CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE
LYCAVORIAN ATTACK CRUISER LEONIDAS I
SEVENTEEN HOURS FROM EARTH


“How many ships have entered the system? And someone turn those damn alarms off!” Ceneu bellowed over the alarms that were blaring on the bridge of LEONIDAS I. He turned quickly when the elevator lift to the bridge stopped and the doors slid open to reveal Riall, Gorgo, Vistr and Isabella. He waved them over to the large star chart and began to move there himself. “And give me an accurate count!”


“Ceneu what’s going on?” Riall asked as he moved up to the table. “The entire fleet is coming to Alert Status Two.”


Ceneu nodded and his hands touched the control panel for the star chart, bringing up the map of the galaxy that held Earth and their King. “Long range sensors have detected a High Coven Fleet entering Earth’s system.” He reported to them. He turned when the bridge crewmen hurried over and handed him the data pad. He glanced at it and nodded. “Eighty-seven ships, including the WING OF DEATH.”


“Xerxes’s ship,” Isabella said softly.


Ceneu nodded and they watched as an aide manipulated the chart’s controls and eighty-seven miniature ships appeared on the chart table outlined in red.


“Less than we thought.” Vistr spoke surprised.


Ceneu nodded quickly, “By a significant margin.” He answered. “It appears he rode his ships harder than he should have. We will still be outnumbered, but no where near as badly as we first thought.”


“Have they detected us?” Riall asked.


Ceneu shook his head. “We are coming in from the far side of the system’s sun. They will not be able to see us until we are in the system and almost upon them due to the radiation this sun emits.”


“How soon before they reach this planet Earth?” Vistr asked.


“Nine hours before they establish orbit,” Ceneu replied immediately, “Another hour after that for them to be in position to begin a planetary bombardment.”


“Ceneu what do the data bank archives say we left at Sparta?” Riall asked. “Is there anything they can use?” 


Ceneu reached for a different pad on the side of the star chart and read quickly, “Nineteen STRIKER-Class Attack Transports and three of the larger G12 Transports; seven storehouses of body armor and weapons, small power generators for the Shi Viska branding stations, and a Class Three Power generator in the lower level of their medical center.” Ceneu shook his head. “Nothing they can use with the exception of the body armor and weapons.”

“No one could fly the STRIKERs?” Vistr asked.


Ceneu shook his head. “I doubt it. As you know, eighty percent of our entire STRIKER AT complement of pilots is made up of female elves. The ships just seem to respond to them better for some reason because of the bio-circuits installed, and they are able to make the ships dance. Without the proper training I find it hard to believe they could use a STRIKER, even if there was a female elf with the natural skills to fly it.”


Gorgo looked at him. “In my son’s memories, the one’s that he passed to me, there was a force field of some sort protecting this city he has built on the North American Continent. It was built by the humans that accompany him and if he is using it that must provide some means of protection.”


“It’s possible.” Ceneu spoke. “The humans had developed enough to build this base on the moon; they could very well have designed such a shield. The question remains, will it withstand a bombardment from orbit by a REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought?”


“I have been doing some reading on this planet,” Isabella spoke now, everyone turning to her surprised. Isabella had been different since the death of her senior vampire soldier. No longer did she have fights with her remaining troops to see if one would share her bed. She had stopped that practice altogether. She had been seen in the archives of the LEONIDAS I on several occasions, and she had taken to eating meals on a regular basis with the members of the crew and not keeping to her quarters as was usually the case. She saw the looks on their faces and her own face scrunched up. “I do read!” She exclaimed defensively, but with a touch of humor that they had never seen from her before. “I have a very proper education!”


Gorgo chuckled and reached out to squeeze her arm. Riall and Ceneu noticed this, and a knowing look passed between them. Gorgo was the only one Isabella allowed too touch her person, but it was a start as far as they were concerned. “What have you learned child?” She asked.


“Their tools of war were for the most part, conventional explosive based weapons.” Isabella answered. “The most powerful weapon they built up until the time the comet destroyed much of their civilization was a laser weapons grid.”


“The one on this base on the moon,” Ceneu spoke nodding his head. “It will not hurt our larger ships, but it could cause some concern for our fighters and transports.”

Isabella nodded. “Yes… after that the next most powerful weapon was nuclear based. In all actuality, they probably would have discovered faster than light speed within twenty years had the comet not decimated their world. I would surmise that this shield is meant to protect against more conventional weapons and most likely there is no way it would stand up to a plasma bombardment from orbit for more than a few minutes.”


“Then they would be protected against whatever Yuri has on the surface, because that would be conventional.” Vistr spoke. “The few humans I have come in contact with within the Union have no love for vampires, and even with access to a spaceport as the Vampire Coven undoubtedly has, they would not risk using anything more than what the planet was capable of in terms of technology for fear the remaining humans would revolt.”


Riall nodded. “They would not want to fight a rebellion on more than one front.” He said. “And these humans have proven to be extremely adequate vampire killers in the past. And they will fight viciously when their backs are against the wall.” He looked at Gorgo. “Can you contact him from here Gorgo?”


Gorgo looked at him intently for a long moment. “I can try… but I would need the help of several Tier Five telepaths. Do we have any within the fleet that travels with us?”


Ceneu nodded. “Several of my senior officers are Tier Fives.” He answered.


“I am willing to try Riall… but we may still be too far away.” She told him. “I would need Isabella within the link as well.”

Isabella looked at her surprised. “Me? Why would you need me Gorgo?”


“You are connected to my son in a way that we are not,” Gorgo spoke ignoring the looks from the others that were flashed her way. “If he feels you within the link, reaching out for him, it will be easier for him to establish a connection.”


“Gorgo… he is that strong telepathically?” Vistr asked.


“We saw what he did to Isabella’s father in that transmission.” Riall spoke. “I spoke with Deia about it and according to her if he was able to do this, his telepathic power will rival that of King Resumar. He will need many months of instruction under our senior telepaths, but Deia says his power could very well be uncharted.”

Gorgo nodded. “We will attempt it… but we may not succeed.”


Riall nodded. “We’ll enter the system in twelve hours, but not reach earth for another five. That gives Xerxes six hours to lay waste to everything on the planet before we get there. And we do not know what Yuri has on the surface.”


“Is there no way to boost our sensor range and discover this?” Vistr asked.


Ceneu shook his head. “The senior elf engineer already has them operating at nearly twenty percent above their specified levels. Any more tweaking and we risk shorting out the main long range sensor array. We can pick up lifesigns but nothing more. Three massed concentrations are within sixty kilometers of this city of his on the North American continent.”

“Even if we were able to establish a connection with him,” Gorgo spoke. “There is still nothing we can do for him until we arrive.”


“There may be something.” The female voice spoke from behind them.


Their heads turned to see the female elf standing behind Ceneu quietly. Her golden colored hair hung down to between her shoulder blades, the dark roots barely noticeable. Her dark brown eyes were bright, alert and very alluring to look at for any length of time. She wore the dark gray flight uniform of a senior Union pilot with the rank of full Star Commander.


Ceneu stepped to the side to allow her to move up next to him. She was tall for an elf at nearly five foot nine, and she had very long legs. Her uniform clung to her slim but muscular body in all the right places, most noticeably around her extremely well shaped ass. Her chest was not large, even by elfin female standards as they tended to have fuller breasts, but there was no denying that she was a female. 

“My apologies For’mya,” Ceneu spoke quickly. “Riall… this is Star Commander For’mya, my senior flight officer and the finest STRIKER AT pilot in the Union at this moment.”

The elf nodded her head in respect to Riall. “It is an honor Admiral.” She spoke.


“For’mya?” Riall said looking at her in surprise. “You are the daughter of L’tian and Far’nyel aren’t you?”

The female elf looked at him surprise on her face now but nodded her head. “You honor me with the knowledge of my parents Admiral.”

“That’s high praise coming from Ceneu Star Commander,” Riall told her with a smile. “He rarely gives compliments to anyone, though I suspect you already know that.”

The female elf smiled and her very beautiful face relaxed even more. To say that she was more nervous now than at any other time in her thousand years of life would be a complete understatement. For’mya knew she was in the presence of the two most decorated officers in the Lycavorian Union, and that alone was enough to awe her. She had never met Admiral Riall but his personality certainly matched everything she had ever heard about him. His list of victories and battles against the Vampire Coven was more extensive than anything she had ever read. She also knew he was mated with the mother of their King and they had six children together, but to now be standing across from Gorgo was another high honor for her. The most respected and well thought of instructors at the Apo Prime Higher University, Gorgo’s life story was required reading and now For’mya was standing with her in the same room.


“Thank… thank you sir.” For’mya finally was able to say, her dark eyes settling on Isabella’s porcelain like beauty, her hazel green eyes boring into her. 


“What is it you have in mind Commander?” Riall asked.


For’mya tore her eyes from the intoxicating face of the vampire Princess and looked at him. “Sir… I’m sorry. We can use our STRIKERs Admiral.”


Riall looked at her. “I don’t follow.”


“The fleet can not make another jump so soon out of the Gate Admiral, out LSDs need time to recharge and have minor adjustments made. Our STRIKERs are not so limited because they haven’t even been used.” For’mya spoke as her military training took over and she recited the plan she had been working on in her head for two days now. “Load an elite team of General Vistr’s Spartan Shock troops, and let me take six of our STRIKERs to earth. The STRIKERs have their own LSDs sir, and we are not affected by the strain of Gate travel, as I said. I have calculated an LSD jump that will put us within an hour of this planet Earth where the King is. If we leave in the next hour we can be there before Xerxes arrives and at the very least give him an advantage defeating the ground forces that seem to be massed against him.”

Ceneu shook his head slowly. “That is not something I even thought of.” He muttered to no one in particular.


“You’ve given this some thought then Commander?” Riall said looking at her.


For’mya nodded. “I have been working out the details for two days Admiral. I know which of my pilots I would take if you and Admiral Ceneu approve the plan, and we can have our aircraft ready to depart in thirty-six minutes.”


“Let’s hear it.” Ceneu spoke.


“I factored in a full weapons load and the extra pilots to fly the STRIKERs that are stored in Sparta and a limited amount of spare stores if the weapons on the STRIKERs in Sparta are not useable.” For’mya spoke confidently. “Each aircraft can carry an additional one hundred and twenty-seven troops and we can easily make the jump with our LSDs intact and at full power. We would arrive on earth in full fighting form.”

Vistr stepped forward. “I can have every Spartan Scout Troop in my Expeditionary Force ready to move in less than an hour.” He said looking at Riall. “Eight hundred SSTs are the equal to an entire division with their training and I will lead them.”


“I will go as well.” Gorgo spoke quickly, “Isabella with me.”


Riall looked at her. “Gorgo…”


“If it is my time to die husband then I will die beside the son I thought I lost so long ago.” Gorgo told him taking his hand. “However since you are here, I will rely on you to make sure I don’t die.” She told him with a smile.


Riall looked at her with a loving smile before turning to Ceneu. “Ceneu… what do you think?”


The Algolian Admiral nodded. “I like it.” He spoke. “It puts them well within range of earth and Gorgo should be able to contact the King easily. For’mya can then relay back to us whatever he wants or needs before she lands.”


“And when Xerxes begins to bombard the planet?” Riall asked.


“I don’t believe he will bombard the planet Admiral,” Isabella spoke again. “We all saw how badly Martin embarrassed him in front of my father.” Gorgo looked at her carefully and was the only one who noticed that she used her son’s name in an almost affectionate tone. “He will want to prove to my father that he is superior to him. He will head directly to the surface in search of Martin.”

Ceneu looked at Riall. “He has let his arrogance override his common sense on many occasions Riall.” He said. “We can use this to our advantage.”


Riall nodded slowly, but his decision was already made and he knew it. “Do it!” He snapped. 

EDEN
Nayeca stared at the shimmering light blue shield as it extended up and around the edges of Eden and encompassed the entire city. She sat on the thick tree stump at the base of the hill where the King’s bunker was situated. She had seen him rush into the bunker with General Vengal only moments before, and she determined that was why the shield had now gone up. Something was happening, and the battle was drawing closer, that much she could feel, but Nayeca didn’t feel fear for the battle that was coming. In fact, this was the very first time in her life when she didn’t feel fear for her life, and the two reasons for that were walking towards where she sat carrying several ration packets of food.
They had returned to Eden two days before and after all that had happened in bringing the Drow to Eden, Nayeca was sure she would be returned to the small one room apartment she had stayed in before departing with the Queen to Canada. That had not been the case, as within minutes of landing on Eden’s airfield, Anuk had taken her hand and they had filtered back towards the city with the other troops. Many knew they would have only one night, possibly two to enjoy whatever down time they could find, and they wasted no time in heading back to their families and friends. Anuk had led her to a medium sized three bedroom home within three kilometers of the airfield which she told Nayeca was her and Daniel’s home. He was going to the Command Center to attend a debriefing, and would be returning later.

What followed had been the most pleasurable night of Nayeca’s young life, and she shuddered inwardly in exquisite joy as the memories came rushing back to her.
TEN HOURS EARLIER============================================================

Nayeca stood under the hot beating water of the shower, letting the soothing heat relax the muscles in her shoulders, and allowing her to think about what had happened the last few hours. No matter what she tried, Anuk kept entering her thoughts. She had truly not wanted her first time with Anuk to be forced in any way. She had wanted to seduce the young Wood Elf, make Anuk want to give her pleasure. As the water fell over her body and flowed between her full breasts, Nayeca thought of Jenia, and realized that she desired Anuk more than she had ever wanted Jenia. She had loved her Moon Elf lover, of that she was sure, but there was something about Anuk that caused ripples of pleasure to course through her.


She had not been able to stop herself when the Drow officer had forced them together, the feel of Anuk’s soft lips on her pussy causing her to lose all of her control. What stunned her more was the fact that Anuk had reacted the way she had. She hadn’t fought what happen to them, and she almost seemed to relish in it. It had not taken Nayeca long to reach her peak as it had been so many years since that kind of pleasure had seared her veins, and Anuk had gulped down her passion like someone who hadn’t drunk fresh water in days. Nayeca had been distraught afterward, thinking the one thing in this mad world she so desired would turn against her in hate and disgust. It had stunned her when Anuk had seductively lowered her still burning and perfect body against hers; ignoring the blood of the Drow she had so effortlessly killed lying all around them, and kissed Nayeca with blistering passion. Jenia had never kissed her in all their years together, and when Anuk’s lips found hers, Nayeca felt her entire body ignite like nothing she had ever experienced. It was…


“Mistress?” Anuk’s soft voice filled her ears and her amber eyes opened to see Anuk standing there in the middle of the small bathroom, wrapped only in the towel she had dried off with after her own shower. Her rust colored red hair was still plastered to her head, the freckles dotting her lightly tanned skin, and her cerulean blue eyes were staring at Nayeca’s wet, naked body with obvious lust and desire in them.


Nayeca surrendered to her own desires at that moment, and she stepped slightly out of the shower spray. She felt a wave of hunger sweep over her and she let her dominant nature take over. She seductively ran her hand down her glistening body, trailing her fingers between the deep cleft between her large firm breasts. “Do you see something you desire slave.” Nayeca spoke in a low voice, “Something that you want?”

Anuk’s eyes were wide and bright as she nodded her head slowly. “Yes… yes.” She stammered.


Nayeca stepped closer, thrusting out her firm breasts proudly. She stepped further out of the water spray and grasped the towel around Anuk’s body, pulling it off quickly. “What is it you desire slave?” She asked in a seductive voice, pulling Anuk closer to her in the shower.

“I… I want you… Mistress,” Anuk answered in a husky voice, her blood pounding in her veins as she stared at the firm, gorgeous body of this Drow female in front of her.


“I can see that slave.” Nayeca said stroking Anuk’s shoulders with her fingers softly, tracing her fingertips down the insides of her arms and slowly moving to circle lazily around Anuk’s already rock hard nipples. Nayeca smiled when Anuk inhaled sharply at her touch, her body on fire. She squeezed Anuk’s breasts tightly in her hands, her conical breasts almost as large as her own, and drawing a gasp of wanton desire from Anuk. Nayeca could feel the heat building inside her quickly; having this luscious red haired female elf pressed to her was driving her mad. She lowered her lips to Anuk’s and kissed her hard, her hands filling with Anuk’s large muscular ass cheeks and pulling her tightly to her body. She pressed her right knee between Anuk’s thighs, and directly up against her bald pussy. Anuk’s labium was already engorged in need and her juices coated Nayeca’s thigh quickly as her arms wrapped around Nayeca’s back pulling her closer. Nayeca pulled her lips from Anuk’s with reluctance, salvia joining their moist lips for a brief moment. The red haired elf could kiss, and given Nayeca’s lack of experience with that, she did not want to succumb so quickly. She wanted this to last as long as she could prolong it. “You must tell me what… what it is you wish slave.” She spoke, her lips close to Anuk’s ear.

“You Mistress,” Anuk’s reply came out in an almost pleading nature. Her body was responding to Nayeca’s touch, the contrast in the color of their skin making her burn with need similar to when Daniel crushed her against him and filled her with his huge ebony cock. Her cerulean eyes stared at Nayeca’s large breasts, her mouth almost watering at the sight of her small dark nipples and the quarter sized areolas.


Nayeca reached up quickly and wrapped her fingers in Anuk’s hair, and pulling her head back quickly, small jolts of pain coursing through Anuk’s scalp, and making her body burn even more. “You must tell me what you want to do slave!” Nayeca demanded her amber eyes glowing with scorching hot desire now. “Tell me what you want to do slave!”


“I… I want to taste you Mistress!” Anuk gasped. “I want to eat… I want to eat your pussy Mistress!”


Nayeca grinned as the words she so wanted to hear from Anuk burst from her lips. “Then get on your knees and eat me slave!” Nayeca demanded, pushing Anuk down with her hands on her shoulders until she was kneeling before her. “Eat my pussy like you want it slave! Make me… make me come all over your beautiful face!”


Anuk was lost in the lust and desire of the moment as she gazed at the thin line of pure white hair above Nayeca’s pussy. The dark pussy lips were puffed out in desire and lust, Nayeca’s stiff clit nearly a half inch long and demanding attention. Anuk’s hands came up to stroke Nayeca’s taut thighs and then slid around to grasp her full muscular ass cheeks in her hands. Surrendering to the desire burning inside her, Anuk pulled Nayeca’s pussy to her and fastened her soft lips onto that delicious clit.


Nayeca gasped in unabashed delight, pleasure surging through her belly as Anuk began to suckle her painfully hard clit. She wrapped her fingers in Anuk’s damp lustrous rust red hair and pulled her head tighter against her pussy, lifting one leg up and draping it over Anuk’s shoulder. “Eat me slave!” She gasped. “Suck my… suck my pussy like you want it! Suck it… suck it like you really want it slave!”


Nayeca’s words of dominance only served to fuel Anuk’s growing desire, and she lashed Nayeca’s pink clit with her warm tongue, her lips pressed tightly over the top of her pussy. She felt Nayeca pulled her head tighter and hump her mouth, making her clit bang against her teeth causing jolts of pleasure surging through her Mistress. Anuk released one hand from holding that beautiful ass and brought it back around to reach up and fondle Nayeca’s left breast. She pulled on the stiff nipple hard, pinching it between her thumb and forefinger, drawing a gasp of delight from Nayeca at the sharp pain. Nayeca grasped her wrist with one hand, but did not stop her manipulations, while her other hand tightly held Anuk’s face in her crotch.

Anuk extended her tongue out, taking long slow licks of Nayeca’s delicious pussy, the scent of sweet apples overpowering as her juices were beginning to lubricate the insides of her pussy and coating her tongue and lips with her nectar.


“Yes!” Nayeca almost screamed. “Ohhhh… you… you eat my pussy so good!” The fire in her belly was building to a climax, and Nayeca’s limbs began to quiver in a way they never had before. She looked down wide eyed at Anuk feasting on her slit, her tongue working madly as her fingers pinched and teased the nipple of her breast. It was never like this with Jenia, Nayeca thought to herself. It had taken Jenia nearly three years to be able to make Nayeca quiver in such a way. “Oh… my slave… you are… you are going to make me come!” She gasped. “Do you want that Anuk? Do you want to taste me?” 

The moan Anuk let out was all the answer Nayeca needed and she gripped her head harder, fucking her driving tongue faster. Anuk’s grip on her ass cheek tightened, and she pinched her nipple once more, harder than before.


“Fuck!” Nayeca screamed, her head tossing back. “Ahhhhhhh… here it comes slave!” 


Anuk fastened her lips over all of Nayeca’s spasming pussy and groaned loudly as she dropped her hand from Nayeca’s breast and shoved three fingers into her own, bald dripping pussy. Nayeca’s ass tightened in Anuk’s grip and her sweet apple tasting come erupted into her mouth. Her belly heaved almost violently as her orgasm ripped through her, stronger than anything she had yet felt in her life. Her amber eyes were wide in pleasure, spiraling colors flashing in her mind as she convulsed a second time, sending more of her come splashing into Anuk’s eager mouth.

Nayeca didn’t know how or when they had moved to the bed, the only thing she was aware of was the intense pleasure her new slave was lavishing upon her. Anuk’s tongue was a tireless machine, dragging three more incredible orgasms from her while she sat astride her gorgeous face, grinding her pussy down on Anuk’s tongue while pinching and twisting her own dark nipples. They shifted until she was sitting on Anuk’s face, the deep cleft of her ass cheeks buried over Anuk’s pert nose. Nayeca found herself fondling Anuk’s lightly tanned breasts and pinching her erect pink nipples, something she had never done with Jenia. Nayeca found herself gazing at Anuk’s bald pussy, so completely soaked with her own juices and Nayeca found herself licking her lips. Twice Nayeca had to stop her face from falling into Anuk’s thoroughly soaked pussy with the intensity of her orgasms, feeling Anuk’s breasts crushed against her heaving abdomen. Anuk’s tongue was licking every part of her body, exploring every centimeter of her clutching pussy, delving deep between her dark ass cheeks, her tongue tickling Nayeca’s virgin asshole. It was driving her mad, and she kept finding her eyes drawn to Anuk’s dripping snatch and the cinnamon smell that was emanating so intensely from her pussy. 


It was in the middle of her third staggering orgasm when she felt him in the room with them. Nayeca watched intently through amber eyes clouded with passion as he climbed onto the bed his massive ebony cock nearly bursting with hot desire. Her amber eyes took in every thick vein that adorned the easily foot long length as he moved between Anuk’s satiny thighs. He was enormously muscled and deliciously defined, unlike any man she had ever seen before and when compared to Anuk he appeared like a towering black giant. Anuk moaned against Nayeca’s pussy above her when she felt Daniel’s hands gently part her legs and the head of his huge cock poise at her opening. She had smelled her husband the moment he had entered their room and had called to him using her aura alone. Danny’s reaction was obvious and quick.

Nayeca was frozen in fear and passion, not knowing what to do, her hips moving of their own accord on Anuk’s face now, her tongue working furiously to bring Nayeca to orgasm again, Anuk’s hands holding her hips in place, refusing to allow her to even move off her face. Nayeca’s fears were quickly shattered and brushed aside when Daniel reached up to her face and covered her lips with his as he impaled Anuk with one powerful plunge of his huge ebony cock. Nayeca was vaguely aware of Anuk screaming out her pleasure as she shuddered in a massive orgasm brought on by her husband’s huge cock burying itself deeply into her. In the midst of the kiss he was laying on her, Nayeca couldn’t help but whimper in her own crushing climax, her juices splashing into Anuk’s hungry mouth.

What followed for Nayeca was the most erotic and exciting sexual experience she had ever been involved in, and it had left her craving more. Daniel knew just where to touch her, just where to nuzzle her, and between his roaming kisses and caresses and Anuk’s driving tongue, Nayeca lost count of her orgasms after the tenth one. She gasped when they shifted positions and Daniel held her hips lowering her dripping pussy onto his face. Nayeca rode Daniel’s face in unadulterated pleasure as she watched in awe Anuk slamming her tight pussy down on his enormous monster cock, his tongue driving even deeper into her than Anuk’s. She was able to see the look of pure bliss on Anuk’s face as she rotated her hips on his massive ebony cock buried in her belly and when Anuk reached for her to kiss her she returned Anuk’s wanton kisses with equal lust and passion.

It continued for hours, neither of them seeming to tire of sharing her body. They both worshiped her with their tongues and at times she would rest while Anuk pleasured her husband, taking his entire huge cock within her velvety throat until his body would go rigid and he exploded, his come flooding deep into her belly. And then he would do the same to her, leaving her screaming out her love for him. Daniel lavished her body with kisses and in time Nayeca discovered he was almost as good as her new slave lover when it came to eating her pussy. He never once tried to enter her body with his huge cock, content to have Anuk service him, which his mate did with great gusto. 


When the moment came… Nayeca could not contain herself any longer… and she grabbed his massive cock in her hand and without pause sank her tight Drow pussy down over that enormous shaft until her pussy lips anchored at the base of his thick ebony cock in one breath stealing plunge and she was crying out in orgasmic bliss. His entire body had lifted from the bed, all except his head which was trapped between Anuk’s gorgeous thighs as she was coming all over his face. Nayeca forgot herself even more then and in that passion clouded minutes she leaned forward to brace herself on Anuk’s body and found herself suckling her slave’s gorgeous breasts without thinking, sucking hard on her nipples and squeezing her wonderful globes of flesh. This only served to set Anuk off once again and she ground her tight pussy down on her husband’s face, his large ebony hands holding tightly to her hips as he lapped up her come hungrily.

It was too much for Daniel and with a heave of his hips his massive cock grew even larger inside Nayeca and she felt him erupt deep within her with the force of a volcano, his searing hot come blasting into her depths just as Anuk’s lips claimed hers and they melted together in a tangle of flesh and pleasure that would continue for another two hours before they all fell spent onto the bed. 

PRESENT============================================================


Nayeca watched them walking towards her as the last memories of the previous night drifted in her thoughts. Anuk snuggling tightly in Daniel’s arms, her back pressed to his chest, while her head was pressed tightly to Nayeca’s obsidian colored breasts, their legs entwined in a mass of flesh. Nayeca was able to stare into Daniel’s eyes then, and she felt warmth and peace wash over her as his long powerful arms encircled both her and Anuk within his embrace. Anuk was sandwiched between them, protected from any harm and Nayeca held back the tears that threatened to pour from her eyes as Daniel stroked her ears before drifting off to sleep his eyes telling her all she needed to know. Nayeca quickly smiled and then she allowed the small tears to fall as she nuzzled Anuk’s hair, while squeezing Daniel’s arm on her hip. 

Nayeca had never felt more secure and fulfilled as she did last night, and she knew without question where she now belonged. She had never met any female who took the role of submissive so completely, and even Daniel allowed her to direct and at times dominate him. The one thing she regretted from their night together was that she had not the courage to do the one thing she wanted too. She had wanted to taste Anuk and eat her pussy to return to her the pleasure she had given so completely and willingly. Nayeca had never considered giving pleasure to a submissive partner, and the very fact that she so wanted to with Anuk told her all she needed to know. And if she had anything to say about it, and they survived this battle, she had every intention of tasting her submissive lover over and over.

Anuk settled to the ground next to her with a smile, holding out the ration pack. “One delightful rations meal.” She spoke cheerfully, attempting to lighten the somber mood that had slowly been building among all the troops. Waiting for battle was the worst experience anyone could endure. “It doesn’t taste anywhere near as wonderful as you do Mistress, but it will have to suffice for the moment.”

Danny chuckled as he sat down in front of both of them. “If we had more time I’d whip up my famous MRE surprise.” He said.


Anuk grunted with a nod. “Now that is a delicious blend of shit.” She said as she tore open the packet.


Nayeca looked at both of them with adoration and confusion in her eyes. They accepted her so completely for whom she was, and this was not something Nayeca was used to in the least. Even when Nayeca was demanding her slave to eat her pussy harder, grinding her crotch on Anuk’s face, Daniel had not batted an eye at her treatment of his wife and mate and he had continued in his own actions. “The… the shield has been activated.” She spoke finally, unsure of the words she truly wanted to speak.

Danny nodded looking back at the shield as he chewed the ration bar. “I figure we got about four hours before all hell breaks loose and Eden turns into the center of attention.”


Nayeca looked at him. “Can we win Daniel?” She asked him softly.


“The Skipper and I don’t take part in battles we can’t win.” He answered her quickly. “It’s not in our nature.”


Nayeca looked surprised. “You… you have never lost a fight?” She asked stunned.


“We’ve lost a few battles… but never the war.” Danny answered. “Though I will admit… this will be the toughest one we have ever faced.”


“Yet you do not appear frightened in any way.” Nayeca asked clearly impressed. “How do you do that?”


Danny laughed. “Nayeca… I’m scared shitless.” He told her, seeing her eyes go wide. “We just hide it better than most. I guess it comes with the Spartan blood we have in our veins. Besides…, I have too much to live for now to go and get myself killed.” Daniel tilted his head slightly which told Anuk someone was communicating with him via his implant. Danny nodded, “On my way Skipper.” He spoke in reply and began getting to his feet.

“What do you have to live for Daniel?” Nayeca asked him.


Danny leaned over and kissed Anuk passionately, his fingers caressing her sensitive elf ears, Nayeca seeing her shudder in delight. “What do I have to live for?” He spoke, repeating her question to him as he stared at Anuk with love and passion. “I have my mate and wife…” He answered turning to look at her. He caught Nayeca off guard when he leaned over and kissed her just as deeply. She whimpered against his lips as his fingers sent a shiver through her body as they gently caressed her sensitive ear ridge. “And I also have you to live for Mistress.” He said softly his dark eyes bright.


Nayeca looked at him stunned as he smiled and then turned and headed for the bunker. She looked at Anuk quickly and saw her beaming smile and bright cerulean blue eyes. “We want you to stay with us always Nayeca.” Anuk told her. 


“Anuk… you and Daniel… you…” Nayeca stammered.


Anuk moved closer to her until their thighs touched and took her hand within hers. “Last night was the most pleasurable experience of my life.” She said with a bright smile. “And Daniel’s as well Mistress. He told me so.”

“I am Drow!” Nayeca said. 


“After last night didn’t we prove to you that we don’t particularly care about that?” Anuk said. “Did I not please you enough? Didn’t Daniel make you feel things that you have never felt?”


Nayeca looked at her. “Yes… oh yes Anuk.” She replied quickly. “It was beyond wonderful. But you… you and Daniel are mated. What… what could I ever be to the two of you?”


Anuk leaned over and in very wolf like fashion she nuzzled Nayeca’s sensitive ear gently, extending out her tongue to tease the ridge causing Nayeca to gasp and squeeze her hand tighter. “You will be our Mistress silly.” She replied.


Nayeca looked at her. “This… you are willing to do this?” She asked.


Anuk smiled. “We know it is the one true way to keep you in our lives.” She answered. “We know you are Drow Mistress… and that it is in your nature to be dominant in all that you do. We are willing to accept this if all you will do is remain with us and share our lives. For however long we have years remaining. Daniel… he… he can give us children Mistress, a future. Is that not worth it?”

“If we win this war,” Nayeca spoke. 


Anuk nodded slowly, “To have the promise of a long full life with Daniel; to have his children and watch them grow? Isn’t this enough reason to fight harder than ever before? We will see many places we could never imagine Nayeca, for Martin is like a brother to Daniel. Where our King goes, Daniel will follow. And so will I. We… we want you to come with us and share in our lives always.”

Nayeca looked at her with her amber eyes, the prospect of a future with Anuk and Daniel and exploring every facet of the relationship they could have pulling at her like nothing she had ever known. A small slowly spread across her face as she looked at this red haired Wood Elf who had so taken her soul and wrapped it within her embrace. “I… I think I would enjoy that very much… my slave.” She said with a seductive grin.


Anuk’s face brightened even more if that was possible and she leaned forward to kiss her Mistress deeply. Nayeca pulled her head closer, dominating their kiss, her tongue searching and exploring. They parted after a long moment and Anuk’s face was beaming.


“Then we must win.” Nayeca spoke confidently.


Anuk smiled. “Yes we must.”


Dan entered the bunker and saw Martin poring over the map chart with Vengal next to him. “What you got Skipper?” He asked as he made his way over to the table.


Martin looked up at him. “Dysea just got back and this is what she saw.” Martin told him gesturing to the map chart. 


Dan’s eyes widened slightly as he saw the forces arrayed against them just coming from the south. “That hurts.” He spoke quickly, “Artillery?”


Martin pointed to a small clump of red marks. “They’re setting up ten miles west of Angle.” Martin answered, “From what she was able to make out nearly four hundred and fifty pieces of artillery. All of it aimed at us.”


“Fuck me.” Dan commented. “They really don’t like us do they?”


Vengal chuckled at his son-in-law’s remark. “It would appear not.” He spoke.


“That ain’t the worst of it.” Martin said.

“Shit Skipper… with us when it rains it pours. What else?” Dan said.


“Xerxes’s forces entered the system ninety minutes ago according to Admiral Wallace. He’s keeping tabs on him, but they’ll be here in just under seven hours.” Martin told him.


Dan’s face became serious now. “Now you have my attention.” He said. “I don’t know what you have been thinking, but our shield is only going to be effective against conventional artillery. If he sits up there in orbit and decides to blow us straight to hell, there ain’t going to be a whole lot we can do to stop him.”


Martin nodded in agreement. “Yeah… I doubt the shield will hold against whatever his ships will be firing.” Martin looked at him. “But I don’t think he’s going to sit up there and bomb us. I think he’s going to come down here and come looking for me.”


“What makes you say that sire?” Vengal asked.


Martin smiled. “I called him some choice names when we spoke last time.” He said. “He wasn’t too happy about that. And I embarrassed him in front of his old man.”


Dan and Vengal looked at him surprised. “You saw the head cheese?” Dan asked.


Martin nodded, “Ugly bastard too.” He said with a smile. “We need to make sure that we have Moran’s forces well in hand before our buddy Xerxes gets here.”

“I’m listening.” Danny said. “How do we do that?”


“The governor of Circleville passed on the knowledge that he has some people who know an old logging trail through the mountains 20 miles south of Route 62. It leads all the way up to Otter Creek State Park. Once you hit Route 22 you can come straight north and come in behind Moran’s artillery and catch them napping.” Martin explained.


Dan nodded. “Nice. What are you going to give me to do this?”


“A window seat on a very big space ship when it gets here,” Martin said in reply.


Dan laughed and nodded his head. “It better be a big window.” He spoke looking at the map. “We have two batteries of 300IIs that we were holding in reserve.”


Martin nodded. “And eighty Scorpions that Leland was holding back for his indirect fire if needed.”


“Is that gonna leave him short?” Vengal asked.


Martin shook his head. “Tareif is already pulling one of his 300II batteries off the northern line to take their place. Along with all the 120mm mortars that were set up in Mountain City, Leland will be well covered. Our air attack hit them harder in the north so Tareif can afford to be down one battery of launchers.”


Dan was leaning over the map table and measuring distances. “If I leave in the next hour I can be in position roughly about an hour before baldy shows up. It’s going to require us to do some serious driving.”


“The Governor assures me the road is stable and he has people posted all along the route that will direct you and then form up with you. It should give you and extra two hundred infantry troops to use as you see fit.” Martin said. “Take out as much of that artillery as you can Danny. Our people along 62 will inflict some serious casualties on Moran’s forces as they plug along, but it won’t stop him. If we can take out a majority of his artillery, he won’t be able to bring all of his guns to bear on Eden and the shield at one time. They’ll be supporting his advance for the most part until they are in position to launch an attack against Eden itself, so the artillery won’t move until then.”


“That’s going to leave you even thinner along the southern perimeter Skipper.” Dan said. “Moran ain’t no fool. He’ll have infantry trailing his armor all along 62.”


“Let his infantry come.” Martin spoke. “If they live through all the ambushes and get to the minefield we’ll cut them down there.”


Dan nodded. “I’ll start pulling the Scorpions out of the line. I’ll leave in forty minutes.”


Martin nodded. “Good luck brother.” He spoke seriously.


“To you as well, oh mighty King.” Danny grinned as he spoke and turned to duck out of the bunker before Martin threw something at him.


Martin shook his head and turned back to Vengal to speak just as Dysea and Aricia came into the bunker from the other entrance holding hands. They would remain with him here due to their fighting skills. Anja would be blanketed by no less than thirty Spartans at any one time thanks to Atropos and his Lochi. Dysea came up to him and hugged him tightly. 

“It looks as if the entire world is arrayed against us Nauta Melme.” She spoke softly.

Martin smiled and nuzzled her ear. “It only looks that way Melda Min.” He said. “It’s really only three quarters of the world.”

Dysea and the others chuckled at his words and she stepped back from him slapping his hard abdomen. “Do you ever take anything seriously?” She asked him with gentle humor.

Ask me that when I have the three of you in my bed after all this is over. Then we’ll talk about serious. Martin projected into her thoughts, as well as Aricia’s and Anja’s.

Promises; Promises, Anja’s voice answered from the airfield north of them.

He did very well the last time my love. Aricia spoke with a small grin on her face.

He was lacking a certain seriousness when he got to me, after you drained him twice Little Wolf. Anja replied.

I’ll eat more vegetables next time. Martin said with a chuckle. His attempt at levity had worked and he could feel the three of them being to relax somewhat. He had gone into battle enough times to know that even mindless banter helped to relieve the stress of a coming fight or operation.
I get him first. Anja exclaimed. 

I think we can arrange that Melyanna. Dysea spoke standing next to Aricia. Little Wolf and I have much to catch up on. She gazed at Aricia and waggled her eyes brows.
Aricia’s azure blue eyes held nothing but promise and pleasure as she smiled at her. Yes we do, don’t we?

Ok… enough already. I have a war to fight here. Martin spoke.

Spoilsport, Anja’s voice echoed.

The echo of thunder rolled in the air and Martin looked at Vengal as he stuck his finger in his ear to listen intently to his implant. He turned to look at Martin.

“Our ambush teams have started.” He stated quickly. “They are hitting the leading elements of the vampire armor coming down 62.”

Martin nodded, “Time to get into position.” He spoke. “Moran has started this dance, and I intend for us to finish it.”  
STRIKER 414

For’mya reached above her and touched the control panel as the view from her cockpit window filled with the blue green planet in front of her. She turned her head quickly side to side to insure the other STRIKERS had made the jump and satisfied she adjusted her controls.


“Power down the LSD feed coils,” She ordered quickly, her helmeted head turning to the console on her left, her hands flying over the console with inhuman speed and ease. 

“LSD coils powering down.” Her co-pilot spoke.


“Give me a position update!”


“Nine four three mark six eight two.” The co-pilot spoke quickly smiling as she answered her. “Right where you plotted we would be Commander.” 


For’mya couldn’t help the confident smile and turned as Gorgo and Isabella came into the cockpit. Her dark brown eyes met Isabella’s briefly before she turned to look at Gorgo. “We’re here.” She announced. 


Gorgo stared at the planet below her, almost sensing the presence of her son without even being able to tell where he was. “Well done Star Commander.” Gorgo spoke with a smile. “Well done indeed.”


“Have we been detected?” Isabella asked.


For’mya shook her head. “They are still too distant to pick us out of the radiation clutter from the sun. We’re too small a target to be seen. We should be able to sneak down to the surface with little difficulty. Thankfully it appears the atmosphere of this planet is charged with ionized particles, and it will suffice to mask our approach.”


“How soon before we can land?” Gorgo asked.


“Forty-nine minutes Milady.” For’mya answered.


“General Vistr?”


For’mya nodded. “All six of our STRIKERs made it.” She said. “We are in a tight diamond formation and will remain radio silent until we enter the upper atmosphere. The Coven fleet might not be able to detect our engine signature, but they will detect communications channels if we attempt to speak with each other.”


Gorgo nodded and reached out to squeeze For’mya’s shoulder firmly. “We don’t need communications channel.” She said confidently. “I should be able to touch Martin from here.” She took Isabella’s hand and guided her into the rear of the STRIKER.

Once in the back Isabella waited until they had settled to the seats across form one another before speaking. “Gorgo… if I may, what is it about this female elf that has everyone on edge?”


Gorgo looked at her. “What do you mean?”


“I have never seen the Admiral act in such a way with a junior officer.” Isabella spoke. “He treats everyone with respect, but it almost seemed as if this… this For’mya made him more respectful.” She looked at Gorgo. “Why is that?”

Gorgo smiled. “For’mya’s father is the great grandson of the elfin King that was executed so many years ago.” She answered. “Technically she is of Elfin Royal blood.”

“What exactly does technically mean?” Isabella asked.


“For’mya has to my knowledge never asked for or received any special treatment because of her bloodline.” Gorgo replied. “Everything she has accomplished has been on her own merits, and she is sometimes…” Gorgo stopped as she searched for the right word.


“Arrogant?” Isabella asked knowingly, finishing her statement.


Gorgo looked at her and chuckled, “Another reason why you and my son will get along so well child,” She said. “You both have the uncanny ability to cut through all the political makeup and bring it all to the basics.”


Isabella looked at the deck uncomfortably. “Gorgo… my words the other day on Apo Prime were uncalled for.” She spoke softly.


Gorgo looked at her surprised. “Isabella… do I hear an apology coming from your lips?” She asked.


“I have done some thinking of how events in my life have progressed since I left my father.” Isabella spoke, lifting her head and meeting Gorgo’s dark eyes. “Tomas’s death brought many of my ideals into question. I have been insular and unresponsive to you and to others who have tried to befriend me. I feel I must apologize for that.”


“Isabella… you need never apologize to me.” Gorgo spoke. “I can not begin to imagine the life you had to live before you came here to us. Whatever your decisions that made you join the Union, I for one am very happy to know you.”

Isabella looked at her. “You… you remind me a great deal of my mother.” Isabella spoke softly. “I… I have researched your life Gorgo… Admiral Ceneu granted me access to quite a bit of information that I would not normally have had.”


Gorgo leaned back. “And what did you discover child?” She asked her voice still caring, soothing and warm.


“You… above anyone still alive today within the Union; you have more right to despise my people than anyone.” Isabella spoke. “My father and brother took from you the man you loved, and your oldest son. They hunted you and your infant son like an animal for nearly two and a half millennia, and you even thought they took your youngest child from you. You have more reason to hate me than anyone… yet you… you have wished only to be my friend.” Isabella looked at her deeply with her hazel/green eyes. “Why?”


Gorgo met her gaze for a long moment before taking a deep breath. “In many ways child you and I are alike. We felt like outcasts when we first came to the Union, and both of us had suffered more pain than any one individual should have to suffer. I did not want you to have to suffer the pain I had to suffer.” Gorgo reached out and took her hands within hers. “You may be a vampire Isabella… but you are a Princess, and you are still a person. I do not know what led you to leave your father and the Coven, and perhaps one day you will share it with me or someone close to you so that you do not have to hold that hatred and anger inside you. It will ultimately destroy you in the end, as it almost destroyed me.”

“I… I am so different than your son Gorgo.” Isabella spoke. “Regardless of what I may feel… there could never be anything between us.”


“You say that as if you don’t truly believe it.” Gorgo said confidently. “If you did…” Gorgo placed her hand over the bridle of the Shi Viska under her gloved hand and forearm. “If you believed that completely and without reservation Isabella… what you wear on your arm would not be there.” Gorgo smiled and squeezed her hands. “These are things that time will unravel Isabella. You are two different people yes… both of you are strong willed and set in your ways… but opposites do attract as they say.”

“And what of his three Queens,” Isabella asked. “I doubt very much they will approve of me.”


Gorgo smiled, “Really?” She said. Gorgo’s mind filled with the memories passed to her by Martin, specifically about his platinum blond she-elf Queen and her comments in regards to Isabella. “I think perhaps you might be surprised.” Isabella looked at her oddly and was about to ask what she meant when Gorgo shook her head. “Come… we must attempt to establish a connection with my son before we enter the atmosphere so that For’mya can transmit a message back to the fleet.”

OLD ROUTE 62

TWENTY-THREE MILES FROM EDEN

The Drow soldier felt the light tap on his shoulder and he squeezed the trigger of his ARMBURST R19II Anti-tank launcher two heartbeats after. It was an old weapon, dating from long before the Great Sky Fire, but it was effective nonetheless, especially when used in tandem and fired from above. He and the Wood Elf five meters to his right fired within two seconds of each other, both of them targeting the lead tank. The missiles leaped away and traveled the half mile to the Alliance tank in just over seven seconds, barely enough time for the tank commander to take notice of the flashes and bursts of smoke.

The R19IIs were fire and forget missiles, each with five pounds of shaped explosive heads, and the tank Commander could only watch as the two missiles struck just beneath the edge of his hatch. The resulting explosion turned the tank into a slag heap as the two missiles achieved what was called a spring kill. The turret of the ninety ton tank erupted from the body of the tank, launching into the air with a thunderous explosion, announcing its death for all to take notice. The turret flipped over twice in mid-air and then came crashing back down on the burning hulk of the body of the tank, the four member human crew ripped to small pieces by the exploding shells and fuel. 

The first three tanks and one APC died in similar fashion, causing the remaining armored units behind them to scatter from the roadway in different directions, which is exactly what the small strike team from Eden had hoped for. Instantly four more tanks struck anti-tank mines which at the very least ripped treads from the tanks and killed the crews with the concussion. Two of the tanks were lifted ten feet into the air and flipped over, the mines exploding directly under their treads as they were rolling off the side of the road and not level.


The prepared ambush was precise and executed perfectly. As the last explosion died away and human and vampire troops began to unass the armored Hoppers and APCs, three heavy machine guns began to hammer out death in the form of large caliber lead. Seventy human and vampire troops were shredded within twenty seconds of the guns opening fire, the remaining troops scattering to get behind cover. 


The Alliance troops were well trained and responded respectfully, a dozen tanks and APCs returning fire within the first sixty seconds of the ambush, the far treeline becoming a maelstrom of death and destruction as trees were blown to smithereens and huge chunks of earth torn up in the barrage. Unfortunately for the Alliance troops, their returning fire killed nothing but a few rabbits and a fire ant nest. As soon as the machine guns had opened up the elf commander had tapped his missile teams on the shoulders and they had withdrawn at a dead run. They would proceed to their next ambush site, and do it all again until they were dead or out of ammunition for their weapons, and then they would retreat back to Eden at their best foot speed. They knew these mountains and hills, and they could slip through the timber with little trouble. The orders from their King were clear… delay the Alliance army to their best of their ability, but do not die needlessly.


As the Alliance Commander inspected the destroyed vehicles and called for a wrecker to come forward and push the burning tanks from the road he shook his head. This was the fourth attack in two hours, and each time he lost men and vehicles. They had only covered six miles in that time, and he was beginning to wonder if he would have any troops left when they finally reached Eden.


In his particular case it wouldn’t matter. As he crossed the distance to inspect one of the smoking APCs the 20mm round fired by the High Elf sniper entered the left side of his chest, blowing through his left arm and severing it completely. He felt nothing as the 20mm round tore through his body, exiting out the right side, blowing that arm clean off and taking most of his internal organs with it. He was dead before the echo of the shot reached his aides and the troops huddled in the area.


No one saw the eight large wolves linger for a long moment taking in the carnage before they too blended into the timber and went in search of more targets.

ALLIANCE FIELD HEADQUARTERS


“We aren’t moving fast enough!” Moran barked out as he surveyed the map in his APC.


“The elves are hitting our columns every few miles Commander.” An aide spoke. “They destroy the first few vehicles and slaughter a few dozen troops and then disappear into the timber.”


“We knew they were going to do that god damn it!” Moran snapped. “Why don’t we have scouts out in advance of the columns?”


“We can’t raise any of the scout units on COMs Commander.” The aide answered.


“Bullshit!” Moran popped. “Those scouts are the best cloned troops we have! No elf is equal to them!”


“It is the Spartans.” Cha’talla spoke from the seat.


Moran turned to look at him. “What?”


“He must have Spartans acting as forward observers.” Cha’talla spoke. “His father did the same thing. They destroyed all of our scouts, added their bodies to the Phocian Wall that they built at Thermopylae.”


“Cha’talla these are our cloned troops.” Moran spoke. “They are more than a match for Spartans.”


Cha’talla nodded slowly. “In a one to one fight I have no doubts of that.” He replied. “However in the confines of the timber and in tactics such as what they are using the Spartans are superior in every way. They have perfected Guerilla Warfare to an art form, even off world. It would not surprise me if they have eliminated all of the scouts and have free roam in the land.”


“Fuck!” Moran swore. He looked at him. “I’m open to suggestions.”

Cha’talla smiled. “We have developed an effective means to neutralize this advantage, at least momentarily.”


“Let’s hear it.” Moran spoke.


“The artillery is preparing to open fire on the city yes?”


Moran nodded. “They’ll commence firing in ten minutes.”


“Shift several of your batteries to lay down a blanket of artillery all along this route 62 in advance of the columns.” Cha’talla spoke. “We would normally do this from orbit, but until Prince Xerxes’s ships arrive we will have to make due with what we have.”


Moran looked at the map quickly, calculating the distances and what he needed to shift quickly, “Order batteries five through thirteen to shift their targets to support the columns advancing down Route 62. Have them lay down quadrants of concentrated fire on either side of the interstate as the columns move north. They are to continually shift, and keep up the shelling until our columns come into contact with the outer defenses of Eden!” The aide nodded and began issuing new orders. Moran looked at Cha’talla. “I got some surprises for Leonidas… don’t you worry. And one of them is about to hit his airfield in roughly four minutes.”

EDEN


Those surprises began arriving just as Anja got to the trauma center set up in the hardened bunker on the edge of the airfield. Five of Eden’s Raptors were idling on the tarmac waiting for permission to take off and join with Ben and Endith currently orbiting ten miles west over their makeshift airfield.


The missiles were similar to the AGM 190s that Martin had ordered fired at New Memphis, but they were longer by three feet and packed a bigger punch. Thirty of these missiles appeared over Eden’s airfield almost simultaneously, spilling their sub munitions out across a huge area before finally diving head long into buildings that had been programmed into their computer brains. Anja’s head turned at the first explosion of the largest hanger on the airfield and she winced as the vibrations from the explosion caused her to stumble. She and several of her medics could only stand in shock as the terminal building seemed to collapse in upon itself when the missile detonated its remaining fuel load, which was substantial, in the center of the hanger.


That was when Anja’s wolf eyes noticed the sub munitions falling through the sky on top of them, “Inside now!” She screamed as loud as she could, physically tossing the female elf medic into the bunker’s tunnel entrance and leaping after her just as the sub munitions began to explode ten feet above the ground.


Each submunition was filled with nearly two hundred lead bearings, and as the triggering detonation went off they were blown outward in a two hundred meter cone of death, shredding everything they came in contact with. Four of the five idling Raptors began to come apart under the withering barrage, the pilots killed almost immediately as pieces of their aircraft were literally sliced away around them. Nothing on the airfield was left untouched, many of the hangers falling in upon themselves as the lead bearings punched thousands of holes into the structures. It was as if some great being had stood above Eden’s airfield and let out a massive gust of breath.


When the last submunition unleashed its lethal cargo, almost every building on the airfield was destroyed, four Raptors were burning intensely, the fifth one un-flyable without intense repairs and over three hundred humans and elves lay dead or wounded.


Six minutes after that, artillery began to rain down on the shield protecting the city, dozens of white spots appearing across the shield as artillery shells exploded harmlessly against the light blue surface. Anja didn’t see this as she was trying to save as many lives as she could.


Martin ducked below the trench line once more as another volley of Alliance artillery landed in and around the minefield they had laid out around their positions and to the front. Like the northern minefield, this field was a mile wide and extended the entire distance from the base of his command bunker to the timber off to their right some two miles away. His three hundred Spartan Royal Guards were spread out within the trench with him, like the other Spartans and elves, sitting on the bottom of the trench out of harm’s way of the spraying shrapnel from the exploding artillery shells and mines that were being set off. The mines were exploding in bunches as the Alliance artillery carved great swatches of earth up, setting off any mine in the area.


“Fuck!” Martin swore loudly, Aricia and Dysea watching him intently as they huddled across from him on the bottom of the trench. “Counter battery fire!” Martin screamed into his implant. “Do you have them locked?” They saw him press his finger to his ear over the din of exploding artillery and listen to whoever was responding to him. Dysea and Aricia looked at each other quickly. 

This was a part of Martin that they had never seen before; intense and determined and exceptionally pissed off. They could feel his aura burning with hatred for the vampires and everything they stood for. He walked upright except when the shells were falling in the minefield, never showing fear and always in full view of those in the trench with them. Andreus had stopped trying to get him to stay out of sight in the first several minutes, knowing that his King would not listen to him.

“Then give them a fucking rocket barrage! They want to shoot at me, than we make them pay for every volley they get off! Mix High Explosive and White Phosphorous and send those vampire bastards right straight to hell!” Martin screamed out after listening for several seconds. “We need to make them shift fire or we’ll lose half the minefield! You are weapons free Major… if you lock a battery, blow it the fuck away!”


Six seconds after he spoke, they all heard the telltale sound of rockets roaring into the sky and the white smoke that blinded them from seeing the actual launchers two kilometers away. There was no mistaking the twenty-four rockets that sped off into the eastern sky as the sun was coming up on the horizon.

Martin turned as Ealin skidded to the ground next to his King. “They hit the airfield!” He exclaimed, “Missiles of some sort! We lost five Raptors that were waiting to take off, and casualties are heavy!”


Andreus looked at him. “The Queen…”


“The Queen is doing the job she was trained for!” Martin barked more harshly than he intended. “She wouldn’t listen to me even if I had the mind to tell her to hunt a hole! Which I don’t! I need her doing her job and letting others see her to keep their spirits up. We’ve never been shelled like this before, and everyone has to see that we are here and in command! Your brother will keep her safe Captain, don’t doubt that.” Martin touched Andreus’s shoulder. “Have faith Captain.”


Martin smiled when he saw Andreus’s jaw set and he nodded, clutching his P190. “You are right sire!” He spoke.


Aricia got to her feet. “Martin… let me go to her.” She said.


Martin shook his head. “I need you here with me. You and Dysea have the fighting skills Anja does not! Tareif is going to waste anyone stupid enough to come down that interstate at him. Moran’s main push is going to come at us here in the south! I want to go to her too Little Wolf, but this is where we need our best fighters.”


Aricia took a deep breath as she felt the worry for Anja within Martin, matching her own, and she nodded as Dysea squeezed her hand and she pushed the worry further back into her mind, suppressing it for the sake of all of them. 
She is skilled enough Little Wolf. Dysea spoke with her mind, seeing Aricia look at her. Your brother will allow no harm to come to her if it is within his power, you know this. Nauta Melme is right, we are needed here.
Aricia nodded and looked at him. “Give us something to do.” She demanded.

Martin grinned. “I’m going to stay here in the center… Melda Min I want you to take a Lochi and move to the west. Aricia you move to the east. Stay within a hundred meters of me here. If it comes to the point where we have to leave the trench, we’ll surge out and link up together.”

Martin watched his Queens nod and they moved briskly to follow his instructions. 
Lynwe’s voice filled his ear piece at that moment, and it was obvious she was yelling to be heard over the sound of explosions all around her and that she was running.

“…Begun shelling the ambush sites before we can get to them,” Her voice told him. “They are saturating the entire route in advance of their armored vehicles sire! We can not get into position long enough to strike!”

Martin swore loudly as Andreus looked on. “Moran is no idiot.” He snapped before answering her, “Lynwe can you alternate side to side?”

“I will try Milord!” She yelled back. “They are targeting both sides of the interstate however, and we would need to move further than our anti-tank weapons have the range to engage.”

Martin closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Then he gave the order that would send many of his troops to their deaths. “Lynwe… you need to slow them down as much as you can until Danny moves into position!” Martin ordered. “I don’t care how, but if you don’t slow them down their armor will blow through the trench line here and they’ll have a free shot at Eden!”

Martin heard nothing for several moments and was about to repeat his order when Lynwe’s voice replied. “We will do as you order Milord, on my word as a Drow!”

Andreus watched Martin’s face and even for a seasoned warrior such as himself the murderous look he saw flicker across his King’s face was enough to make him go pale. He glanced at the two Spartans closest to him and noticed they too had seen Martin’s face. It could only be described as one thing they saw sweep over their King.

And that was death.

Martin’s blood boiled insanely, and as he watched Aricia lean over tap several Spartans on the shoulder as she went by, he felt a tingling in his mind and then a powerful awareness filled his thoughts. His brow furrowed and he looked at the sky.
Mother?

Spartan 414

My son! Gorgo projected to Martin, relief filling her being at touching her youngest son and the only link to her past. Isabella and Vistr sat with Gorgo on the benches of the STRIKER, their eyes closed and providing whatever support they could. Gorgo was considered an extremely strong telepath within the Lycavorian union, easily surpassing what would be a Tier Six by Spartan standards. She had no trouble maintaining the connection with Martin due to his own telepathic power and the proximity they now shared. Gorgo shivered briefly in the telepathic connection, feeling her son’s power and control. He is so strong, she thought to herself subconsciously, and with so little training he rivals his father at his peak. 

Mother where are you? Your presence is so much stronger. Martin asked her from the trench on earth.


Martin we are forty minutes away! I have almost a full Mora of General Vistr’s finest with me and he is leading them. We are aboard six fully armed STRIKER AT aircraft and are forty minutes from entering the atmosphere.


How… hell never mind, Martin answered. Is the General there with you?

I am here Milord. Vistr answered immediately.


They are hitting us with conventional artillery right now, and their armor units are on the move. Martin told him. The major push is coming from the southern tip of Eden, fully three quarters of Moran’s remaining armor. I have ambushes set up to delay his ground forces, but they won’t be able to stop him. This is what I need…


For’mya turned her helmeted head when the small beeping noise sounded from her co-pilot’s console. “What is that?” She asked quickly.


“We’re detecting aircraft in an orbiting pattern twenty kilometers north of the King’s position. The craft are strange Commander, their signal is intermittent but it is there and…” Her co-pilot stopped talking and looked up at her, eyes wide.


For’mya met her gaze. “What is it?”


“There is a STRIKER AT orbiting above these aircraft as well.” She said.


For’mya looked at her. “Impossible! No one on this planet could possibly have the skill to fly a STRIKER.” She spoke, the arrogance of her own flying skills coming through in her voice.


“The engine signature is accurate Commander.” The co-pilot reported. “I’m running it through the database now and…” Her panel beeped once more and she nodded. “It’s confirmed Commander For’mya… it is a STRIKER AT left in Sparta’s inventory seven hundred and nineteen years ago.”


“Tell Lady Gorgo!” For’mya snapped. “If she is speaking with the King ask her to confirm this with him.” For’mya watched as her co-pilot scrambled from her seat and headed into the rear. She looked out the window of her cockpit at the approaching blue/green planet below and shook her head. “Impossible.” She spoke softly.

ALLIANCE SPACEPORT
CALIFORNIA ISLAND

“How far away are they?” Yuri demanded as she stood in the command center of the spaceport monitoring the battle taking place in the mid west.


A full vampire tech turned to look at her. “The flight leader says they are thirty-one minutes from entering the atmosphere Princess. They detected six ships briefly on the far side of the planet just entering the atmosphere, but they were unable to determine if it was a sensor malfunction or not.”


How did they get so far ahead of our main fleet?” Yuri asked.


“These are the newer VHC-21 Heavy Strike Fighters Princess!” The tech answered. “They have their own LSD drives.”


“And the flight leader reports they may have seen ships?” Yuri asked.


“Yes Princess.”


Yuri was silent for a moment. Lycavorian ships entering the atmosphere would mean they had to have come from somewhere, and a fleet of rebel ships in the system now would not bode well for them maintaining control of earth.


“Contact that idiot Marcus and find out if he has detected any Lycavorian warships entering the system.” Yuri ordered. She turned as the senior officer in charge of the processing of slaves came into the command center and marched directly up to her.


“Princess we have secured nearly three thousand slaves in our ship’s cargo hold, as well as all material having to do with the cloning process for our troops.” He reported.


“Have all the Ministers from the cities arrived?” She asked.


He nodded. “The last is boarding the ship now Milady.” He answered. He met her eyes evenly. “Are we abandoning this planet Princess?”


Yuri looked at him. This officer was a Pureblood and nearly as old as she was. He had controlled the slave pens with an iron grip, not allowing his position of power and influence to make him go soft over the centuries. Yuri knew she needed soldiers like him that were loyal to her. “The High Lord’s directive was clear Captain.” She spoke. “If events here on earth do not appear to be going our way, yes we are ordered to evacuate. Our cloning program is too important to lose.”


The Captain nodded. “And the slaves we have not chosen Princess? What do you wish done with them?” He asked.


“How many of them are there?”


“Including the elves and the experiments that we were conducting just over twelve hundred,” He replied quickly.


Yuri thought for a moment before making her decision. She turned to face him and stood up to her full height of five foot eight. “Pull all of our soldiers into the Spaceport and then release the experimental animals into the elf pens. Let them do our work for us.”


“Do we give the elves weapons to fight the creatures?” He asked.


Yuri shook her head. “Fuck them!” She replied. “Let them die like the slaves they are.”


The Captain nodded his head with a cruel smile. “It will be done Princess.” He spoke turning to leave the command center.


“Princess… we are receiving a transmission from Princes Xerxes!” The vampire communications tech turned in her chair.


Yuri sighed heavily and nodded to her. “Let us hear what my dimwit brother has to say.” She spoke.


The large screen came alive with Xerxes’s face, and he did not look happy in the least. “What are you doing countermanding my orders to my fighter squadron!” Xerxes demanded.


“I am the High Guard Commander Xerxes, not you!” Yuri spat. “I ordered those fighters to support our ground attack on Leonidas’s city! Attacking Sparta is foolhardy and will only hasten a defeat on this planet!”


“That is the base of his power!” Xerxes screamed.

“That is one of the bases of his power you fool!” Yuri hissed at him. “Attacking Sparta is foolhardy. They have been able to mass nearly twenty thousand additional fighters to defend Sparta! A mixture of elves and humans! And that is on top of the three hundred thousand Spartan Centurions already there you fool! It would be suicide to send our fighters against a city so well defended.”


“I will assume command of the ground attack when I arrive in two hours!” Xerxes nearly shouted.


Yuri shook her head. “You will do no such thing!” She told him. “Commander Moran and Cha’talla have things well in hand and they are advancing on Eden as we speak. You will do nothing without my permission or theirs. Is that clear brother?”


“I will have Leonidas’s head on a pike before this is over Yuri!” Xerxes screamed.


“Then that makes you a fool!” Yuri told him in a mocking voice. “The son of Leonidas will butcher you and finish what his father should have, if you do not follow my instructions. We have only one chance to win this Xerxes… and I will not allow you to ruin that chance.”


“My task force will arrive in orbit in three hours!” He snapped, knowing it would be pointless to argue with her. “I will bring my Immortals down to the location of your ground offensive and observe events until I decide to act! And then I will act!”


“Xerxes you…”


The screen went blank and the tech looked at her. “Prince Xerxes has severed the transmission from his end Milady.” She spoke.


Yuri shook her head, “That fool!” She exclaimed. “His hatred makes him stupid!” She looked at the tech. “Send a message to Robert and inform him that Xerxes will be arriving within three hours and to be prepared.” Yuri ordered. “And then get me a direct link with Fleet Admiral Malachi! I want to speak with him!”
EDEN


Tarifa shook her head at the elf engineer. “No… I want the entire building wired to come down.” She ordered. She wore the standard combat uniform that everyone in Eden had adopted, dark gray combat fatigues, additional body armor and heavy combat boots. She wore a K12 strapped to her belt and an HK74 hung from quick release clips on her harness. Her black hair was pulled into a tight pony tail and Aihola had tied it up with red lace. Dekton stood off to one side of the command center simply watching her.


Gone was the tentative and submissive female elf that shared his and Aihola’s bed. He knew everything that had occurred in her life these last years, including the nightmare that the last year alone had done to her. If not for Little Drow, Tarifa would still be under the thumb of the Alliance and they would quite possibly not be standing here. Tarifa was no longer timid and questioning, if she ever was. Dekton knew she had been a firm and strong willed leader of her people for decades, until the Alliance drugs had stripped her of that persona, and turned her into something weak and unsure. Since Aihola and now him, had come into her life, the old Tarifa had been slowly returning. She had accepted completely her new life, and what she now was due to her love for both him and Aihola, and Dekton had to admit to himself, she looked equally beautiful to him and Aihola even in her full wolf form. After Dekton had bitten her and completed the change her short lived relationship with the King had begun, Tarifa had been reborn. She threw herself into learning all she could about her new abilities and the new shape she was able to take. He had had to scold her on two occasions because she had refused to change back to human form after a training session, so engrossed in her new body and the power it gave her.


Tarifa and Aihola’s telepathic abilities had tripled since he had first come into their lives, and now they only spoke to one another verbally when in the company of others. The old Tarifa had finally been reborn in the last two weeks, and it was noticeable to everyone around her, and needless to say they were all very happy about it.


“Martin and I do not want anything left for them to have or use if we need to evacuate.” Tarifa was telling the engineer. “Arrange it so there will be nothing but a crater left if we have to escape.”


The elf engineer nodded his head quickly and turned to make his exit. Tarifa turned back to the main wall sized monitor that showed the disposition of Eden’s forces and all those vampire units arrayed against them. The feed from Endith’s aircraft was clear and unbroken and she could see the force that Daniel was leading had begun to move east now to engage the Alliance forces. It would be roughly three hours before they were in a position to attack.

“Inform my father that the first Alliance forces from the north are moving directly at him and will be within range of his artillery in just over an hour.” Tarifa told the human tech who sat at the communications console. She turned as Dekton stepped up next to her. “It is considerably less than what we first thought.” She spoke more softly.


Dekton nodded. “Their main push is coming from the south as the King thought.” He said. “That is why he sent Daniel as he did.”


Tarifa looked at the screen. “They are coming at us with eleven divisions from the southern route Dekton.” She spoke. “Three of which are the vampire super soldiers.”


Dekton nodded. “Have faith Tarifa.” He spoke.


“Milady… I have your mother from Mountain City. She says it’s urgent!” The human spoke.


Tarifa nodded. “Put it on the main monitor.”


Palina’s face appeared in the white cluttered for a few seconds before it cleared up and they could see her harried face clearly. Tarifa’s eyes narrowed. “Mother… what is wrong?”

“Telan’s father has led a coup attempt!” Palina spoke quickly. “Cantel and others were able to put it down, but nearly all the Elders are dead! He had several dozen vampires helping him Tarifa.”


“What of Anlain?” She demanded.


“He was severely injured, but he is alive!” Palina spoke. “We…” They saw Palina flinch in the transmission as an explosion caused a shudder to pass through the room she was in. She ducked instinctively at the sound, but remained calm. “We are cleaning up the last of the turncoats, and if my information is correct this has happened in all the High Elf cities. It is out of control Tarifa.”


“Mountain City is secure?” Tarifa asked.


Palina nodded. “Most of the Dragoons left here were your father’s personal guard, led by your brothers. They dealt very harshly with them.”


“Good!” Tarifa spoke her voice flint hard and unforgiving.


“We are secure here, but the other cities are in turmoil.” Palina continued. “Cantel has interrogated Anlain to some extent. The pain drugs allowed him to reveal that a force of these super vampire soldiers are infiltrating down from the north along old route 15. All he knew was that they were going to cut across the Tushar Mountains and attack the airfield.”

“How many mother?” Tarifa asked as Dekton moved to the map chart.


“He did not know exact numbers Tarifa.” Palina replied. “Only that is was supposedly a substantial force.”


Dekton became tense as he heard this. “Leland’s defensive line does not extend all the way north to the airfield.” He exclaimed looking at the map chart. “There is a six miles gap that is uncovered.”


Tarifa’s decision was immediate. “They are still recovering from the missile attack!” She echoed Dekton’s worry. “Dekton…”


He nodded without having to be told. “I will take a force and go to the airfield.” He told her moving up next to her. “Contact Little Drow and have her detach from Selene and meet me there with her Drow warriors. I’ll inform Atropos on the way there.”


Tarifa nodded and squeezed his hand. “Be careful my love.” She said.


Dekton smiled and nodded, “Always.”


Tarifa turned back to her mother as her Lycavorian mate and husband rushed form the command center yelling for others to follow. “Mother… I don’t care what you do… get as much information that you are able from Anlain and then see to it he no longer remains a problem.”


Palina’s smile was just as vicious as Tarifa’s voice. She nodded. “I’ll see to it.” She spoke. “Be careful my daughter… and pass on my love to Aihola and Dekton as well.”


Tarifa smiled at this. Her mother had questioned Tarifa’s relationship with the Drow Queen at first; given their history and that Aihola was a woman. Over the past months her attitude had changed enough to realize that Aihola loved her daughter intensely, and nothing would change that. Palina now considered Aihola a member of her family, something Tareif had accepted long ago. “I will mother. Be safe.” Tarifa said just before Palina ended the transmission.


She turned quickly and looked at the human communications tech. “Begin monitoring any and all frequencies that it is possible for us to monitor.” She said. “This force of vampires must be communicating with someone and if we are lucky we might pick something up.”


“Yes ma’am.”


Nya Istel? Tarifa reached out with her mind.


I am on my way to the airfield my love. Aihola’s voice responded immediately. Dekton has already filled me in.


Be mindful of everything Nya Istel. Tarifa told her. We did not expect the attack on the airfield and that tells us these vampires are capable of using unorthodox tactics to complete their missions.

Do not worry Tarifa I will be careful. Aihola answered.


My mother sends her love to you both Nya Istel. Tarifa said. As do I.


I will see you soon Tarifa. Aihola told her.


Tarifa nodded to herself as they severed the link, but she could not shake the feeling that something was wrong and that she would never see them again. She shook her head gently to clear her thoughts and turned back to continue positioning forces where they needed to go.

Old Route 62

Lynwe skidded to a halt behind the huge tree stump, the thunder of artillery exploding among the trees a kilometer back still echoing in her ears. She watched as first a handful and then dozens of her scouts and the Spartans among them began to take shape from the timber and sprint to where she was at least partially under cover.


“Four teams… four teams were caught in the last barrage General.” The Drow reported. She delivered the information without emotion, though her chest was nearly bursting from the kilometer sprint they had just conducted.


The seven Wood Elves, five High Elves, eight human scouts and five Drow settled around where she knelt on one knee while the others began to set up their rockets to make another attempt. The four Spartans that had survived up until this point eyed her curiously, wondering what her next orders were going to be.


“The King has ordered that we need to keep attacking.” Lynwe told them. “We must slow the columns down.”


“Keep attacking!” One of the human men spoke. “We’re getting our asses handed to us! The artillery is not letting us set up into our positions and their tanks are blasting our asses the minute they see us running through the fucking woods! We have to fall back!”


“Fall back to where?” Lynwe demanded. “The only thing behind us is Eden! Do you have a family there?”

The man nodded, “My wife and two kids.” He replied.


“If we do not slow down these columns long enough for Daniel Simpson to get into position and take out their artillery then Eden will fall!” Lynwe snapped. “Our minefields and trenches will not stop an armored attack! Everything that we have built in the last year, everything that we have come to love and it will all be destroyed if we fail!” Lynwe was silent as her words sunk in, and for the briefest of moments Selene’s beautiful face filled her mind. The future they could have would be nothing if they failed here this day. “I have no particular wish to die my friends…” She continued. “I too have discovered something valuable to me to love and cherish. But if I must die here to insure that what I love does not die with me then I will gladly give my life. Do not think that the King dismisses us out of hand with his orders. All of you know as well as I do that he will fight until there is no breath left in his body. We must do this.”


There was silence among the group, and even those who were busy setting up portable mortars had stopped. The echo of artillery being fired in the background filled the silence around them, and then the distance explosions as more of their friends and fellow soldiers died in vain attempts to stop the armored columns.


“We dig in here.” One of the elves spoke up, “As much as we can… as deep as we can. Once they finish the shelling of this portion we pop up, whoever is left and we hit them.”

One of the Spartans nodded. “They are being systematic in their shelling.” He spoke. “The elf is right… if enough of us survive the bombardment of this area, they will not be able to shift fire back so easily. We could wreak havoc among both the columns before they were able to shift fire again. By that time we could all be cutting north and be long gone.”


Lynwe was silent for a moment weighing her options. It was an easy decision really. She tossed the small pack from her shoulders to the ground and began digging for the collapsible entrenching tool. “We stand here then.” She said. “Dig as fast and as much as you value your lives and the lives of those you love!”

====================================================================


Spartan 01

“I know I saw something Endith.” Tina spoke, her helmeted head buried in her consoles, her eyes sweeping the two small sensor scopes.


Endith looked at her from her pilot’s seat, “Where?” She asked.


“East of us,” Tina answered, “High Altitude… just coming out of the atmosphere. Then they just disappeared.”


“You have nothing now?” Endith asked turning to look out her window as she banked Spartan 01 one in a slow lazy turn at forty-six thousand feet above the ground.

Tina shook her head, “Zip.” She exclaimed.


Endith touched the panel to her left, “Benjamin do you copy?”


“I’m here.” Ben’s voice was clear and strong. He and the remaining thirteen Raptors from Eden’s Air Force were orbiting below her at ten thousand feet.


“Benjamin… our sensors hit on something that came in at high altitude and then Tina says they disappeared from our screens.” Endith spoke calmly.


They heard Ben’s voice in the cockpit of his Raptor. “Check our scopes too.” He told Jasper. “Tina… did you get a profile?”


Tina shook her head at his question, “Too fast Ben.” She answered, “If there was anything there at all.”


“You aren’t sure?” Ben asked his voice even.


“I don’t know Ben.” Tina spoke. “They looked like… they looked like fighters, but if that was the case why no attack profile. Marty told us that this Xerxes idiot had forces in the system, but they were still hours away. It doesn’t feel right Ben.”


Major Ben O’Connell had flown and been with Captain Tina Sims enough years to know her instincts were almost always dead on accurate, and being the pilot he was and the relationship they had Ben never questioned her instincts. “Raptor Flight from lead. We have possible enemy fighters in the area. Maintain full active sensors on all bands and arm your air-to-air missiles.”


“Ben…” Tina spoke from Spartan 01. “It could be nothing. I’m guessing.”


They heard Ben chuckle. “I’ve come to learn that your instincts are more often than not completely accurate and they have saved our asses on more than one occasion. I trust your guesses more than most people’s facts.” Ben’s voice answered, “Better to be safe than sorry.”
Vampire Flight Leader

VHC-21 Squadron

Flight of Twenty-four

“Level out at four hundred feet and maintain profile. Recheck Shroud generator function and arm missiles.” The lead pilot spoke. “Stand by to launch in two minutes.”

The VHC-21 was the newest heavy fighter to be produced by the High Coven Military Production factories. The Lycavorian forces had nicknamed it the Bloodletter due to the deaths it had caused among their ground troops, giving it the same nickname as the successful VHC cruiser that had served for so long. It was used primarily for long range strikes against Lycavorian ground targets, but was quite capable of fighting in the sky. The VHC-21 was also the only fighter equipped with its own LSD drive and the newest invention of the High Coven scientists, the Shroud Generator. This generator essentially rendered their fighters invisible to all but the most advanced sensors, and even then it gave off intermittent signals to confuse the sensor operators. This was the reason his squadron had been able to penetrate the atmosphere and slip to this low altitude without detection by the STRIKER AT. The VHC-21 was heavily armed and armored, and while it had a slight speed advantage over the STRIKER AT that was orbiting above the strange human craft, he had the ship outnumbered and was not taking any chances. They would close the distance and half his force would launch at the STRIKER AT first, obliterating it from the sky before going after the human craft. The other half of his squadron would launch at this force shield protecting the city to their southwest.

They had no information on the capabilities of these human flying craft, but he took nothing for granted. Once the STRIKER AT was destroyed they would launch another volley of missiles at the human craft, destroy them and then proceed into their attack profile to finish destroying the city shield and then targets of opportunity.

LYCAVORIAN FLEET GROUP

ATTACK CRUISER LEONIDAS I

“…Has people prepared to take back this base on the moon!” Riall spoke. “We need only target three sections of the station to vent the majority of it to space and allow them to regain control from a secondary control room.”


Ceneu nodded. “I will detail one Heavy Frigate to that task.” He spoke using a long pointer to move one of the blue lights signifying Lycavorian ships over the moon.


“The King believes Xerxes will come directly for him and therefore Sparta is not in any danger.” Riall continued. “The last report he received from the Guardian of the Line was that they had received an influx of twenty thousand elf and human troops to help with the defense of Sparta. It has its own shield similar to what surrounds this city of Eden.” Riall took that time to look at Legsim. “Ambassador… it appears that though these elves may have been genetically engineered and created by the Guardian of the Line, they do your race proud. They are rallying all over the planet if what Gorgo reports is true.”


Legsim smiled and nodded his head. “Unfortunately however, many of them can not move to the King’s aide.”


Ceneu was looking at the precisely accurate map that Star Commander For’mya had been able to transmit to them. Though the images were not moving, they had an excellent idea of the disposition of forces for both their King and the vampires.


“He has roughly six hundred thousand elves defending this city with another twenty-five thousand Spartan Centurions.” Ceneu spoke. “His plan is excellent, even thought they are heavily outnumbered. The surprise attacks they have launched so far have made the number against them dwindle by quite a bit.”

Riall nodded. “Yes but whoever is leading the vampire attack is also no fool, and he has the advantage of numbers he with the losses they have suffered. Twice he has launched surprise attacks of his own and succeeded.” Riall spoke. “The King says this man knows him from before the comet passed. It is safe to assume he has been the bed partner of Yuri since that time and has learned far more than the normal vampire soldier. She would not have put him in charge if he wasn’t. We must not underestimate him.”


“Xerxes fleet is less than two hours from obtaining orbit.” Legsim spoke.


Ceneu nodded. “Going based on the assumption that Xerxes will not glass the planet, and that Admiral Malachi is commanding his Task Force, they will undoubtedly follow his standard orbital assault. The ground troops will be cut loose in their heavy transports, more than likely to link up with the commander of the ground attack now. He will break his remaining ships into two sections and have them on standby to provide fire support from orbit.”


“The shield surrounding this city will not hold against more than two of three plasma shots from orbit.” Riall spoke. “It is designed to sustained conventional explosive based attacks, not stand against plasma cannons and pulse turrets.”


“We will enter the system and come in from behind this planet Mars.” Ceneu spoke. “The radiation from this system’s sun will blind their sensors enough until we are almost upon them. I will split our group into three sections… I will take one and position myself directly over this city to provide support to the King. Riall will bring another section in behind the planet’s moon and hit them from high orbit. The Coven ships will either need to turn and meet your attack or evade into the atmosphere which pulls them away from supporting their forces.”


“And what about the third section,” Legsim asked keenly aware they were looking at him. 


“Ambassador I am officially recalling you to active duty as of this moment.” Riall spoke evenly. “You will command the third section and all the Heavy Frigates loaded with the remaining troops of Vistr’s division. You will take command of the Frigate VALIANT STAR and drop directly from orbit into the King’s lap.”


Legsim looked at him. “You are serious?” He asked.


Riall nodded. “For’mya relayed how many Frigates we have in our force, which Gorgo then passed to him. He has detailed a spot for each Frigate to land and unload its troops. With any luck and the Frigate’s firepower, it will break the back of the Vampire attack.”


Legsim looked at the map as those positions came up marked in amber. He looked at Riall. “Twenty-four Frigates Riall?” He asked. “I have not served in quite a long time my friend. Surely there are more qualified officers to take this section.”

“There are… and many of them will be going with you.” Ceneu replied. “But only you carry the title of Ambassador.”


Legsim met Riall’s eyes and a smile spread across his face, “Very well.” He spoke. “Tell me what I must do.”

Vampire Flight Leader

VHC-21 Squadron

Flight of Twenty-Four


The Vampire Flight Leader was a Captain with countless missions under his belt. He was patient and confident and was proud to fly in the service of Prince Xerxes, who he considered to be a great man. 

“This is Flight Lead!” He spoke into his helmet mic. “Prepare to launch on my mark! First section will fire on the primary target; second section will target the aircraft!” He touched his co-pilot’s shoulder. The man sat in front of him and slightly lower. “We will launch at the STRIKER.” He said seeing his co-pilot nod in front of him. “Flight lead to all craft… three… two… one… mark! Fire!”

Spartan 414


For’mya brought Spartan 414 through the atmosphere smoothly and with barely a bump, her co-pilot automatically adjusting their trim and configuration for atmospheric flight. Both their heads snapped around when the cockpit began to sound off with the missile alarm.

Her co-pilot ducked her head to her screen, “Missiles!” She exclaimed, “Anti-air and air to ground!” The female elf adjusted her controls quickly. “Signature makes them as twelve VC-9 Air-to-Air and twelve YK-55 Air-to-Ground!” 


“Twenty-ones,” For’mya snapped, “It has to be! Nothing else carries the YK-55! Full power sensor sweep! Power all weapons!” For’mya barked wrenching Spartan 414 into a hard right turn to unmask her powerful Missile Approach Warning System, MAWS sensor array.

“I have them!” Her co-pilot sang out. “Twenty-Four VHC-21 Heavy Strike Fighters bearing four nine three mark six. They’re proceeding into post attack profile, splitting apart!”


“Damn… and the King split our force!” For’mya swore. “Spartan 413 and 416 follow me in! Target the Twenty-Ones going after the fighters!”

Spartan 01


Endith was pulling Spartan 01 around in a gut wrenching tight turn and diving for the ground as her systems were screaming at her that they had two missiles locked on them.


“Countermeasures,” Endith barked as she rolled Spartan 01 over and dove for the surface.


“Launching flares and chaff,” Tina’s voice spoke calmly.


“Benjamin evade!” Endith screamed into her helmet Com. “Evade now!”


“Missiles are locked on Endith!” Tina exclaimed. “Break left now!”


Endith didn’t question her and threw Spartan 01 into a screaming left hand turn that had its powerful engines roaring in what could only be described as approval as Endith was finally using her ship’s full capability. “Where did they come from?” Endith screamed as she yanked Spartan 01 into a staggering twist and mashed her thumb down in the flare and chaff dispenser filling the blue sky with enough radar jamming material that you could walk on it.


“East of us, low and slow,” Tina echoed back. “Ben… evade south now! You have a missile on you!”


“Watch your own ass!” Ben’s voice carried back to them, and they could hear the strain in his tone as he was executing some dazzling maneuvers, taking the Raptor to the very edge of its performance capabilities and then beyond.

“Shit!” Tina shouted. “There’s still one on us! I’m picking up aircraft inbound! I… I’ve never seen anything like them!”


“If they are shooting at us they are not friendly!” Endith shouted executing another stomach turning maneuver, her eyes focused on the screen between her legs and not looking at the horizon as Ben had taught her. “Weapons, give me weapons!”


“Weapons free!” Tina yelled, “Twelve targets, bearing four three two mark nine seven southeast! Endith we only have ten missiles left!”


“And I’m going to use them!” Endith grunted as she got a lock on almost immediately as the vampire VHC-21’s gained altitude to close with their victims. Endith mashed down on her firing button ten times in quick succession, her own anti-air missiles rippling out in blinding speed and tearing away toward the Vampire aircraft.


“Second missile has lost track!” Tina called lifting her head slightly. “It couldn’t follow the turn!”


Endith ignored her missiles and looked at her own screen seeing four Raptors blotted from the sky and the others twisting and turning for their lives, “Benjamin no!” She exclaimed.

Raptor 41

“Two miles,” Jasper called out, “Still on us!”


“Fuck me!” Ben grunted as he threw Raptor 41 into another vomit inducing twist. “Pesky fuckers aren’t they Jasper?”


“I can’t find out how they’re tracking us!” Jasper exclaimed. “The SPAT’s flares and chaff worked, but ours isn’t! The fucking missile is coming right through the clouds!”


“These aren’t Alliance weapons!” Ben shouted. “This is their first team! Pull the BTLs off line! Give me the positioning thrusters!”


“Thrusters,” Jasper asked incredulous.


“Do it now!” Ben snapped the straps biting into his shoulders as 41’s engines screamed in protest when he turned the Raptor on its side and began to climb.


“BTLs down, Thrusters online,” Jasper told him the fear in his voice almost a palpable thing in the cockpit.


“You want me…?” Ben spoke through clenched teeth.


“Nine hundred meters,” Jasper called. “Fuck we’re all done!”


“…You have to find me!” Ben finished his statement. “Hold on!”


Ben slammed his finger down on the control toggle to his right.


The vampire missile tracking Raptor 41 was locked onto not the heat from the ship but the molecules of titanium metal in the composite frame. When the missile was only seven hundred meters from the blazing dual exhaust fans of the strange aircraft when the signature of the metal it was tracking simply vanished. The advanced computer in the missiles brain swept the area in front of the nose cone twice in the blink of an eye, and when it determined that the metal was longer being tracked, it self destructed. The plasma warhead erupted in a burst of fire and concussive force equal to the explosion of one hundred pounds of C-9 explosive. The missiles were designed to take out much heavier armored Lycavorian fighters. The blast wave spread out covering roughly three hundred meters in all directions.

The concussive plasma shock wave slammed directly into the unprotected belly of Raptor 41.


Ben’s finger stabbing onto the panel had caused the Raptor’s vertical hovering thrusters to fire at emergency power. Combined with the ship’s forward speed the resulting maneuver caused the Raptor to jump straight up at nearly three thousand miles an hour, effectively breaking the lock of the vampire missile. Ben did not expect the missile to self destruct only two hundred meters under his ship and the resulting explosion ripped the control stick from Ben’s grasp breaking all the fingers on his right hand as the tail of Raptor 41 flipped end over end and put the ship into an upward forward spin and completely out of control.

Vampire Flight Leader

The Vampire Captain smiled a savage smile as he saw this flight of twelve VHC-21s had successfully destroyed eleven of the thirteen human aircraft with almost laughable ease. His own missiles had been thwarted by whoever was flying the Lycavorian STRIKER AT as he knew they might be. The Union put only their very best pilots into the STRIKERs, and most of them were female elves. The Captain’s smile grew even larger as he prepared to have his entire flight launch on the STRIKER. Let the female out fly twelve missiles.

“Coven Flight from leader, prepare to fire on the STRIKER! Coven 39 you will close with and finish the remaining two human craft!”

“Coven 39 affirmative,” The reply reached him.

“Coven Flight stand by to…”

Spartan 01

“You motherfucker,” Endith screamed louder than she had ever screamed in her life. 

They had watched Ben evade the missile with a maneuver that was beyond impressive. She and Tina had breathed a sigh of relief for all of two seconds until the missile detonated and they watched in horror as Raptor 41 was caught in the blast radius and thrown into a forward spin that both of them knew was unrecoverable.

Endith saw her future… the man she had hoped would give her the children she had always wanted… the man who had stolen her heart from almost the first moment with his quick wit and compassionate soul. The man who had curled her toes whenever he had taken her to bed, the man she had thought she would be with always. That future had just been ripped from her, taking with it her soul. She heard Tina sobbing uncontrollably in the seat next to her, even as her anger drove her to follow the orders of her pilot.

“Kinetic Cannon,” Endith screamed once more, the tears pouring down her cheeks. 


Endith touched her control panels and Spartan 01, as if sensing its pilot anguish and mental state reacted instantly to her commands.

Spartan 01’s engines roared in protest as Endith flipped their ship over in an impossible maneuver, turning the nose of the ship in the completely opposite direction they were facing just one second before. As the ship completed the one hundred and eighty degree flip, it twisted impossibly fast until it was upright once more. 

And then the nose of Spartan 01 lit up like a small sun.

Spartan 414

“Impossible!” For’mya gasped at what she had just witnessed. 

For’mya had been flying for almost seven hundred of her thousand years of life, and never in all that time had she seen any pilot execute such a maneuver with a STRIKER AT. It just wasn’t possible at the speed the STRIKER had been going. Yet she had seen it with her own eyes. 
“We are in range!” Her co-pilot yelled out.

“Fire!” For’mya screamed out.

Vampire Flight Leader

Unbelieving of what he had just seen the vampire Captain was unable to respond as Spartan 01 suddenly filled his cockpit window and the Kinetic Cannon flared to life. His eyes changed to vampire cobalt blue and his co-pilot screamed as two hundred rounds of kinetically charged projectiles shredded the entire forward section of his VHC-21.

His last conscious thought was that he had done everything right.


Four kinetic rounds punched into his chest effectively ending any other thoughts that might have been forming, and his VHC heavy fighter disintegrated all around his pulverized remains. He was not alive to witness the missiles from the newly arrived STRIKER ATs obliterate the eleven remaining aircraft of half his squadron from the blue sky with no warning. 


The remains of Raptor 41 were scattered across three quarters of a mile of timber, leaving a blackened stretch of land that marked its death spasms. Dozens of trees hundreds of years old had been ripped from the ground as the crippled Raptor slammed into the earth and plowed a furrow in the dirt, leaving wreckage and fires burning in its wake. The tail section broke off upon impact and was burning out of control.


The cargo section had split open like an egg shell scattering pieces of the interior across a three hundred meter wide area along the path of the skidding aircraft. The forward section, since it housed the cockpit, was more heavily fortified and armored and survived for almost the entire skid before surrendering to the stress on its frame and splitting open. The observation lounge had been sheered off by a three hundred and seventy year old limb six feet in diameter. The limb peeled back the entire top of the Raptor like a can opener.
The nose of the aircraft to include the pilot’s compartment had come to a stop buried in the stump of an ancient tree trunk torn asunder by an earthquake from ages ago. The bloody remains of one pilot lay half in and half out of what remained of the cockpit, his elf body ripped to ribbons by branches and steel. His helmet had protect half his head, the rest was a mass of brain matter and crushed bone from being smashed against the instrument panel that had severed his legs.

She stood on the small ridge and took all this in with gleaming cobalt blue eyes as her small team descended upon the crashed ship. The timberland pattern fatigues hugged her tightly packed petite but decidedly female frame. She stood perhaps five foot three at her tallest, and weighed only a hundred and eight pounds, but was one of the deadliest young women walking the planet at the moment. She clutched the sub machine gun in her right hand, a small curled wire going from the shoulder mounted radio and wrapping around the back of her ear. The long shiny black hair was pulled to the opposite shoulder and hung down over her 34C breasts.
“One of his craft I take it?” The male voice spoke from behind her.

She didn’t turn, knowing immediately who it was and nodded slowly. “Yes but there does not appear to be any survivors.”

“Then the battle for this planet has begun and you must make yourself known to him.”

She turned to look at the smallish Asian man. He was completely bald and leaned heavily upon the single thick walking stick. The Japanese robes were dark blue in color and wrapped around his frail body voluminously.

“Is that the best course of action?” She asked softly.

“It is the only course of action. This is already known to you.” The old man replied.

“How do I know he will not just kill me?” She spoke softly once more. “I could never hope to match his power. Not now that he has discovered who he really is.”

“He is the only link to your past.” The old man said. “And he is not his father. If you still maintain any hope of finding your sister, he is the only one that can help you. You have told me before he was the only one to show you true kindness.”
She nodded. “Yes.”

“Then trust in that now. He will not turn you away.”

She tilted her head slightly as the female voice echoed in her ear piece. “The pilot is alive!”

She turned to look back at the shattered remains of the Raptor. “The pilot still lives.” She said.

The old man chuckled. “Killing those that follow him is decidedly difficult, as your mother will discover.”

“She was never my mother!” The young woman hissed vehemently.

“And that is why you must go to him now!” The old man spoke.

“What of… what of you?” She asked her voice filled with kindness and affection.

“I have taught you all I know.” He answered. “Now it is time for you to leave this valley and find your sister and then set her free; no matter what that entails. And only he can help you.”

She stood up slowly. “You will return to the caves?”

“I am no longer needed. Go with my blessing Yuriko… for you both will need your wits about you to defeat the vampire Princess.”

“I will never forget you.” Yuriko spoke softly as the old man turned and headed back into the timber surrounding them. She reached up and pressed her finger to her earpiece as she headed towards the crash. “Extract him carefully! Do not cause him anymore injury! Move the rest of the team up and stabilize his condition as best we are able. We’ll contact his forces when we are no longer in Nomad country. Quickly… they will not stay frightened for long.”

