confused his firing computer for a few seconds until they got closer. At eight miles the major got a lock on and moved his thumb to the firing button on the control stick.


The Raptor on his right exploded violently in a flash of yellow fire, causing his head to snap around. He watched as the tiny pieces of the Raptor floated down to the earth and he saw another four meet the same fate in the space of three heartbeats, their ships being blown completely into atoms.


“Where! Where are they?” He screamed as he yanked his Raptor into a barrel turn, diving for the ground and spoiling his firing solution. He saw the missile smoke trail speed by his cockpit window as he dove for a lower altitude to get lost in the ground clutter. His vision was scared by the sight of seven more of his ships being obliterated form the blue sky as they fought a losing battle against the small missiles.

“Large contact directly behind us at seven miles,” His co-pilot yelled. “It’s closing on us!”

Spartan 01 was radiating its signature brilliantly now, Endith and Tina making no effort to hide their location.


“What the fuck is that? That’s no Raptor!” The major yelled, pushing his control stick over and sending his Raptor in a spinning turn as it leveled out over the treetops.


His co-pilot shook his head. “Unknown! I’ve never seen it before!”


“Flares! Give me flares and chaff!” The major yelled. “Flight leader to flight… form on me and we will attack in echelon!”


The major cursed as he heard no answering calls and he banked the Raptor over hard climbing once more. “I’ll kill you whoever you are!” He cussed.


“Target is closing!” His co-pilot spoke. “I can’t get a lock! There’s no definitive heat source!”


“Switch to radar lock then!” The major screamed.


The co-pilot shook his head, “Nothing! Intermittent contact only, nothing solid to lock!”


“Use the camera! Target visually then!” 


The co-pilot adjusted his helmet visor and the small camera situated in the nose of the Raptor zoomed in on the closing form of Spartan 01. His eyes went wide. “What the fuck is that?” He exclaimed.


“That’s my Guardian Angel asshole!” The strange voice broke in on their intercom. “This is for my pilots you low life vampire bastard!”


The major turned his head in time to see Ben’s Raptor paralleling his exact course and speed with untold precision. He could only watch as if in slow motion the massive 30mm chain cannon under its nose oriented towards him. They had not installed any nose weapons in their Raptors yet, and the Major cursed this decision. It was a curse he would take to the grave.


Ben triggered a hundred round burst from his cannon and watched with great satisfaction as the 30mm rounds struck true and everything from the nose back to the forward section of the vampire Raptor began to disintegrate.


Ben’s eyes watched as Spartan 01 whizzed past his pilot’s window and Endith executed a tight turn to bring her ship up next to Raptor 41. Ben had to admit, for being a big bulky aircraft, that puppy sure had some moves.


He saw Tina and Endith look towards him from their cockpit. “Benjamin are you…”


“I’m fine.” Ben answered before she could finish her question. “I sent the others back, but there was no way I was going to let this vampire prick get away with killing my people.”


“Chasing him was fucking stupid Ben!” Tina snapped. “You should have let us handle him!”


Ben chuckled. “No one has ever accused me of being stupid before.”


“We need to go!” Endith spoke now. “This area will be filling with anti-air weapons and who knows how many more Raptors. I only have ten missiles left.”


Ben nodded. “I agree.” He spoke.


“Lead out Benjamin.” Endith told him.


“What’s the matter Red… don’t you trust me?” Ben asked with humor in his voice.


“Do I have to answer that?” Endith replied as she turned Spartan 01 to the west.


Ben didn’t answer and banked Raptor 41 to his right and set course for Eden.


One hundred and fifty two AGM-190 missiles sped on towards New Memphis unaware of the air battle that had taken place behind them. Each missile was locked on a particular target, its internal guidance system making slight corrections to avoid trees and small hills as every missile flew at no more than a hundred feet off the ground. Each AGM-190 missile carried a thousand pound warhead fused for impact detonation. The advanced missiles ignored the air alert warnings blaring over New Memphis and dove for their targets. 

Six bridges over the Mississippi river had survived the comet and the fires that followed. They would not survive this day as a total of thirty one missiles were targeted just on the bridges themselves. The east and west ends of all the bridges were struck within six seconds of each other, as well as the center pilings driven deep into the river bed. None of them survived as the thousand pound warheads exploded, creating a massive storm of dust and steel and concrete, not to mention a massive pressure wave that swept over dozens of vampire guards and several civilians from the bridges and the surrounding riverbanks pulverizing their bodies into shattered remains. As the six bridges began to fall into the raging river below, and hundreds began to rush from their buildings and homes to witness their destruction, the remaining hundred and twenty-one missiles began to devastate the city. Massive explosions rocked the streets and buildings as first the known vampire command and control centers were obliterated, then the three large vehicle yards filled with tanks and APCs were struck, the underground fuel bladders erupting in sheets of flame five hundred feet high, and turning the vehicles into jagged melted remains.


The screams of the dying began to fill the streets as even more buildings were hit. The mainstay of New Memphis was her transportation control hub, and this was eradicated along with a hundred and ninety vampire troops by five missiles that dove into the central domed building. It would be years before any Trams visited New Memphis again.


The rain of destruction continued unabated for almost two minutes, and when finally the last missile struck its target, much of New Memphis was destroyed and ablaze. Smoke rose into the sky from hundreds of fires that had broken out, and there wasn’t a building over five stories that had not been hit at least once.


The attack had severed the vampire lines supplying the troops on their way to attack Eden for all time, leaving them without their main access to fuel and ammunition. It would not stop their attack, but it would severely hamper their efforts, and it bought what Martin needed most of all. 


That was time.


The tally of civilian dead would be enormous, but Selene Torcrum’s father and those working with him had spirited over seven thousand men, women and children, human and elf, to safety in underground bunkers that were well stocked and able to withstand anything short of a nuclear weapon.


It also delivered the message Martin Leonidas wanted to send, and delivered it in a most spectacular fashion.
CAINEVILLE, UTAH

70 MILES EAST OF EDEN


Moran stood with Cha’talla as they watched the last of the armored columns arrive as the sun was beginning to set. They stood on the ridge overlooking Old Route 24 as the tanks and APCs rolled past to assume their positions.


Moran didn’t turn as the aide walked up to where they stood. “That’s the last of the surviving armor Commander.” The man spoke.


Moran didn’t look at him as he nodded, “It’s better than I had hoped.” He muttered. “How many of the cloned vampire units survived?”

The aide looked at the data pad quickly, “Eight complete divisions sir; with elements of another. Three of four remaining cloned vampire divisions made it through unscathed.”


“What about the northern units?” Moran asked looking at him.


“They did not fare as well sir, the single surviving complete vampire division and two other divisions that have fully reformed. They have a smattering of single units, but it only totals to two Brigade sized forces.” The aide replied. “Most of them were caught in the north and were still dispersing when that last Raptor fired its missiles.”


Moran shook his head slowly. “Christ he took out eleven of our divisions with those fucking missiles!” He spat. “More than we first thought.”


“And the reports of this city,” Cha’talla asked the aide. “Are they true?”


The aide nodded his head. “It’s gone Commander.” He answered. “Princess Yuri sent a drone over the city at low altitude an hour after we heard about the attack. All the bridges are gone, the central Tram hub is wasted, and fires are burning out of control. It isn’t pretty. The only good thing is that we got eight of their Raptors before our squadron was destroyed.”


Moran looked at him. “Destroyed? How?”


“Spotters say it was not like any aircraft they had ever seen.” The aide replied. “Sleek and long… they said it looked like a transport or something.”


Cha’talla nodded. “A Lycavorian STRIKER-Class Attack Dropship.” He said as Moran turned to look at him, “Capable of carrying three hundred troops and all their equipment, or twenty thousand metric tons of supplies and munitions. It has the speed and maneuverability of a fighter, and is extremely well armed and very hard to kill even with our best High Coven fighter craft. It is a ship that the Lycavorians give only to their finest pilots, and it is doubtful anything you have will even dent the composite armor it has layered on its body. How is it possible one of these ships is here? As I said, the Union only gives these ships to their finest pilots.”

Moran met his gaze. “This is something new.” He replied. “He must have got it from Sparta.”


“Do we know how many of these ships he has?” Cha’talla asked.


“We didn’t know he had this one until today sir.” The aide replied.


“Is there a way to find out who is piloting this ship?” He asked.


Moran shook his head. “Doubtful. Whatever assets we have still inside Eden have gone to ground very deep. And Leonidas will eventually find them. The moment we attempt to contact them or vice versa they’ll be all over them like flies to shit.”


Cha’talla shook his head. “I recommend keeping your remaining Raptors out of the air.” He said.


Moran turned to fully face him. “Why?”


“Until Prince Xerxes arrives with fighter support, this ship will rule the skies.” Cha’talla replied. “You said it destroyed an entire squadron of these Raptors correct?”


The aide nodded. “Yes sir.”


“I guarantee you whoever is flying that ship is either an elf or a member of the Union Fleet Forces. No other could pilot the ship. It is their most advanced ground attack ship; to be honest it is the most advanced ground attack ship in the universe, as much as that pains me to say.” Cha’talla spoke. “Not even the High Coven has ground attack ships like this STRIKER-Class.”


Moran looked at him. “We do know that the most capable pilot he has outside of the human commanding his air force is a female elf. She is the pilot that flies him everywhere.”


Cha’talla nodded. “Then she is most likely the pilot of the STRIKER.” He said. “Believe me Moran… your Raptors will not even scratch this ship in terms of maneuverability, speed or weapons. And if it is a female elf flying this ship, her reflexes will be far better than any vampire you can field. Most of the pilots for these ships are female elves. For reasons we have not been able to understand, they seem to be the most fearless and capable when flying ground support.”


Moran looked at the aide. “Inform the remaining squadron commander he and his Raptors are grounded until further notice.” He spoke. 

The aide nodded and moved for the Command Hopper that was parked a short distance away.


Moran turned back to Cha’talla. “I’m not a fool Cha’talla,” He spoke. “You have been around a lot longer than me… and have seen far more combat than all of us combined. I’m not fool enough to deny that experience. If you think of anything that can help us… don’t hold it back.”


Cha’talla looked at this human that his Princess had claimed as her husband. What he had told Yuri was ninety five percent true. He and many of the Immortals did in fact know of what Xerxes had done to his sister, and after he threatened to destroy their homes and families and tell his father they were all traitors, they had accepted his vow to never speak of it again. They did not of course tell him from that day forward, Yuri had become their means of retribution against the dishonor of Xerxes had thrust on them. The Princess may not have noticed it, but no matter where she went over the course of the next several centuries an Immortal was beside her, coaching her, teaching her. They had been instrumental in seeing to it that Yuri was named High Guard Commander. They had seen the devotion to her skills she had applied everyday. And the complete devotion to her father, especially after Isabella betrayed her father.


Veldruk may have enslaved their race in the beginning, but over the thousands of years since that day, Cha’talla’s people had come to love the Vampire High Lord. Of all the races within the High Coven Empire, his people were held on a plane above others by Veldruk. He had granted them independence after five thousand years of servitude, and they had chosen to remain in his service willingly, and had become a large trading partner within the Empire. 


Princess Yuri was held in almost as high a regard as the High Lord himself, and many Immortals had laughed secretly at the Pureblood that Veldruk had chosen to take his daughter’s hand. It was a choice of political convenience they knew, but it made Cha’talla laugh inwardly when he realized the Princess held the Pureblood fool in such dismal standing. Yuri was a strong willed woman Cha’talla knew, and it spoke volumes about the character of this genetically enhanced human that she had turned and taken as her husband in secret, knowing that her father would never approve.


“I will be honest with you human Moran.” Cha’talla spoke. “Your military skills are some of the most refined I have ever seen. You lead by example… and you are not afraid to take risks or advice. Many of the Pureblood vampire officers in the High Lord’s court are nothing more than pompous fools who have never seen a day of real combat. They have never witnessed the Lycavorians shred their troops on the ground, or seen severely damaged Lycavorian warships ram High Coven ships in an attempt to take as many of us with them as they can when they die.”


“Yuri told me they are known to do that.” Moran spoke.


Cha’talla nodded. “My instructions from the High Lord when I came here were three fold.” He spoke. “I was to insure that the Princess did not perish on this forsaken rock of a planet; I was to insure that all information pertaining to our cloned soldiers was protected, and I was to insure that you were fit to be her Royal concubine by order of the High Lord.”

“I’m guessing you know I consider Yuri to be my wife.” Moran spoke.


Cha’talla nodded. “And she considers you a husband, which is surprising to say the least. She is known as a strong willed woman, and always has been, and if she sees something in you that makes her accept you as her husband, that is all I really need to know. I do not know what the future holds for the two of you, but know that you will have the support of the Immortals and all of my people. The Princess has earned that… and perhaps one day you might as well.”


“You don’t think we can win do you?” Moran asked.


Cha’talla smiled gently. “Your insight impresses me human.” He replied. “No… I do not believe we will win. Xerxes will be bent on only one thing when he arrives, and if I could, I would love to see that animal Leonidas finish what his father started.”


“Then why are you helping me?” Moran asked.


Cha’talla shrugged. “I grow bored easily, and it seems action follows you wherever you go.” He answered with a smile. “Besides… I have been wrong before in my predictions. When do we depart to crush this city?”


“Six hours.” Moran replied. “We’ll move out at full dark, when our vampire vision will hopefully give us the advantage. I’m hoping by dawn tomorrow we will be hammering Eden with artillery.”


Cha’talla nodded. “Good… I feel the need to feed on new elf blood, and I understand one of his Queens is a succulent elf female with platinum hair. I will enjoy feasting on her blood while I fuck her like the animal she has allowed herself to become.”


They enjoyed a good laugh at that, unaware of the emerald green wolf eyes that were watching them from the top of the six thousand foot mountain on the edge of the Capitol Reef National Park.

Dysea lowered the matte black macro binoculars after taking in the mass of armor and troops that was rapidly filling the valley seven miles east of her. Her wolf eyes and the added power of the binos was all she needed to get an excellent view of the forces massed against Eden. She turned her head and looked at her female Spartan Royal Guard and the two Drow scouts that had traveled with them. Their Raptor was sitting in a field under heavy guard three miles further west of their location.

“We must get back and tell Nauta Melme what we have seen.” She spoke softly.


“Milady… can you not just tell him telepathically?” The Spartan asked.


Dysea shook her head with a smile. “For all we know they have dozens of people monitoring all forms of communication, even telepathic communication. And Nauta Melme was very specific when I left. He told me if I got too close or took any unnecessary risks he would punish me severely.” 
The female Spartan chuckled softly. “That almost makes you want to get into trouble Milady… just so that he will punish you.” She said.

Dysea grinned. “Yes… that is true.” She answered. “However I have no desire to be captured by these pigs.”

“Nor do I.” The Centurion said in agreement.

“We will return and inform him of what we have seen, and then we will need to prepare for battle.” Dysea spoke. 

The Spartan nodded and motioned to the two Drow who began to inch their way down the back side of the ridge they were on.

EDEN

Martin stood on top of his command bunker, his dark eyes scanning the landscape before him. His command bunker had been built directly into the hill overlooking the intersection of Route 89 and Route 62. He could see the five foot deep three foot wide trench that had been dug from the base of the hill in a curving “U” shape across both well traveled roads. They had been recovered for twenty miles in either direction over the past year for ease of Hopper travel to the settlements that surrounded Eden. His eyes could just pick out the figures of hundreds of Spartan Centurions lounging within the trenches chatting with each other or eating an early dinner. Stretched out in front of the trench, beginning two hundred meters from the edge was a minefield. One mile deep and stretching across the entire front of the trench, littered with landmines of all types, it was impossible to walk across the expanse without triggering at least one mine. Heavy chain gun turrets were spaced every two hundred meters along the trench, with interlocking fields of fire.


Martin let his eyes wander further back where he had two batteries of heavy 200mm towed artillery pieces set up and ready to fire. He kept going over the defenses in his mind, trying to determine if he had forgotten anything, and putting together all the events that had led him to this point in his life. The battles he had fought in, the friends he had to bury, the questions that had filled his head about who and what he was since he was old enough to realize that he could actually assume the form of a wolf. He had taken it all in stride, in an almost laconic manner, and now after so many years he understood why. It was in his blood.


Martin caught their scent before he saw them, and he turned slightly as Anja and Aricia came walking towards him, their fingers interlaced as they held hands. The scents of honey and sweet coco drifted over him, carried on the slight westerly breeze that was blowing. They loved each other almost as intensely as they loved him; he could smell that wafting from their pores. Dysea was returning to Eden from her long range patrol, and then three of the four women who would share his life into the future would be with him.


If they even had a future together that was.


“You are thinking too much Marty.” Anja spoke with a gentle smile as they came up to him.


It was the most natural thing in the world for them now and they folded themselves into his arms, nuzzling his neck and cheeks as he did the same to them, their auras swarming around and mingling with each other. This was part of being a wolf, and it was a part that Anja and Dysea had embraced whole heartedly, and a part that came as naturally as breathing to Aricia. 

Martin looked down at her smiling jade green eyes. He had never really noticed just how short Anja was at only five foot three, but packed in that tight, muscular body was a warrior nonetheless. Aricia stood four inches taller than her at five foot seven, and he still had to look down into her azure blue eyes.


“Anja is right my love.” Aricia spoke softly. “We… you have done all you can. Now comes the hardest part.”


Martin nodded, “The waiting.” He said with a smile. “I always hated the waiting, even before I knew what I was.”

“Dysea is making her way here from the airfield.” Anja spoke.


Martin nodded. “I know. Vengal went to meet her so they could get the last details worked out. The airfield is going to be a major hub Anja.”


“Yes I know… and I already have a Spartan Lochi guarding my every move. Atropos has sworn to protect me with his last breath if need be.” She replied exasperated. “It’s… it’s not something I am used too Marty, having men and women ready to die to keep me safe.”


Martin nodded. “I know the feeling.”


Aricia nodded in agreement. “It makes me uncomfortable as well.” She said.


“If we win this fight, I have a distinct feeling there is going to be a lot that we will be uncomfortable with.” Martin spoke. “I guess we’ll just have to get used to it. Of course… both of you could tell me to take a hike and then you’ll never have to worry about it again.” He added with a smile.


“That will never happen.” Aricia said pressing her body against his side tightly. 


“Yeah… when pigs fucking fly,” Anja echoed, doing the same.


Martin chuckled. “I’d be careful… with everything that has happened in the last year we just may see pigs fly some day.”


Anja laughed softly and nodded, “Point taken.” She said.


“Anja you…” Martin started.


Anja shook her head and put a finger to his lips. “I am a doctor first and foremost Martin, even before being one of the women who loves you more than their own lives. I need to be there doing what I was trained to do. What… what my people are supposed to do.”


“How’s it feel being the only one of your kind on this planet?” Martin asked with a grin.


“Jesus… that’s a scary thought,” Anja said shaking her head.

“Stay close to Atropos.” Aricia spoke softly squeezing Anja’s hand. 


Anja nodded and turned her face upwards. Before she could speak Martin’s lips came down on her and he kissed her deeply, sending surges of love through her with his aura. Anja returned the sensations to him within her own aura, relishing in the feelings he could and did invoke from her all of the time. He pulled away from her slowly, his hand caressing her cheek.


“I love you “Firecracker”. Make sure you keep that delicious tail of yours out of harms way as much as possible.” Martin told her.


Anja laughed. “Oh boy… I got my own nickname now? You really are getting serious.”


Martin laughed and slapped her ass. “Get going!” He said. Anja turned and started walking back towards the bunker as Martin turned and pulled Aricia close to him. “Go with her to the Hopper Little Wolf.”


Aricia kissed him and nodded. “I will return soon with Dysea.” She said.


Martin watched her jog after Anja, taking her hand once more as she caught up with her and they continued walking.


“Sire?” Vengal’s voice spoke from behind him.


Martin turned slowly having smelled Vengal coming up the small hill minutes ago. “How is everyone holding up?” He asked.


Vengal nodded. “Surprisingly well sire.” He answered.


Martin nodded. “I handle the eastern edge of the trench Vengal; I want you taking the western end.”


Vengal nodded. “I figured as much Milord.” He replied. “The artillery batteries are standing by on both our channels. Hopefully the ambushes we have set up along Route 62 will cut down their forces quite a bit.”

Martin nodded thoughtfully. “Vengal… I’ll be leaving earth once this is over.” He spoke softly as he got down on one knee.


Vengal nodded as he dropped to a knee next to his King. “I assumed as much sire.”


Martin looked at him. “I want you to come with me.” He said.


Vengal looked at him a mischievous smile on his face. “I was hoping you would ask me that sire. I have already spoken with my wife and Anuk and Daniel.”


Martin chuckled. “I should have known.” He said. “Tarifa and Aihola are more than capable of handling things here, and with Selene and Tareif backing them, plus those in Sparta that will remain… if we win this… earth will be in good hands.”


“May I ask why me sire?” Vengal asked.


Martin looked at him. “Because you and I have gotten rather close over these last few months and I want…”


Vengal saw his King cant his head to the side slightly as if he had just noticed something. He looked at him puzzled. “Sire… what is it?”


Martin came to his feet quickly every nerve ending in his body alive and on alert. “Come with me!” He told Vengal before turning and sprinting for the bunker.


Martin entered the bunker to the sound of Admiral Wallace’s voice echoing from the monitor.


“…get me the King now!”


Martin stopped and looked at the monitor. “Admiral…”


Wallace saw him and his face changed slightly to one of determination. “Sire… EDEN’s long range sensors have just detected roughly eighty-seven ships entering the system. They began appearing four minutes ago out of nowhere! They are now passing Uranus and at their present speed will arrive above earth in roughly eleven hours.”

“Is it the Lycavorian ships?” Vengal asked quickly, excitement coursing through him.


“We don’t know who they are.” Wallace answered. “EDEN’s sensors can only detect them at the moment. We can’t identify them. We don’t even know what our ships will look like.”


“Then it could be the Lycavorian Union fleet?” Vengal asked turning to look at Martin. “Couldn’t it sire?”


Martin shook his head slowly. “It’s Xerxes people.” He responded, his voice soft. “And the shit is really going to fly now.”

