CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN
EDEN CITY AMBUSH TEAMS

NORTH OF ROUTE 62

Lynwe ran the back of her hand gingerly over the side of cheek, wiping away the dried blood and sweat that caked her face. The patch had dulled the pain to nothing more than a throbbing now, the three inch long slice from the corner of her eye down her cheek coming from a large chunk of shrapnel that had caught her looking up over the top of the small hole she had dug in the ground. Of the four dozen Spartans scouts, elves and humans in her personal command team, only eleven remained. The rest had been killed over the course of the last seven hours of constant fighting. Lynwe had seen combat before, she was no stranger to death and misery, but watching as the scouts and ambush teams she had commanded were killed off in groups of three or four had worn at her gut. She had never been locked in sustained combat before, and certainly never for this long a period of time. She had never been on the receiving end of heavy artillery and the constant booming and vibrations as the artillery landed all around her shredding men and elves under her command had frayed her nerves. 


She had not wanted to lead such a large group of men and elves, and when she had discovered the King had made her a General it had shocked her right down to her elfin/vampire toes. She didn’t think that Martin had that much trust in her, and it wasn’t until a long and private conversation with Tarifa that she realized that Martin did indeed trust her. That she had been with Tarifa and Aihola and protected them for those few months and then risked her own life with Selene had proven to Martin that Lynwe’s heart was solidly with them. Tarifa had told her all this and it had strengthened Lynwe’s resolve to be the best she could be, as a General and Selene’s lover.  


She and her troops had dug as fast and as deep as they could before the Alliance artillery had struck their position. They huddled in pairs or by themselves hoping to live out the barrage so that they could sneak in under the covering artillery and attack the Alliance armor that was steadily advancing in two columns down the wide expanse of Old Route 62. The Alliance had wizened up after Lynwe’s teams had totaled sixty odd tanks and APCs destroyed and nearly a full brigade of Alliance troops slaughtered. Now they were using their heavy artillery to smash the ground in front of their advancing troops to pulp, not giving Lynwe’s ambush teams time to set up their ambush positions along the interstate. This tactic had proven costly to Eden City’s defenders and now only a third of the original ambush teams remained and they were a decimated bunch. They were being pushed back slowly but surely towards Eden City’s main defensive line.

The bulk of Lynwe’s divisions were stretched out in a wall of defensive formations covering the entire eastern limit of Eden City. Hidden in the timber of the hills and mountains were countless bunkers and fortified positions waiting for the Alliance infantry or whatever other horrors they unleashed to come at them through the timber. Lynwe had chosen to go with her ambush teams to coordinate as much as possible. She was the only one among the teams that could communicate telepathically with those in Eden City, and she determined her best place was where she could see the most. She was starting to have second thoughts about that now.


Three hours ago her King had ordered them to delay the Alliance advance in any way they could, no matter the cost. She could feel the pain in his voice as he knew the order would send hundreds to their deaths, but Lynwe took comfort in the fact that they were buying the defenders of Eden City precious time. And that meant her Selene would have time as well. 


Lynwe glanced at the human who lay beside her in the depression, his hands clutching the ARMBURST R19II. He was the same human who had complained only hours before that they were being picked off and needed to retreat. He had been one of the eleven that survived the barrage, and something inside him had changed. Twice he had saved Lynwe’s life as they raced through the hills and timber from position to position. Since that artillery barrage her eleven member team had managed to slip in behind the artillery and attack the Alliance convoys twice, inflicting moderate casualties, but most importantly, making them slow their advance and deploy to respond to attacks that weren’t coming.

“I got one rocket left Lynwe.” He told her, sweat dripping down his face.


“Then we will make it count.” She told him, “The command tank; the one bristling with antennas? Can you hit it from here?”


The man adjusted his eye scope and sighted in on the ninety ton tank. He measured the range and nodded slowly. “It’s on the very edge of the envelope, but yes.” He answered.


Lynwe tilted her head and glanced fifty meters to her right where her only other remaining rocket team waited. She touched the implant in her jaw line. “Samuel… we are going to target the command tank.” Lynwe spoke. “How many rockets do you have left?”


“Two.”


“Send one into the first vehicle and then finish off the command tank.” Lynwe spoke. “We must make them deploy. The SPAT has finished laying the air delivered mines around the next bend in the road. If we make them deploy and run, they will not reform in time before hitting the minefield.” 


“Once we have fired our rockets?” The human man asked.


“Then turn and run as fast as you are able Samuel, for they will undoubtedly turn their tanks loose on us. We are firing from maximum range and they will see the missiles coming.” Lynwe spoke.


She heard the human chuckled in her implant. “I hear that General.” The man replied.


“Do not stop running until you reach our defensive line.” Lynwe told them. “Once we conduct this attack we are without weapons that can slow them down. Reports from Eden City are that the shield has failed and Alliance artillery is raining down. Tarifa will get the shield back up my friends, but we have to give her time, and that means making this last attack count.”

“We’ll hit them good General.” The human replied.


Lynwe met the man’s eyes, seeing him staring back at her from sixty meters away. “Samuel… I have… I have never had much use for humans in my life.” Lynwe spoke. “I can honestly now say you are among the bravest I have ever served with and I am pride to fight beside you.”


Lynwe saw the man nod from his position. “The feeling is mutual General.” He answered. “Now let’s rip them a new ass and then haul our collective butts out of here.”


Lynwe smiled and looked at the man in the position with her. “You will launch first Thomas.” She spoke. “I will cover you while you track. Once your missile hits, do not hesitate.”


“Same for you General,” The man nodded.


Lynwe nodded and lifted her HK74, moving into a prone position on the ridge overlooking the bend in the interstate, “Now!”


The crack explosion was louder than she had been expecting, but her human gunner fired without hesitation and with nerves of iron tracked the missile all the way in. Lynwe used the integral four power scope on her HK and saw heads turn as another crack announced the launching from her second team. She pulled slowly back on her trigger and sent the first on many rounds downrange. Her first round struck exactly where she was aiming, and the head of the vampire riding in the open turret of the command tank blew apart in a mist of red, his body jerking back, lifting him almost clear out of the hatch. Thomas’s shot was true and the ARMBURST rocket impacted the seam between turret and body of tank just as the driver began to turn. Lynwe watched as the command tank shuddered from the impact, the rocket penetrating into the turret and then exploding. She smiled a cruel smile as the turret erupted in flame and smoke and the concussion of the blast lifted the tank off its treads for a split second. When it stopped moving, smoke was pouring from the two hatches, as well as the melted hole in the side armor. 


The second muffled explosion announced the death of the lead tank in the column just as it was turning off the paved road deploying in the face of the attack. This rocket struck the exposed head of the driver of the tank and drove into the thinner armor under the turret and exploded. The front of the tank vanished in a burst of fire and smoke as the engine was shredded by lancing pieces of shrapnel and everyone inside the tank was killed instantly by the pressure wave.


Lynwe had been picking her shots as best she could, dropping five more vampires fool enough to remain outside their hatches even after their attack started. The moment she saw the second missile strike Lynwe lowered her HK. 


“Time to leave Thomas,” She exclaimed. 


“No arguments here!” The man spoke tossing aside his launcher and grabbing his HK before turning and taking off at a dead sprint west through the timber, following Samuel and the other nine members of their team. Lynwe took one final glance back as the Alliance forces were still deploying, got to her feet with a small smile of satisfaction and then turned and followed her men.

ALLIANCE GROUND COMMAND


“I don’t want excuses!” Moran snapped. “Clear the fucking wrecks and continue forward! We’re halfway there and they can’t keep hitting us like they have been. They’ll run out of troops before we do!”


Moran lifted his macrobinoculars as he saw the dozen or so large transport Hoppers stop along the base of the road several miles away. He could just make out the crazed bodies of the two dozen Grizz beasts they were releasing into the timber ahead of the advancing infantry. Genetically mutated monsters loosely based on the grizzly bears that once roamed the timber, they were now nothing more than crazed killing machines augmented with increased healing properties and heavy armor. The Dogs of War, Moran mused silently as he watched even the vampire soldiers scramble to get out of the way as the animals, finally freed, raced for the dark timber as was their nature and instinct.


“Who is in charge here?” The deep voice bellowed behind him.

Moran felt his stomach tighten somewhat at the sound of the voice. It was one he had heard before, and knowing whose voice it was, Moran fought down the urge to turn suddenly and shoot the crazy fucker in the face. Instead he remained cool and lowered the binoculars at his own pace, and then turned, hearing many footfalls come up behind him.


He gazed at Xerxes, and fought back another urge to laugh. He looked ridiculous in the gray jumpsuit with his bald head and the piercings dangling from his face and nose. He wore a utility belt around his narrow waist, accenting the muscular proportions of his upper body and his long legs. He appeared to be easily six foot six or seven, nearly a foot taller than Moran’s five foot teen. The belt held a strange looking sidearm, one that Moran had never seen before, and the jumpsuit bore nearly a dozen pins of differing brightness on his broad chest. Obviously Xerxes was trying to impress someone… but Robert stood there impassive. He had read every stitch of history from vampire and Lycavorian data scrolls that Yuri had given to him. Once they shared blood with each other, she had held nothing back from him, providing him everything he wanted or desired. He had a voracious appetite for Yuri, which pleased her more than he would ever know, but that appetite also extended to history, and he had read all there was on the battle that Xerxes had fought against the first King Leonidas, and the dozens of blunders he had made.

“Prince Xerxes.” Moran spoke slowly and evenly, “It is an honor to meet you.”


Xerxes ignored Moran and looked at Cha’talla who stood next to him. “Report Captain!” He demanded.


“I do not command here Prince Xerxes.” Cha’talla replied evenly.


Xerxes continued to ignore Moran, who stood there stoically without emotion, Cha’talla impressed by his control. He looked at Moran’s senior aide who stood to the side. “Get me a report of ongoing operations!” He demanded, “Logistics and correlation of forces! And have someone put up my command tent!” The aide didn’t move and his eyes went to Moran, something that did not escape Xerxes. “What are you waiting for? Do as you are instructed fool!”


“Lieutenant…” Robert spoke evenly. “Please get the latest reports from the field units and give them to Prince Xerxes. And you can pass on the correlation of forces… but the logistics intelligence is not something he needs at the moment. As for putting up his command tent, I’m sure the Prince brought enough men of his own to do that. We don’t have the additional bodies to spare.”


The lieutenant nodded his head quickly as Xerxes turned to glare at his Commander and he turned and sprinted off to the command Hopper.


“Do you know who I am human?” Xerxes bellowed as he stepped closer to him, using his height and build to attempt to intimidate Moran just as Cha’talla said he would.


Moran stared at Xerxes… not impressed in the least. He had fought countless enemies since his inception, many of them just as physically imposing as Xerxes, and a lot smarter. None of them ever made Moran back down.


“I know who you are Prince Xerxes.” Moran spoke. 


“Then you know I am here to assume command of this battle human.” Xerxes spat, his obsidian eyes dark and menacing. 


Moran smiled and shook his head. “No… I’m sorry. That will not be happening here.”


“What did you say?” Xerxes demanded.


“I command this battle.” Moran spoke. “The Vampire Coven High Guard Commander put me in charge. You are not the High Guard Commander any longer… and since I have received nothing from her stating that I am being relieved of my duties… and I won’t receive anything from her stating that fact… this battle will remain under my command, period. If that is something that will be a problem for you I suggest you take it up with her. I would be more than happy to brief you on what is happening…”

“I do not need your briefing half breed!” Xerxes bellowed. “I was fighting Lycavorian scum thousands of years before my sister turned you into her pet! That is what you are you know… her pet!”


Moran smiled. “Yes I know all about your record in fighting the Lycavorian Union Prince Xerxes.” He spoke, “Six hundred and nine engagements in the past five thousand two hundred and twenty-four years. Your Task Force has suffered ship losses at a forty-three percent rate higher than the next closest Coven Fleet in that time period.” Moran’s eyes changed to vampire cobalt blue as he spoke. “You charge into battles with no plan and worse still, no exit. You have glassed seventy-three planets because you failed to put down the forces that were defending the planets, denying the High Coven the resources and riches those planets could have brought us. And your battle strategies have cost the lives of seven million vampire troops, and nearly ninety-six thousand Immortals.” Robert stepped closer to him, unafraid and feeling full of himself now. “The seven million troops I can accept as battle field losses Prince Xerxes… but the loss of twenty-six thousand Immortals; that is totally unacceptable in any way, shape or form.” Cha’talla saw the reaction this caused in Xerxes’s Immortal detachment, their helmets covering their expressions, but their eyes telling him they heard Moran loud and clear. “You use them as cannon fodder, and if not for their exceptional skill that number would be triple in size if not more. Forgive me Prince Xerxes… those types of losses are unacceptable to any competent commander, and we won’t even mention the losses you suffered on this planet three thousand years ago.”

“You dare speak to me in this way?” Xerxes nearly screamed. “I will have you skinned alive and then staked to the ground to burn in the sun at its peak for your insolence!”


Moran smiled. “Well… number one… your sister turned me Prince Xerxes… so with her blood running through my veins… the sun doesn’t really much bother me, much the same as you and the Immortals and other Purebloods, and I don’t need to work on my tan. As for skinning me alive… you are very welcome to try. Whether you succeed or not is another story of course.”

Xerxes glared at him utter rage in his eyes. He could not assault the appointed Sub High Guard Commander and get away with it and he knew it. Yuri and his father would see to it he was butchered in the vilest of ways. He had also met only one man that had not cowered in his presence, and he was unsure of how to proceed. That particular man left him with the scar he now wore on his face. He did not see the looks of stunned satisfaction coming from Cha’talla and the other Immortals nearby who had heard the exchange.


“You try my patience human!” Xerxes snapped.


Moran nodded. “I’m sure.” He spoke. “Now… would you care for a complete briefing, which I would be honored to give myself, or can I get back to fighting a war?”


“My Command tent is not yet set up.” Xerxes spoke.


Moran smiled. “I don’t use a command tent. My Command Hopper is right over here however, but you’ll have to stand, my techs use the seats.” He motioned with his hand to where his Lieutenant had run.
EDEN CITY AIRFIELD


Endith walked slowly along the belly of her aircraft, one hand extended up to trace the smooth surface of the STRIKER AT. She was looking for any sign of damage that the small arms weapons may have inflicted on her craft, but so far she had discovered nothing. Tina was doing the same thing on the other end of the STRIKER. Neither of them wanted to stop long enough to realize that Ben was gone, and the only way to do that was stay busy. He would not want them to fall to pieces, and doing anything they could to achieve victory was now all that mattered to them. The moment they landed two elves and two Spartans had immediately begun rearming their STRIKER with the missiles and cannon ammo that had been brought by For’mya. They did not notice the looks they got from the elves and Spartans reloading their craft, and neither of them stopped long enough to realize that they were not elves and Spartans from earth. Unknown to either Endith or Tina, word would spread rapidly about their flying skill and the acts of heroism they had displayed.

Neither of them took notice of For’mya as she walked up to Endith with an air of superiority about her.


“You,” For’mya snapped as she stopped only meters from where Endith was checking the recessed intake of the port engine.


Endith turned her blue eyes on the blond haired elf without emotion. She recognized the voice of the pompous elf who had tried to give her orders, and she had no desire to deal with her now. She turned as Tina came up.


“Starboard side is clean.” Tina spoke looking at her longtime elf lover with sadness and desire. They had shared a bed for nearly a year, starting a life with Ben that Tina had never dreamed of. Endith had brought her and Ben so much closer together, and entwined herself within the fabric of their lives so much so that they were never spoken of singly now, always as a trio. Endith was not only extraordinarily beautiful in her eyes, but she was as smart, if not smarter than Ben, she was a natural born pilot, and totally uninhibited in their bed. 

Endith nodded, “A few minor dents.” She spoke in reply, “Nothing besides that.”


“Minor!” For’mya exclaimed glaring at her. “Do you know how much one of these aircraft is worth?”


Tina returned the taller elf pilot’s glare. “Gee… I suppose you’re going to tell us uhu?”


“Do you know how many flight procedures you have violated?” For’mya demanded. “Who taught you to fly she-elf, a human?”


It was the wrong thing to say, at the wrong moment. Endith stood only five foot five inches tall and barely over a hundred pounds to For’mya’s five foot eight height and a hundred and twenty-three pounds of firm muscle. It didn’t stop Endith from unloading all her considerable elf strength in the punch that connected with For’mya’s jaw and sent her flying back nearly ten feet and plopped her on her back stunned. Endith was all over her then like a red haired ball of unmasked fury.


“You bitch!” Endith screamed. “Don’t you talk about Benjamin like that! Don’t you dare talk about him at all!”


For’mya simply tried to protect herself as first Tina and then a Spartan pried Endith off her, kicking and flailing at the startled elf Star Commander. She scrambled quickly to her feet, her dark eyes burning in anger.

“I will have you arrested for this!” For’mya screamed at her.


“Let me go!” Endith shouted. “I want to kick her pompous elf ass! Let me go!”


“You’ll never fly again!” For’mya screamed, wiping the trickle of blood from her lips. “I’ll see to it…”


“You will do nothing.” The male voice spoke firmly.


For’mya turned and saw General Vistr walk up slowly, only his eyes and lips visible under his helmet. “General… this she-elf almost crashed her STRIKER! On purpose!” For’mya complained. “She has violated numerous flight protocols, not to mention endangered other friendly aircraft in the area. She…”


“She is the King’s pilot!” Vistr snapped loudly silencing For’mya quickly. “And she has flown him wherever he needed to go for the last year, including into battle!” Vistr stepped up to Endith who was glaring at him, Tina beside her and holding her tightly. They watched him slowly remove his helmet and look at them with his grizzled features. “Queen… Queen Anja… she has told me of your loss this day.” He said. “I understand he was an exceptional pilot, the very best in the King’s service.”


“We’ve fought with… we’ve fought with Marty for over ten years.” Tina spoke, the tears in her eyes beginning to form. “Ben… Ben was…”


“Benjamin was the man we loved.” Endith finished before turning and burying her face in Tina’s chest and letting the tears come flooding out.


Vistr looked at Tina who was close to the edge herself. “To… to have known and fought with the King that we have sought to find for so long, that you refer to him so informally is an honor I hope one day I achieve. I can not express to you what it feels like to lose a… to lose a mate as you both have this day. My mate still lives and my words would be hollow. Grieve for him now if you must… but if he is like what the Queen described briefly to me… I don’t believe he would want you to fail. This… this battle is not won yet… and I would hope that you will be ready when the King calls for you once more.”


Tina squeezed Endith in her arms, pressing her cheek against her grimy, sweat soaked red hair. “We’ll be ready.” She spoke firmly. “It’s what Ben would have wanted us to do.”


“I am General Vistr… and I would be honored to fly with you any time.” He said. Vistr bowed his head slightly and turned, taking For’mya’s arm as he headed back for the bunker.


“General she…” For’mya began to speak.


“I had heard you were somewhat of an arrogant fool Star Commander.” Vistr spoke firmly. “I have witnessed that first hand this day.”


“General… she…”


Vistr stopped and looked at her. “The human you so maliciously referred to Commander, was the mate for those two women! And yes… he was the one who trained her to fly… he trained her to fly everything but that STRIKER AT! She taught herself how to fly that!”


For’mya looked at him. “Impossible!” She snapped.


“Do you wish to call the Queen a liar to her face Commander?” Vistr demanded. “I’m sure I could arrange that! I spoke with her only briefly before she returned to treating our wounded, but she does not strike me as the type of person who enjoys pompous attitudes in any way! And from what I understand… she is the most relaxed of the three Queens our King has chosen!”

“General…”


“Listen to me carefully For’mya.” Vistr spoke, his tone softer. “The humans and elves we are encountering here are not like what you and I are so familiar with.” He told her. “They have fought with our King far longer than we have known he was alive. They worship the ground he treads upon, and they have a sense of duty to him unlike any I have seen. They are more passionate and expressive with their emotions… but they will stand beside us without question. The man you so callously insulted just now was killed this morning and if everything I have heard about him is true… he is far superior a pilot to you, and he was human! Think about that while you rearm your STRIKER Commander, for I feel our King is going to unleash you very soon.”


For’mya stood there shocked as Vistr walked away calling to one of his aides. She followed him and then her eyes went back to where Endith and Tina stood. The red haired elf was wiping her eyes and stunningly, she and the human female were back under the nose of their aircraft looking intently at the nose cannon and speaking to each other. For’mya didn’t believe it… an elf and a human man and woman in love! What kind of relationship was that? The General had to be wrong… what elf would subject herself to bedding a human man and woman. For’mya shook her head and moved back for her own STRIKER.

EDEN CITY

NORTHERN DEFENSIVE PERIMETER
 
“Hit them again!” Tareif screamed into his implant over the noise of the rocket launchers in the background. 

Almost before the words left his mouth, the four batteries of 200mm self propelled guns fired almost simultaneously, the ground he was standing on vibrating madly, even though there were over three hundred sandbags protecting the top of his bunker. He had refused to cower inside the bunker, and stood on top of it, several members of his Dragoons formed in a loose circle around him.


Twenty-one seconds late and twenty-one miles northeast the barrage began landing in and around the remains of the Super Vampire Division that had been closest to Eden City and closing fast. The initial volley of rockets and 200mm shells had been a complete surprise. They had been told there would be light artillery only and what hit them had brought their advance to a screeching halt, and now the second barrage was adding insult to injury, dropping among the wounded and scattered remains of the vampire division of super troops. They had not even got close enough to fire a shot against their hated enemy, and they never would.


Tareif listened intently to his scouts and they reported back to him what they were seeing. He nodded quickly. “Maintain your position and advise when the infantry begins to advance!” He ordered. He turned to his senior elf aide. “The elite vampire division is finished! Report this to my daughter but inform her that there are still three divisions of infantry moving forward. I will attack as each one comes into range.”


“That’s all they have War Master?” The aide exclaimed.


“The King was right; they are throwing everything at the southern line!” Tareif replied. “Once our artillery have finished with the vampire scum, have Batteries two, four and six orient north and one of the rocket batteries as well, and release command of them to the King’s Fire Support officer! They are shelling the city and we must free up as much return fire as we can to keep damage from increasing until my daughter gets the shield back up! Quickly now!” 

EDEN CITY

COMMAND AND CONTROL CENTER


Tarifa didn’t turn as Aihola and Dekton led a small group into the command center. They had left the remaining Drow at the airfield under the command of the Spartan General. Her attention was focused on the monitor as she spoke to the tech.


“An hour, maybe more,” He nearly screamed.


“That is not acceptable Lieutenant!” Tarifa snapped. “The Alliance artillery is hitting the city as we speak! If it continues for much longer, the wounded will overwhelm our medical facilities that still operate!”


“I know Tarifa!” The man answered. “Whatever hit the tower did more damage than we first thought! We have to replace all the circuit boards and restore coolant to the reactor. I can do it in an hour… maybe forty minutes if I disregard all the safety protocols I learned…”


“Disregard them damn it!” Tarifa snapped. “And do not mention protocols to me again when our people our dying Ronald!”


The man nodded. “I’ll get on it! We…”


The massive explosion lit up the area near he was in and the entire command center shuddered as something struck the city on the western edge.


“Holy fuck!” Ronald’s voice echoed in the transmission.


“What was that?” Tarifa barked.


“Shit… some big fucking beam thing just hit the apartment corridor in the west!” Ronald yelled. “It’s gone man! Christ it’s gone!”


Three more massive shudders rippled through the command center causing the man on the monitor to duck down, all of them able to see his eyes wide in fear.


“Shit! They’re hitting us from fucking orbit!” The man screamed. “That came from in the sky!”


Tarifa turned and looked at another tech. “What is it?”


The female elf looked at her and shook her head. “Some sort of ship has dropped into low orbit directly over Eden City!”


“An Alliance frigate!” The voice spoke and Tarifa turned to see the two women who stood next to Aihola and Dekton.


“Tarifa this is Gorgo!” Aihola spoke quickly stepping up to her, “She is… she is Martin’s mother! And this is Princess Isabella. They helped us repel the attack against the airfield”


Tarifa looked at her wide eyed. “We can not defend against this!” Tarifa snapped. “Is there nothing we can do?”


Isabella turned quickly to look at Gorgo. “Gorgo… the STRIKER’s LSD coils!” She spoke. “We can use it to enhance the strength of this city shield enough to withstand the frigate’s fire, at least for a few hours!”

One of the vampire troops that had accompanied Isabella stepped closer. “I can do it Princess.” He spoke. “I will need For’mya to pull the coil and meet me at this tower.”


“Don’t we need to do the same to all the towers?” Tarifa asked.


Isabella shook her head quickly. “No… we can bypass the interconnecting conduits and generate enough power from just the one tower.” She tuned to her soldier. “Go quickly Diego! There is little time!”

Aihola squeezed Tarifa’s hand. “Dekton and I will lead him!” She spoke. “Many routes have been blocked since the shelling began.”


Dekton nodded and kissed Tarifa quickly. “Keep everything together woman.” He told her.


Tarifa smiled at him and kissed Aihola. “And you as well husband.”


Dekton looked at the vampire soldier. “Diego is it?” He spoke.


The man nodded. “Yes, Diego Talbot.”


“Do you think you can keep up with a Lycavorian and a Drow Diego Talbot?” Dekton asked.


The vampire soldier grinned. “I will not slow you down.”


Dekton nodded. “Then let us go!”


Tarifa watched them head out of the center as a beeping noise caught her attention and she turned back. The tech looked at her. “It’s Colonel Nestor!”


Tarifa nodded. “Put him up.” She spoke.


Donovan Nestor’s face burst into the transmission clearly his eyes focusing on Tarifa. “Queen Tarifa?” He announced his voice slightly surprised. That quickly passed. “I am Colonel Nestor! I was trying to contact the King. He…”


Tarifa nodded. “He has moved to the southern defensive perimeter Colonel… what is it that I can do for you? We are rather busy here.”


Nestor nodded his eyes catching the face of Isabella staring at his on the monitor. He returned his attention to Tarifa. “I have no doubts of that Milady. I have just received word that the human governor of New Miami is not complying with our directive to discontinue support for the Alliance forces. I contacted him via video conference and repeated the demand. He told me to shove it up my traitorous vampire ass.”


Tarifa’s eyes narrowed slightly. “He did?” Tarifa spoke coldly. “Are you still connected with this man?”


“He told me he would not speak with anyone but the King.” Nestor spoke. “He’s standing by.”


Tarifa turned to her tech. “Can you do a split screen?”


The female tech nodded and adjusted her controls. The large screen split and suddenly the face of the dark haired man was beside Nestor’s.


“Who are you?” The man snapped.


“You are the human governor of New Miami I take it?” Tarifa asked.

“I told that traitorous vampire asshole I wanted to speak to this idiot who calls himself King Leonidas.” The man spoke. “I don’t take kindly to demands.”


“I am the Chief Administrator of Eden City Governor...” Tarifa asked.


“You don’t need my name elf bitch!” The man spoke harshly. “No one threatens to destroy my city!”


“Governor… we are currently in the middle of a full scale war with the Vampires that you report too.” Tarifa spoke. “We have asked nicely that you end support of their troops moving against us. Vampire rule is over on this planet. You can either choose to accept that, or you can take your defiance to the grave.”


“Fuck you she-elf!” The man snapped. “Elves were meant to serve humans, not the other way around! The vamps know that and that is why I’ll support them, and there isn’t a god damn thing you can do about it!”


“You saw what we did to New Memphis Governor.” Tarifa was still calm, though her anger was building rapidly. “Do you wish to see that happen to New Miami?”


“What are you gonna do bitch! Kill millions of humans! That will really advance your cause!” The man spoke. “I’ll continue to support the vampires until they lose. And then I’ll lead this city the way I want too.”


“With slavery and brute force,” Tarifa asked.


“It works!” The man barked. “I got me plenty of slaves just like you! I fuck them every night… and I don’t want to give that up any time soon.”


Gorgo and Isabella watched Tarifa stand up straight to her full height of five foot nine. “Chief… contact Raptor 66.” She said.


“Yes ma’am.”


Tarifa looked at the man on the screen. “Elves are not slaves Governor. That was not our purpose, and Martin and I will not allow you to exist one minute longer than necessary. Slavery on this planet will end and you with it.”


“Like I said bitch, what are you gonna do?”


“I have Raptor 66 Milady.” The elf told her. “Audio only as ordered.”

“Raptor 66 this is Eden City Chief Administrator Tarifa… authentication code nine one six four seven.” Tarifa spoke.


“Roger Chief Administrator, authentication acknowledged.” The male voice replied. “We are standing by.”


Tarifa looked at the governor of New Miami, her beautiful face twisted in a snarl. “I will give you one fucking chance you vile piece of human filth!” Tarifa snapped angrily startling Gorgo and Isabella with the vehemence of her words. “You will surrender and stop your support of the vampire government or I will vaporize your fucking city and you with it and not think twice!”


The man paused briefly, looking at her, his expression wavering. “Let me talk with this Martin asshole!” The man spoke. “I don’t deal with elf bitches who think they are in charge.”


Tarifa smiled cruelly, her sapphire eyes reverting to her wolf persona, her fangs extending over her lips. “That asshole Martin as you call him is like my dearest brother Governor… and I am like the sister he never had.” Gorgo looked at this elf with wide eyes, easily smelling the peach scent pouring off her as she allowed the change to grip her halfway. Gorgo could also detect the scents of the Spartan soldier that had just departed, not to mention the Drow Queen all over this female elf. “When it comes to this planet, Martin and I now speak with one voice Governor. And that voice is announcing your death right now.” Tarifa looked down and touched the panel in front of her. “Raptor 66 you will target two FAE IIs on New Miami and fire when ready. Firing release code is Lycavorian two two three.”

“Raptor 66 acknowledges order.” The voice replied, “Spooling up missiles! Setting targets as New Miami. Targeting one missile at the north quadrant, one missile at the south quadrant, standing by?” There was a brief moment of silence, “Firing, missiles away!”


Tarifa looked at the screen of the pompous human. “Goodbye Governor. I hope your corpse burns for all eternity in Hades.” Tarifa turned to her tech. “End the transmission.” The man’s face vanished leaving only Colonel Nestor who was silent. “Colonel…” Tarifa asked. “How many people live in New Miami?”


“At last report almost four million Chief Administrator.” He answered.


Tarifa nodded slowly and turned to one of her security detachment along the wall. “Have a four member scout team make their way immediately to New Miami. Detour around the fighting and report back when they are able. If we don’t answer… it is because we have lost.”

The Dragoon nodded and moved to follow his orders.


Gorgo stepped up to Tarifa and placed her hands on Tarifa’s shoulders. “You did what was needed child.” She spoke softly, squeezing her shoulders. “I see that my son is not the only one with steel in their veins. And now I understand why you hold such a place of honor in his life.”

Tarifa looked at her and Gorgo saw the sadness in her eyes. “Did I do the right thing?” She spoke softly. “Or have I become the very thing we are trying to destroy?”
LYCAVORIAN HOME GUARD FLEET

LEONIDAS I


“I want target solutions locked in!” Ceneu shouted as he moved around the bridge. “We are thirty minutes from firing range and I want our first volley to hit them hard! And prepare for incoming fire people. Remember they out range us!”


“They are establishing a standard High Coven defensive picket!” A bridge crewman announced. “Split into two sections! One section is on the far side of the planet, the other is forming to meet us!”


“They split their forces?” Ceneu asked shocked.


“Yes sir! Sensors are picking up only minimal LSD signatures from the forward group! It would appear they are attempting to fall back and repair at least some of their LSDs!”


“Get me Admiral Riall!” Ceneu snapped.  


“Admiral… the Vampire fleet is launching fighters! It looks to be a mixture of every class… one hundred and forty-nine in all!” A bridge crew member barked.


Ceneu nodded. “Xerxes wants to kill our King!” He bellowed. “Well we won’t let him!” He spun around. “Launch every fighter we have! They are to execute primary plan! We will follow them in shooting!”


“Admiral Riall is responding sir!”


Ceneu turned to the holo projectors on the bridge. “Riall… they have split their forces! Their LSDs must be in even worse shape than we thought. We will slam head long into their forward picket line! Your wing can hit the ones that have dropped back from behind the moon when you execute your turn!”


Riall nodded. “We’re updating out trajectory now! Why would they split their forces Ceneu! They have to know we are coming at them with full magazines and fully charged LSDs. They won’t be able to maneuver for long.”


Ceneu nodded. “Xerxes is already on the surface. Perhaps they are holding their forces back to protect him.”


“You saw the High Lord in the transmission my friend.” Riall spoke. “He was not at all happy with Xerxes! No… there is something else going on here.”


“Perhaps he is not happy that both his children will be on this rock when we attack!” Ceneu spoke with a predatory grin. 


Riall’s eyes grew wide. “That’s it!” He exclaimed. 


“What?”


“Xerxes is acting of his own accord!” Riall spoke. “That is why they are holding half their task force back. I give you betting odds that they are going to abandon this planet when the situation becomes too much for them. When they know they can’t win… that second section holding with the WING OF DEATH is going to jump clear of the system and leave Xerxes behind.”


“The High Lord will abandon his own son?” Ceneu asked.


“His daughter is the High Guard Commander now. Not Xerxes.” Riall spoke. “And our intelligence has been reporting for months that he has wanted Yuri to return to their homeworld and take a more active role outside of earth.”

“So what do we do?” Ceneu asked.


Riall smiled. “We smash them into oblivion! If we can destroy their forward picket… they will retreat out of the system!”


“And if they don’t?” Ceneu asked. 


“Then we do it the hard way.” Riall answered. “I’m going to come out from behind this moon firing every missile we have Ceneu! I’ll leave you to deal with their forward picket. If we can inflict enough damage…”


Ceneu nodded confidently. “Then I’ll alter course and bore right in firing every battery I have. I’ll clear you a path Admiral.”

“Ambassador Legsim is hailing Admiral Ceneu!” The tech called.

“Tell Legsim we will see him on the surface Ceneu.” Riall spoke, “LIBERATOR Out.”


“Put him up on the screen!” Ceneu spoke turning to the tech.

The elfin ambassador’s face appeared in the holo imager just as Riall’s faded and his face bore a new determination in his eyes. “Ceneu we are ready! All frigates have their primary landing sites locked in and the Spartans are chafing at the bit to get on solid ground again!”


Ceneu nodded. “Long range sensors indicate the shield protecting this city in North America is down and the High Coven have positioned one of their frigates directly over it. It is using plasma cannons to bombard the city. Vampire artillery is having a field day, but the King is directing counter battery fire that is devastating to them. Xerxes is now on the surface with all his Immortals, and the Coven has just launched fighters. It could get hairy for you my friend.”

Legsim nodded. “We will prevail! What of the laser cannon weapon on the moon?”


Ceneu nodded. “Commander For’mya’s report indicated the King has a small force there on this station. They are waiting for us to move into position and they will take control of this weapons platform. The frigate tasked to this station has firing coordinates to blow holes in certain sections where the majority of the vampire forces are, and then it will land and deploy the Spartans onto the station to clean it up. Follow our fighters in Legsim; they will clear you a path. And destroy that blasted frigate before it levels the King’s city!”

The elfin ambassador smiled. “We will see you on the surface Ceneu. I will try to save as many Immortals for you as I can.”


Ceneu laughed heartily and nodded his head. “Riall wishes you good luck my friend.”


“To both of you as well Admiral,” Legsim replied. “Good luck to us all.”

Ceneu turned to another tech officer. “Get me a secure line to the she-elf that the King left in that Command Center. Tarifa is her name I believe. She is directing and monitoring everything that is happening and we need solid intelligence, not guesses.”

EDEN CITY

SOUTHERN DEFENSIVE LINE


Martin grimaced as another volley of artillery made the ground tremble all around them. He hated artillery and he always had. The Iranians had been especially fond of blasting everything in their path before advancing, and he remembered the night he and his team had spent huddled in that cramped bunker while the artillery pounded down all around them. He heard the sounds of their outgoing return fire and lifted his head slightly watching smoke rise from his launchers as their out bound counter battery fire rippled over his head. He looked up and peered over the edge of the trench and saw dozens of fires burning in Eden City, stretching across the horizon, and his anger resurfaced. He turned his head and looked at the remains of the minefield they had laid. The ground in front of them had been chewed up not only by accurate Alliance artillery, but exploding mines as well. He glanced at Ealin, who sat next to Andreus closest to him.

“How much is left?” He shouted.


Ealin turned and looked at the digital computer screen. The minefield was electronically monitored so that it could be set off all at once, and it gave him a read out of what percent was still buried and active. He turned back to his King.


“Thirty-three percent is still active.” He shouted.


Martin shook his head. “Fuck!” He swore. “I didn’t think he had this much artillery on us! And now that fucking ship he’s got is killing us!”


“Daniel will be in position soon Milord.” Ealin spoke.


Martin looked at him and then let his eyes move down the line to where Aricia sat a hundred meters away. She forced a smile to him.


Be strong my love. She projected to him.


I underestimated what they had Little Wolf. They’re killing my people! Ben… Lynwe… gone… so many dead. 


They died fighting for what we have built Nauta Melme! Dysea joined in now. It was rare for Martin to block any of them when he spoke; they were all part of his soul and heart. And we will have our vengeance!


Help is coming Martin Leonidas! The new voice broke into their connection.


Isabella? They all spoke at once.


We arrived with an advanced party several hours ago. Isabella told them. Your mother is here and General Vistr has landed nearly a brigade of his finest scouts in different locations. The STRIKER you had drop the mines was one of those that arrived with us, as was the one you sent to Sparta.


Where are you?


We have made our way to your command center my son. Gorgo joined the connection now. Isabella had reached out and took her arm in the command center when she felt the depression hit Martin.

Mother!


Our fleet is almost here my son! You must remain strong Martin. You have not led these people this far to give up now. They have not… they are still fighting.


Martin turned when Ealin signaled to him wildly. “What?”


Ealin smiled. “Daniel is in position sire! He will fire in sixteen minutes!”


Martin smiled for the first time in several hours. Thank you brother.


He felt Danny chuckle and then his voice filled his head. Stand by there Skipper. We got a shit pot full of mail gonna be inbound. I’m gonna give old Moran a wake up call like he ain’t never seen before.

ONE HUNDRED METERS EAST OF LYNWE’S DEFENSIVE PERIMETER


Lynwe groaned in agony as pain lanced through her legs and lower back. Her amber eyes fluttered open as she heard the roars and the sustained weapons fire. They had almost made it she mused painfully. 


The Grizz beasts had caught them unaware as they pounded through the timber toward her defensive line. She had seen the first bunkered position and allowed a smile to split her face when the three Grizz beasts had attacked silently. She saw Thomas snatched up like a doll and ripped completely in half before she even realized he was no longer next to her. As she skidded to a stop and turned back, his screams filling the air the second Grizz beast caught her in the side with a massive paw. The blow sent her careening through the trees to slam against the unyielding truck of a four hundred year old tree. Lynwe felt a sharp pain in her lower back as she slumped to the ground, her side torn open exposing the bones of her rib cage. Her dazed eyes watched as the troops manning their positions began to rush forward firing their weapons trying to save the vampire Drow General they had come to adore.

These were not the wild Grizz beasts she had seen in the wastes, these were the armored monsters used by the Alliance to track and kill their enemies. Even the rounds from the HK74s and P190s of the two remaining Spartan scouts were only serving to enrage the beasts as they tore through the ranks of her troops like a chain saw. Something flashed in front of her and Tari’s face appeared, the Spartan woman he had found love with beside him firing her HK with a grim look on her face.


“Lynwe!” Tari barked. 


“Get away… get away Tari!” Lynwe gasped, the words causing pain to lance through her side and back.


“Stay with me Lynwe!” Tari spoke as he tore at the medical pouch on his belt. “Julie… give me your MEDCOM Patch!” He snapped.


“We need to get her behind the defensive line Tari!” Julie spoke. “Hurry!”


Lynwe could only watch in silence as she shook her head, the tears coming down her face. As Julie turned to hand Tari the medical patch the Grizz beast struck her from behind. Tari looked up at her just as Julie’s blood splashed across his shocked face. His amber eyes looked up further to see that the single blow from the monster had torn open Julie’s neck and blood was spurting from the fist sized hole in her neck, both her major arteries opened to the air as the Grizz beast lifted her body into its paws and crunched down on her side with its massive jaws.

Tari’s eyes went wide in horror, his blood turning cold in his veins. “JULIE!” He screamed, his voice ripping through Lynwe’s soul as surely as any blade. Lynwe’s amber eyes began to close as Tari lifted his weapon and charged the monster that had snatched up Julie’s body and begun shredding it in its jaws. “MOTHERFUCKER!” Tari pulled the trigger of his HK and advanced uncaring on the monster as the HK’s rounds tore chunks out of the Grizz beast’s unarmored flesh. 


The monster roared in pain, tossing Julie’s bloody lifeless body aside and rushing at Tari. The former Drow leader, who had taken his people from the clutches of the Alliance, died screaming his rage as the Grizz beast’s muzzle snapped forward and engulfed Tari’s entire chest in its grip. Still screaming in rage Tari continued to hold the trigger of his HK down and with his last dying effort; he lifted the barrel of the weapon to the monster’s head and sent the last thirteen rounds punching into the Grizz beast’s right eye and into its brain, shredding it to nothing.

Lynwe felt more hands on her body, her eyes fluttering open once more to look into the helmeted face of a Spartan that she did not recognize. She heard a deep booming noise and slowly turned her head to see another Spartan she didn’t recognize holding the massive rifle to his shoulder. It was unlike anything she had ever seen, and when it fired again she followed the course of the round and saw a huge chunk of another Grizz beast come flying apart. 


“General!” The Spartan yelled in her face. Lynwe turned her head back slowly to look at him. “You are the vampire Drow, General Lynwe?”


“I’m… I’m dead.” Lynwe managed to croak out the words, blood spilling from her lips as she did.


Lynwe saw the Spartan shake his head. “I have been ordered to make sure that doesn’t take place General!” He shouted. “I am Senior Scout Mennio of the Lycavorian Union Ninth Spartan Expeditionary Division. The Coven infantry is only half a mile behind these beasts, and we need to get behind the line you have established. Forgive me… but I must move you General.”


Lynwe screamed in agony as the Spartan lifted her body as if she was a feather. She was not a small woman at nearly six feet and a hundred and fifty pounds of lean muscle, and this Spartan hoisted her as if she weighed nothing.


“Spartans! Back to the line!” Lynwe heard the man carrying her shout.


Lynwe’s last conscious vision was of the bloody and ragged remains of Tari on the ground only meters away, his blood quickly soaking the earth around them. She thought she saw him move, trying to reach where Julie’s twisted and broken body lay but then she allowed the blackness to claim her, hoping it ended her torment and saying goodbye to the love she had found and now lost.
ALLIANCE SPACEPORT

CALIFORNIA ISLAND


“What do you mean gone?” Yuri barked.


“It’s gone Princess. New Miami is gone. It was hit with the same thing that took out our ground troops. All communications is gone and we can’t even get any video from the main computer tower. We detected a transmission from the governor there telling someone in Eden City that he was not going to obey the order to surrender and stop supporting our troops.”


Yuri looked at the technician wide eyed. “He… he destroyed the city?” She gasped. “There had to be over four million people in that city, humans and elves. Martin destroyed the city.” This fact made Yuri step back and stand up straight. This was not something she had expected. She knew Martin was a ruthless and brutal warrior, but to believe in something so strongly that he would wipe out a city of nearly four million, including those he was trying to save, she did not realize his devotion ran this deep. Yuri felt the first fingers of doubt crack her defenses. 

“We’re still trying to get a feed from somewhere.” The tech reported. “It’s not looking real good.”


“Princess Yuri… Admiral Malachi has released his fighters to us! They are entering the atmosphere now and requesting orders!”


Yuri shook her head quickly. “Direct one squadron to pass over New Miami, the rest will be chopped to Commander Moran! Give them his frequency and tell them they will take their orders from him.”


“Long range sensors are detecting four squadrons of Lycavorian DEVASTATOR-Class M4 Heavy Fighters in bound with nine squadrons of T9 TEMPEST-Class Interceptors providing cover! Twenty-four AUTUMN MOON-Class Attack Frigates are eighteen minutes from entering the atmosphere! They are coming in hot with the fighters! The Lycavorian fleet is maneuvering to engage our forward picket line. We’ve lost active contact with half their number. They must be ducking around behind the moon!”

Yuri’s eyes grew even wider. “They intend to land troops!” She snapped. “How many troops can each frigate carry?”


The senior CIC Coven tech turned to face her. “If they strip the landing bays, each frigate can carry nearly 800 ground troops!” He answered.


“That’s almost twenty thousand Spartan troops!” Yuri nearly shouted moving across the command center and looking at the map chart. “Extrapolate their course!” Twenty-four red lines appeared on the map chart quickly moving into certain tracks and stopping. “Damn… they are going to land troops within marching distance of Eden City.”


“Commander Moran is advancing steadily Princess.” The senior tech spoke. “Our Grizz beasts tore into their eastern line and our infantry are about to engage them as well.”


Yuri shook her head. “Our cloned division in the north was destroyed by artillery fire from that bitch Tarifa’s father. He slaughtered them like hogs and they never got close. These Spartans are Lycavorian, and they will tear through our human troops as if they aren’t even there. The remaining cloned soldiers are leading Robert’s thrust against Leonidas’s southern line and he will not be able to divert them.”


“Princess… your brother is still landing his Immortals in the south.” The tech spoke.


Yuri looked up quickly. “Yes! Divert those still airborne to this location,” Yuri pointed to the northwest corner of the Eden City defensive lines. “Have them commence an immediate attack at this corner. Order our heavy fighters to saturate the northern minefield and set off as many as they can.”

The senior tech nodded and moved to the console to begin transmitting the order.

STRIKER AT GROUP

HEART OF SPARTA  

FLIGHT OF 19
INBOUND FROM SPARTA

CROSSING INTO UTAH 

NORTH OF EAST TAVAPUTS PLATEAU


They had done it in record time, the female elf pilot thought, tiny though she was, had the voice of command that spurred the pilots and flight chiefs into a frenzied state. They had disregarded countless safety protocols in the process and she hoped that would not come back to bite her in the ass. Weapons had been offloaded and reloaded in the STRIKERs sealed in the underground hanger outside of Sparta. A task that should have taken half a day under normal conditions they accomplished in only three hours. The female elf that Walter learned was called Lieutenant Aletya had the eighteen STRIKERS loaded and airborne six minutes after the reloading was done. 
Aletya had to admit, these new Spartans, men and women that had never been off this tiny rock of a planet, moved and acted like no Lycavorians she had ever met. The Senior Polemarch, a rank that Aletya knew had not been held in nearly six centuries in the Union had driven his people hard, barking orders and instructions out with that monstrously deep voice, and yet he was willing to throw his own strength and sweat into their task as she had seen herself. He looked oddly familiar to her in some way and it wasn’t until she was in her pilot’s seat that it came to her where she had seen him before. This was the lone survivor of the Battle of Thermopylae and the Guardian of the Line. This was the man she and so many of her peers had read about in history books as they were growing up. And now she was going into battle beside a legend.

Aletya had put their altitude at five hundred feet to avoid any Coven radar and advanced her throttles to full power. Each STRIKER was already configured for atmospheric flight, and with the throttles at full power they were tearing across the landscape and oceans at nearly seven thousand miles an hour, Aletya burning her emergency thrusters the entire way to give them the extra speed. Once they reached North America forty-seven minutes later she had reduced her speed to a more sedate three thousand miles an hour as they were closing on Eden City. 

“Aletya are you sure?” Her co-pilot asked looking at her before turning his head to look at the seated Spartans behind them.

“I’m positive!” Aletya spoke. “It is him! There is a portrait of him in the Academy lounge in full Spartan armor from three thousand years ago Falar! It’s him!”

“We are flying with the Guardian of the Line.” The young male elf spoke almost in awe. “It is said he killed four hundred Immortals alone in that first day of the battle.”

“I did not have much hope when we started this mission Falar.” Aletya spoke. “I honestly thought we would never reach the King in time. But now… knowing that we have him and we are flying him into battle…”

The male elf grinned. “It has rekindled your hope?”

Aletya nodded excitedly. “More than you could imagine. The man is a legend! A god to the Lycavorian people, and now he is Senior Polemarch, a title that has not been used since… in almost an entire millennia! This bodes very well for us.”


Aletya turned her helmeted head as the small alarm began to sound in the cockpit and her co-pilot buried his face in the sensor scope. 


“Coven troop transports!” He announced seconds later. “Seventy four kilometers, bearing two eight five!”


“Passive scan,” Aletya barked, “Any lifesigns?”


The co-pilot adjusted his screen and Aletya saw him stiffen. His head snapped up quickly, “Akruxian!” He gasped.


“Track them!” Aletya snapped as she turned her head, “Senior Polemarch!” She shouted seeing Walter turn towards her. She motion with her head for him to come forward.


Walter was beside her in seconds. “What is it?”


“We’ve detected High Coven troop transports with Akruxian life signs ahead of us.” Aletya told him, “How many?” She asked her co-pilot.


“I count fifteen.” He answered quickly.


Walter looked at her. “Forgive me Lieutenant Aletya, is this significant?” 


Aletya shook her head as she realized that while Walter was a Spartan he had never been off this planet, and he knew the Akruxian troops by only one name. “I’m sorry sir. These transports… they are loaded with Immortals.”


Walter’s eyes narrowed into slits at the mention of this and a vicious smile came over him. “Immortals you say?” He spoke. “These are the same Immortals that we fought at Thermopylae?”


Aletya nodded her head. “I don’t know if any of these Immortals fought there, but that is what these transports are full of. And they appear to be trying to sneak in around this city the King protects.”

“Your missiles Lieutenant, can you hit them from here?”


Aletya nodded with a vicious smile of her own. “You give me the word Senior Polemarch and we’ll blow them all into oblivion.”


Walter matched her smile and nodded. “Please do so Lieutenant.”


Aletya turned to her co-pilot. “Warm up the missiles.” She ordered. She touched a button on her console. “Heart of Sparta Flight this if Flight Lead. As I’m sure you are all aware we are tracking fifteen Coven troop transports loaded with Immortals. I have just been given permission to say hello to them. Everyone pick a transport, lock up and put four missiles into each one of those lumbering birds!” Aletya’s hands were working her console. “Once we have initiated the attack, Spartan 17 through 19 you will remain behind and make sure those scum sucking blood bastards are dead.”


Aletya heard excited confirmation over her helmet Com and looked at Walter. “We’re ready Senior Polemarch.”


“Then by all means Lieutenant… let us kill some Immortals!”


Walter Carson, lone survivor of the Battle of Thermopylae, hadn’t had this much fun in centuries.

HIGH COVEN IMMORTAL TROOPS TRANSPORTS

The senior pilot’s head jerked around when his missile warning radar began to give off a shrill warning.


“I have missile warning! I have missile warning!” The co-pilot screamed.


“From where? Where are they?”


“From behind us, closing speed six thousand KPH! Impact in twelve seconds! Evade! Evade!”


The vampire pilot threw the transport into a turn it was not designed for, and any Immortal that was standing in the rear of the transport immediately went tumbling painfully against the bulkhead. 


The senior pilot’s eyes narrowed as he knew there was no way he was going to evade air-to-air missiles at this range. He jinxed left and right, hoping to break whatever lock the missile might have had, but he knew it was to no avail.


Twelve seconds later the missiles from Heart of Sparta Flight arrived and blotted the fifteen transports out of the sky. With four missiles targeted per transport there was little that remained of any of the fifteen massive ships, and only debris and pieces of Immortal flesh floated to the earth below. In those seconds, as Walter watched the destruction on the sensor screen from the cockpit of his STRIKER AT, he was unaware they had just obliterated half of Xerxes’s Immortal troops that had been arriving on earth. It would not become known until many months later, and only in passing, that on this day Walter Carson, Lycavorian and Spartan, born Dymas of the City State of Sparta, passed the King he had served so willingly as the man who had killed more Immortals than any Lycavorian alive.
ALLIANCE GROUND COMMAND


“What do you mean they just appeared out of no where?” Moran screamed at the tech.


“Yes sir! Nineteen Spartan STRIKER AT-Class Attack transports! They just appeared on our scopes Commander and launched missiles at the Immortals transports the Princess diverted to the northern edge of Eden City!”


“What about the transports?” Moran screamed. “What about the transports?”


The tech shook his head slowly. “I’m sorry Commander… none… none of them survived.”


“Fuck!” Moran screamed. “Fuck!” 


Cha’talla and two other Immortals stood to the side of the command Hopper watching, their normally stoic faces displaying their shock at the loss of so many of their brethren in one fell stroke. Cha’talla watched Moran with cold determination, seeing this human vampire hybrid so incensed over the lost of his brothers. Moran turned back to the tech.


“Divert two squadrons of the fighters coming down to us to track and destroy those fucking aircraft!” Moran snapped. “Do it now!”


Cha’talla stepped forward quickly. “Commander Moran if I may?”


Moran looked at him. “Cha’talla.”


“Our fighters would be no match for nineteen STRIKERs.” Cha’talla spoke. “Remember I have told you only their finest pilots get these aircraft. They are as deadly against fighters as they are against ground troops. This is one of the Lycavorian’s premier weapons, if not their premier weapon. They use it to their advantage. I have been informed that the fighters coming down to support us are only second line fighters Commander. Prince Xerxes left all of our frontline fighters on the planet he was subduing before he came here.”


“We just let them go?” Moran snapped. “They just killed thirty thousand of my best troops damn it!”


Cha’talla and the other Immortals noticed this display for the death of their fellow Immortals, and it would be something that would be remembered in the future.


“Our southern advanced has stalled due to the minefield that was laid by a passing STRIKER.” Cha’talla spoke. “Prince Xerxes is preoccupied with establishing his command tent the fool.” He added softly.


“What else hasn’t that bastard told me?” Moran snapped. “He left his best fighters on another planet and came here with second rate stuff knowing what we were facing?”


“I have been told Prince Xerxes does not consider the son of Leonidas or his rebels a threat large enough to divert our most advanced equipment.” Cha’talla spoke.


“I’ll remember that when Leonidas hands him his ass!” Moran barked taking a deep breath and quickly getting control of his anger. He knew what Cha’talla was doing and he nodded in thanks. “Give me a status report on all units!” He barked. “And get me the commander of the lead division in the south!” His head turned as another volley of artillery fire launched from their positions behind his Hopper and he allowed the smile to split his lips.    


The senior Immortal officer that had arrived with Xerxes stepped up to his Captain. “Forgive me Captain… but this… he displays concern for the deaths of our men. Why?”

Cha’talla didn’t turn his head, “Because Lieutenant, unlike our dear Prince Xerxes; this man is a true leader of men.”


“Captain… this is the man turned by Princess Yuri?”


“Yes Lieutenant. He is to be the Royal concubine.” Cha’talla answered with a grin. “We must manage to live through this of course.”

ALLIANCE GROUND COLUMN

OLD ROUTE 62


“…Lost thirty-one additional tanks and APCs Commander,” The Colonel spoke. “It appears the Eden City ambush teams were only delaying us long enough for this STRIKER aircraft to lay down the minefield, and my lead elements blundered directly into it!”


“Can’t you go around it?” Moran’s face was on the monitor in his command Hopper and he appeared to be holding back quite a deal of anger.


“It stretches across the entire width of the interstate Commander.” The Colonel replied. “The timber in this area is too dense to get our armor through. I have scouts out now checking for an alternate route.”


“While they’re doing that deploy your launchers and have them target what is left of the minefield!” Moran ordered. “Use the proximity charges to burst in the air.”


The Colonel nodded. “Yes sir. We are only ten kilometers from their defensive minefield Commander. Should I send my infantry forward? Once they discover we are bogged down I fear they will orient their artillery on us will we are trying to clear the minefield in front of us.”


“I have fighters inbound now that will go after their artillery!” Moran spoke. “Just deploy your launchers and get that minefield cleared and then move your column forward.”


“Yes Commander.”

EDEN CITY

COMMAND CENTER


Tarifa gripped the edge of the console as the command center rocked from a plasma beam hitting close to the building they were below. She regained her balance and looked at the monitor once more.


“Their artillery we can deal with!” Tarifa snapped at the picture of the lizard like man on the screen. “But this ship in the sky above us is killing our people by the hundreds! It has already laid waste to nearly half our city!”


Tarifa had been shocked to see the lizard man’s face appear on her screen with her technicians doing nothing. She would have let out an involuntary scream had Gorgo not taken her arm quickly.


They are our friends Tarifa, and they are Martin’s soldiers. She had spoken. That had been all that Tarifa needed to hear.


“I have some surprises detailed to that as we speak Milady.” Ceneu spoke calmly. “In a few more minutes that ship will no longer be a threat. These are the coordinates that we have given our frigates to land based on Commander For’mya’s report. That report is several hours old, and I decided to contact you for updated information. Please be quick Milady, we are about to engage the High Coven Fleet.”


Tarifa looked at the map chart as the blue dots began to materialize. All the training her father had given to her throughout her life came to the forefront now. There was a reason War Master Tareif had a bounty on his head, and his tactical skill had saved her people more times than not. It was a skill he had instilled in his daughter as much as he could. Tarifa’s mind raced as she looked at the chart.


“No!” She finally spoke after a few seconds, reaching across the chart. “These two ships go here! On the northeast edge! It will fill a gap we could not fill connecting my father’s units to the eastern defensive perimeter. We are receiving reports there are normal human infantry pouring through that gap and I want that hole plugged. Daniel is about to spring a trap on their artillery to the east. With luck it will finish them. Nothing is coming at us from the west or north any longer. Send the majority of your ships to our southern line. That is where Martin needs them the most.”


“Martin?” Ceneu asked surprised. “You refer to our King as…”


Tarifa looked at the screen, her temper flaring ever so slightly. “He is as much my King as yours Admiral… and given what he and I have been through together this last year, I will refer to him however I fucking choose! And he would expect that of me.”


Gorgo stepped up quickly. “Ceneu do as she says!” She barked. “This is no time for such trivial things! Tarifa and my son share a closeness forged in combat among other things.”

Ceneu nodded quickly. “Forgive me Milady… you are correct. Queen Tarifa I will relay your directions and orders, and as soon as I clean out this nest of vampire scum, I will begin sending down medical teams and engineers in droves.”


“Admiral… you say they are holding half their force back?” Tarifa spoke her mind racing once more.


Ceneu nodded. “Yes… we believe it is because they wait to see how the ground battle proceeds. When they have that answer, they will either commit or they will retreat.”


“Then we must win here on the ground.” Tarifa spoke.


Ceneu nodded. “Yes we must Milady.”


“Thank you Admiral… you have your instructions.” Tarifa spoke quickly before nodding to her tech. Ceneu was only slightly surprised that she cut him off so quickly, but that quickly passed. All elves were a tad arrogant as far as he was concerned.


Tarifa turned to another console. “The Holy One’s force from Sparta Ellen, where is it?”


Gorgo looked at her surprised. “There is a force from Sparta coming?” She gasped.

Tarifa looked at her and nodded. “The Holy One… the man who created the elves here on earth, I believe you know him as The Guardian of the Line.”

“Dymas..!” Gorgo’s face lit up with a smile. “He lives still?”

Tarifa nodded. “He has brought five thousand Spartan Centurions from Sparta. I was going to have him land and join with my father at the northern corner.”

The human female glanced at her console quickly. “They’ll be landing in three minutes Tarifa.” Ellen answered.

Tarifa nodded and turned back to her. “Tell him where we need him to go. And then instruct the pilots of these STRIKERs that he came across the ocean with, that they are to remain under his command and follow his or my father’s directives. It will be the only air support we can spare for them, and if what our scouts are saying is true, they will be facing three divisions of human infantry.”
Ellen looked at her. “Against elves and Spartans?”

Tarifa nodded and allowed herself a small smile. “There are many humans Ellen that have trouble display anything resembling intelligence.”

Gorgo watched the human female laugh heartily and nod her head. “Shit… don’t I know it Tarifa?” Ellen answered. “Your pop will show them the error of their ways I’m betting!”

Gorgo glanced at Isabella who had stood silently to the side taking everything in, and could only shake her head in awe. The resilience of these elves and humans that followed her son, even as outnumbered as they were was amazing to her, and from the look on Isabella’s face, even the vampire Princess was stunned. It was so much like the laconic bravery that her first true love had inspired in those who followed him, and Gorgo knew this was what the Lycavorian Union needed most of all.

“Shit!” A tech yelled turning heads. “Enemy fighters inbound! They’re going after the artillery!”
EDEN CITY

SOUTHERN DEFENSIVE PERIMETER



Martin’s head snapped around when the anti-air batteries that were covering their flank suddenly rotated and launched a bevy of missiles skyward. He pushed his head up as far as he dared and saw the missiles streaking through the blue sky towards targets he could not see. He felt more than saw the explosions in the distance that signified the death of almost a dozen of his artillery pieces, as well as three of his six mobile launchers, the smoke and fire rising into the cloudless blue above them.

Martin felt hands grip him and yank him down just as another barrage of artillery on the minefield came in. He heard the screams of several men and women up and down the line and then finally heard the popping sounds of the airbursts over the minefield and the exploding of what few mines they had left.


He scrambled to his feet and looked at Andreus, who had pulled him down. Andreus gave him a look that transmitted his displeasure.


“Sire… if you insist on exposing yourself to enemy fire I will have to take it upon myself to sit on your body at the bottom of this trench.” Andreus spoke with a grin.


Martin chuckled. “Now that would be a sight to see.” He almost had to yell. He reached out telepathically for Danny. Dan… now would be a good time. They just took out the rest of our minefield with airbursts, and these didn’t come from straight east. Their armored column is hitting us now.


Jesus Christ we have to load the fucking launchers! Danny’s voice replied filling his head. We had some kind of fighter pass over the top of us too. We had to shoot the fucker down and it took four missiles to do it! Give me two more minutes!


You said that same thing six minutes ago!


Yeah I love you too! Now stop fucking bothering me!


Martin turned to Ealin. “How many do we have left?” He shouted.


“Three launchers and twenty-two guns,” Ealin spoke, his finger pressed to his ear to be able to hear over the constant bombarding. “Colonel Fowas is reorienting his remaining launchers to target the armored column! The remaining self-propelled guns will continue country battery fire until they are…”


Martin nodded slowly feeling Tarifa reaching out to him. She was passing to him telepathically the moves she was making as she had the last few hours, and he did not countermand them. They were solid decisions and the air support would do Tareif far better good than they would him. He could feel his mother and Isabella within the command center with Tarifa, sending him support through their connection.

Anja? Martin reached out to the only one of his Queen that he could not touch physically.

I’m here Marty. Anja replied immediately her voice sounding strained and tired. 


Anja… how are you holding up? Martin asked as he felt Dysea and Aricia stir within the connection.


Just fucking wonderful! Anja snapped angrily. I have dead piling up outside my bunker, I’m almost out of pain killers, the wounded keep coming, and I’m having a grand old fucking time patching up wounded with rubber bands and toilet paper!


Martin grimaced. Anja…


God I’m sorry Martin. Anja answered her voice more subdued with a touch of desperation to it. It’s worse than anything I’ve ever seen Marty. We’re operating on automatic here. Most of the wounded are civilians from the city who got caught outside protective bunkers. I lost count of the dead when it went past four thousand. And that’s just here at the airfield Martin. The three Aid Stations that are still running are reporting the same thing. And those are only the men and women who have been able to get here. There are thousands more across the city. They’ve knocked down so many buildings that people can’t get to help.


Martin lowered his head at this news. You are closer to the northern and eastern defensive lines Anja, any word from them? We can’t raise Tareif or Lynwe from here. There was a long pause that caused Martin to look up. Anja what’s wrong?


Lynwe is here Marty. She is in critical condition. Some of General Vistr’s scouts brought her in. She… Lynwe and her ambush teams were attacked by Grizz beasts Martin.

Grizz beasts, you have got to be kidding me?


Apparently Moran let them loose into the timber before he sent his infantry across. They tore up the line in a couple of places before they were killed. They hit Lynwe when she and her team were re-entering the defensive line. Martin…


What is it Anja? Don’t hold anything back from me. He demanded.


Martin… Julie… Julie and Tari are dead. They were hit by the same group of Grizz beasts as they were trying to help pull Lynwe back. I’m… I’m sorry…


Martin felt the wave of sorrow hit him like a brick wall. Julie… the same Julie who had been with him since they were children, as young as a year old he now knew. The smiling dark eyes and infectious laughter she could generate in all of them had endeared her to all who met her. She and Danny had been selected by Walter to help him protect who they now knew was the son of Leonidas; to protect him.


She was… she was pregnant you know. Martin spoke softly within his mind. She told me before she left Sparta. She and Tari were going to stay here on earth if we won. Tari… Tari was ecstatic. He was going to…

Martin I loved her too. Anja’s voice echoed in his head.


Martin turned when he felt two sets of hands on his shoulders and Dysea and Aricia were beside him, nuzzling his neck then, sending their love and warmth through the connection to embrace all of them. Martin took a deep breath and directed the love of all three of them to Anja, and no one in the bunker understood why she suddenly wrapped her arms around her shoulders and smiled contently as the tears rolled down her cheeks.


We haven’t come this far to fail. Martin spoke firmly. I haven’t found the three of you and discovered who I really am to get to this point and fail. We… we must be strong for everyone else. We can mourn together when we are alone.

Martin felt the surge of confidence and power in all of them and they sent it back to him as well. Soon my Queens, soon we will take the fight to the enemy. And they won’t be happy in the least.
HIGH COVEN FIGHTER WING COMMANDER


His cobalt blue vampire eyes took in the destruction they had wrought on the savages and their artillery and he smiled a cruel smile as he pulled up and leveled out over the top of this city they had built. He silently cursed Prince Xerxes and his stupidity that left their most advanced fighters behind. If he was commanding them they would have already laid waste to this city. He swept his eyes over the towering smoke clouds that rose from the ground searching for any Lycavorian scum he could strafe as he waited for the next volley from their orbiting frigate, the remaining fighters in his Wing having already climbed to high altitude to await further orders per his command.

His keen eyes detected movement near the edge of the airfield and he adjusted his controls to head that way, charging his plasma cannons as he looked at his ground sensor display. Yes… he had seen something. Seven figures place around that single thin tower. His smile grew as he swooped in low over the ruins, his cannons locking into place. They would discharge bolts of plasma no thicker than his thumb, but powerful enough to punch through even the thick armor of a Lycavorian fighter. Against ground targets it would be a slaughter. He executed a roll that brought him even lower and his targeting computer adjusted and locked on to the seven figures.


His vampire fangs were exposed in a vicious snarl as he squeezed the trigger on his control stick.


Aihola glanced back at the vampire soldier and female elf who were working frantically on the control tower, her HK pointed out at the ruins around her. She could just make out the airfield from where she was and her heart ached at the bodies that she could see lining one end of the tarmac.

“Hurry,” Aihola hissed at them. “That ship will fire in another two minutes!”


“We are working as fast as we can she-elf!” Diego snapped back, plugging the wires into the bottom of the cylinder object For’mya held in her hands. “If we do this wrong it will vaporize half this city!”


“This is crazy!” For’mya snapped. “This is never going to work!”


She had been stunned when Vistr came to her and told her to pull the LSD coil. She told them it wouldn’t work, that the systems were just too incompatible, and would cause an overload. Vistr didn’t listen to her and ordered her to remove her STRIKER’s LSD coil and move with the vampire soldier and the Drow elf Queen. For’mya was terrified. She had always been in the sky or the stars fighting, never having to actually race along war ravaged ground and dart between craters and destroyed buildings. This was not something she had been trained for, and as she watched the vampire soldier of Isabella’s and the Drow elf Queen, not to mention the four Lycavorian troops as they effortlessly glided across the ground, moving among the shadows and avoiding the artillery barrages, she had grown more frightened.


“It will work!” Diego barked. “I’ve done this before For’mya! Now hold the coil!”


“We are very exposed here Diego Talbot.” Dekton spoke. “Little Drow is correct.”

“Almost there.” Diego spoke.


For’mya’s elf ears heard the familiar sound and turned her head. Diego looked at her. “For’mya!”


“Quiet!” For’mya demanded as she turned her eyes to the sky searching. Her dark brown eyes grew wide as she saw the black dot approaching. “It’s a Coven fighter!” She screamed, “Coming right for us!”


The shouted warning came too late.


Super heated bolts of plasma lanced outward from the fighter coming at them, all of them scattering for cover as the plasma rained down on them, setting off tiny explosions of their own, pieces of concrete and steel ripping through the air.


Aihola screamed as a plasma bolt singed her thigh, carving a chunk of her flesh out and sending fire through her leg. The bolt slammed into the ground between her feet and sent slivers of concrete ripping into both her legs, causing her to roll over in agony howling in misery. She clenched her teeth together as the fighter passed overhead and rolled to her stomach trying to block out the pain that lanced up her legs and hips. With an inhuman effort, Aihola got her legs to bend and planted her feet underneath her, pushing herself up with her HK turning as she did so. She could hear the high pitched whine now as the fighter above them was coming around in an incredibly tight turn.

“Little Drow!” Dekton’s voice carried to her.


Aihola turned her head seeing him sprinting towards her, “Dekton!” She shouted.


Aihola’s eyes went wide when she saw the vampire fighter nose over and begin firing again. It happened in slow motion for her, and she could almost see the plasma bolts as they punched through Dekton’s chest, blood and bone fragments bursting from his body in a shower of red mist unlike any she had ever seen. Frozen as she was, watching the death of the man she loved, Aihola didn’t feel the plasma bolt slam into her own chest, physically lifting her up and tossing her back several meters, fiery pain blocking out all else.


For’mya looked up quickly from where she had thrown herself out of the line of fire. She had tumbled out of control, landing awkwardly and hearing her wrist snap. As she watched the Coven fighter climb back into the sky with pain clouded eyes she staggered over to where Diego had been working on the tower. Her brown eyes grew wide when she saw Diego sitting on the ground next to the tower, three large holes in his abdomen from the plasma cannons, yet as the blood pumped out of his body he was still trying to lift the last cable. For’mya scrambled over to him.


“Diego?” She gasped.


He turned his cobalt blue eyes on For’mya, blood leaking profusely from between his lips. “Last… last cable. Activate… activate shield.”


For’mya reached out with her good hand and took the cable from his bloody fingers. He no longer had the strength to lift it high enough. She saw the connectors and how he had configured the device and cable and For’mya plugged it into the side of her LSD coil, “Diego… what… what else?” She gasped.

Diego looked at her with his cobalt blue eyes, clutching the device to his chest and as the life left those eyes, his finger pushed down on the single green button. For’mya heard power surge through the tower, incredible power and she backed up quickly as shimmering blue energy shot straight up through the tower into the dish on the end. And then the blue beam reached across the city in three different directions. When all the towers were once more connected, the shimmering light blue shield spread quickly across the sky, once more engulfing Eden City in its protective glow.


Eden City was once more back in business.

HIGH COVEN FIGHTER WING COMMANDER


The Wing Commander laughed hysterically as he pulled his ship up once more, climbing for altitude. His eyes had watched as he strafed the targets twice, and knowing he had hit at least five of the seven. He banked hard deciding to go back for one more pass when the shimmering light blue light filled his cockpit. His head snapped around and his cobalt blue eyes went wide. His scream died in the explosion of his fighter as it slammed into the inside of the reactivated Eden City shield at nearly a thousand miles an hour.

ALLIANCE SPACEPORT
CALIFORNIA ISLAND

The Coven junior Lieutenant looked at the data pad in his hand and his cobalt eyes narrowed. He turned to look across the room and saw the Princess deep in conversation with the Captain of the DARKBROOD-Class Frigate currently parked in the Zero G docking bay. He made a decision that would either get him killed or perhaps get him a promotion and he strode up to where Yuri stood.

“Princess Yuri?”


Yuri turned to look at the junior officer, her eyes narrowing when she saw his rank. “What is it Junior Lieutenant?” She snapped.


“Princess… I was monitoring outbound COM frequencies and I detected an emergency message from one of our fighters sweeping over southern Utah. He reported seeing many track vehicles and nearly a battalion of infantry.” The lieutenant spoke quickly. “I… I only thought to bring this to you because we lost contact with the fighter shortly after this report, and his location at the time put him only thirteen miles south of Commander Moran’s position.”


Yuri turned to fully face the young vampire lieutenant. “Show me.” She spoke.


The lieutenant moved quickly to the map chart as the Command Center’s senior officer came over quickly. He was an older Colonel, a Pureblood vampire, and a strict military officer in every sense.


Yuri watched the lieutenant bring up the position of the fighter and it sprang into life as a gray dot since it was an unknown contact. “Colonel… do we have anything in this area?” Yuri asked quickly.


The Coven Colonel looked quickly at his data pad and then at the chart. “No Princess… it’s too far south.”


“Tracked vehicles?” Yuri asked slowly. “We know Leonidas kept almost all his tanks within the defensive perimeter. They were Scorpions, and would be little use against our heavy armor.”


The Colonel looked at the chart. “We know the armored column is bogged down here due to an air laid minefield. It is spread across the entire interstate and all reports indicate it is at least three miles deep. We’ve lost close to eighty tanks and APCs trying to cross it. Commander Moran finally ordered the infantry to leave them and proceed on foot towards Eden City. The launchers with the columns were able to destroy the last of the defensive minefield, so we have a free entry corridor into their city.”

“Nothing is free!” Yuri snapped. “Leonidas will make them pay in blood for every meter they advance, don’t doubt that. Where are the STRIKERs that destroyed the Immortals?”


“All of them are still orbiting in the north Princess.” The Colonel replied. “They appear to be providing ground support against our human divisions, and they are handling they rather roughly.”

“Fuck them!” Yuri spat. “They’re fodder, nothing more!”

“Their TEMPEST Interceptors and M4 DEVASTATORS have just started engaging our fighters; their frigates are still ten minutes from entering the atmosphere and…” He stopped as his eyes grew wider. He turned to the aide next to him. “Is this confirmed?”


“Yes Colonel. We didn’t know what the power signature was until more detailed sensor sweeps were conducted, but it is accurate now.” The aide spoke.


“And you didn’t think to tell us this before you fool!” The Colonel bellowed.


“What is it?” Yuri barked.


“It appears Princess, that Queen Tarifa has been able to re-establish the shield protecting Eden City. And now it appears that it is being powered by a Lycavorian LSD coil. The power signatures match!” The Colonel reported.


Yuri shook her head. “It won’t matter. Even with a Lycavorian LSD power coil charging the shield, it won’t last more than an hour against a plasma bombardment. I am more concerned about this unconfirmed sighting in the south. Robert… Commander Moran does not have any forces in this area, and that means they don’t belong to us; which makes them an enemy.” Yuri looked up. “Contact the orbiting frigate and have them conduct a sensor sweep of this area and tell me what is there. Detach a squadron of fighters to this location as well in case the sensors tell us there is an enemy force here. I want to be able to hit them immediately. I don’t want any surprises. Not when we are so close to victory.”


Those in her command sprang to action. It would be too late, but they would try regardless.

ALLIANCE/HIGH COVEN GROUND COMMAND


“The infantry is proceeding almost unhindered.” Moran’s senior aide reported. “They have met only light resistance the entire way and they are within five miles of the main defensive line.”


Moran stared at the map chart. “They’re sucking us in.” Moran spoke shaking his head.


“Preposterous!” Xerxes bellowed. “You have simply overestimated their abilities.” He stepped up and pointed to the map chart. “This is where I will attack with my Immortals.” He said pointing to the defensive line directly south.


“You could be walking into a trap.” Moran spoke. “We’ve cleared the minefield yes, but Leonidas had eleven divisions of elf and human troops when this started. And we have no way of knowing how many Spartans.”


“You have been shelling them continuously for nearly ten hours.” Xerxes spoke more confidently. “Why have they not launched some sort of counter attack? Face it Commander, your intelligence was wrong.” He turned to his Immortal Commander. “Are your men loaded?”


The Immortal nodded. “Yes Milord.”


Moran looked at him. “You loaded your men already?” He demanded.


“Of course I did human.” Xerxes replied. “I am Prince Xerxes… and I will not take my orders from you or my arrogant sister. I will kill Leonidas, and I will string his hide upon my will when I finished with him. Do you wish to try and stop me little man.”


Moran met his dark eyes. “It’s your ass Xerxes.” He stated flatly. Xerxes did not answer and spun around already heading for the landing zone. Moran turned to Cha’talla. “He’s going to get those men killed Cha’talla. Leonidas is no fool! He’s sucking us in some how.”

“Could Xerxes be right Robert Moran?” Cha’talla asked.


Moran looked at him for a long moment. “Yes.” He spoke finally.


Cha’talla nodded. “Then you are a better man than he for admitting it. I pray you are wrong, for I know many of those that go with him.”


“Fuck!” Moran shouted. “He got that fucking shield back up and now I got a really bad feeling about what is going to happen.”


“We outnumber them my friend.” Cha’talla spoke evenly. “Even in the north we are overwhelming them. We managed to destroy almost seventy percent of the northern minefield, and the entire southern minefield. Our forces are advancing with little resistance.”


“Numbers don’t count for shit if he does something off the wall or he is herding us!” Moran spoke.


They both looked up as thunder rolled across the distant clear blue sky. It was low at first, but easily heard and it traveled through the mountainous terrain like a shouted voice bouncing among the hills and ravines.


Moran snatched at his macrobinoculars and brought to them to his eyes as he looked south where they originally heard the thunder. He could just make out the distant smoke, pure white in nature and his vampire blood turned cold.


“Cha’talla…” He looked back to the Immortal Captain. “Run!” He screamed.

Thirteen miles south of Moran’s position

“Pour it on!” Danny screamed walking behind the rows of artillery pieces as the crews were ejecting spent shells and slamming home powder bags and hundred pound shells. “Make the motherfuckers pay for every life they have ever taken!”


Danny moved quickly to the Scorpion Tank that had served as his command vehicle in the wild ride to where they were now. Danny hoped he never had to ride in a tank again after the pain filled ride to get here, bladders and internal organs being bounced around and not being able to stop to take a leak. The first thing his entire command had done when they arrived, including him was race into the timber and take a piss. 


Now Danny stood with a cruel grin on his face as his launchers and guns delivered the mail he had promised his brother he would deliver. He glanced down to where Anuk and Nayeca stood watching in fascination at the mighty sight of nine MLRS 300IIs and nearly forty 200mm self propelled guns all firing at the same time. They seemed to feel him looking at them and they turned their beautiful elfin faces up to return his savage gleeful look of utter delight.

LEONIDAS I


Ceneu gripped the arm of his chair as he pulled himself back into a standing position from where the High Coven missile had tossed him.


“Give me a report!” He bellowed.


“Shields are holding Admiral! Two cruisers have dropped from formation with heavy damage!”

“What are their casualties?” Ceneu barked.


“They are reporting light casualties, but they are out of the fight now! Both have lost their LSD drives and have gone to secondary power cells!”


“Are we in range yet?” Ceneu demanded. “Tell me we are in range!” He turned to face his senior sensor operator. “Dorma… tell me we are in range boy!”


The Lycavorian turned to look at his Admiral with a gleam of evil intent in his eyes. “Admiral we are in range!”


Ceneu turned to look at the screen, his reptilian face cracking into a vicious mile his bridge crew only saw when he was about to do something utterly devastating to an enemy fleet. “Well it’s our turn now! Order fleet wide Dorma! Spin up all batteries! Charge all missiles, full yield on all warheads! Let’s show these vampire scums we don’t like them trying to kill our King!”


It took only seconds for his orders to be carried out and then Dorma turned to him once more. “Admiral the fleet signals we are ready!”


“That was fast!” Ceneu spoke with a glint in his eye. “Finally now we get to kill something! Enemy Suppression Barrage! All batteries and missile tubes! Fire!”


The LEONIDAS I was situated in the middle of a line of thirty-two heavy and medium class ships, and the stars surrounding these ships vanished in a firestorm of multicolored plasma beams and the smoke of huge anti-ship missiles launching as every ship in Ceneu’s section unleashed their barrage at his command. 

EDEN CITY

WESTERN SHIELD CONTROL TOWER


She crawled across the shattered concrete, pulling her legs with only her upper body strength. A trail of blood signaled the path she had taken, until finally Aihola reached the goal that had driven her.


Dekton’s body was mangled, the holes from the plasma bolts evident in his body, the blistering plasma cauterizing the edges of the wounds even as they inflicted the massive damage. His body had no chance to heal the wounds, and one of the plasma bolts having seared through his lungs and taken a small chunk form his heart, which was madly trying to keep up with pumping blood to his body, even as it ran out from the dozens of lacerations.


Aihola pulled her body up onto his broad chest, tears filling her amber eyes at the pain racking her own body and his mortal wounds, “Dekton.” She gasped reaching out to take his bloody head in her hands. Dekton’s left eye fluttered open, the right eyes bloody and slashed open. Aihola gasped when she saw his face and the tears came flooding out even more. “Dekton… no… don’t… don’t leave us.”


Dekton was able to force a smile across his face and beating down the agonizing pain he reached up with his right hand and placed the back of his knuckles against Aihola’s bloody cheek. “Tell… tell Tarifa I… I loved you both…”

“No Dekton.” Aihola gasped. “You will tell her.”


Dekton shook his head as much as he was able. “My… my body can not be repaired Little… Little Drow. You… you must take… take my blood. Save yourself. Save Tarifa.”


Aihola shook her head back and forth. “No! No! I’ll call Anja! She can save you! She has to save you!”


“No… no time. You… you will bleed to death. We can… we can not leave Tarifa alone. She… she would be lost without you.”


“She’ll be lost without you! I’ll be lost without you!” Aihola cried.


Dekton smiled gently, blood seeping from between his lips. “You… you and she… you are one Little Drow. One… one can not go on without the other. You need each other more… more than you ever needed me.”


“That’s… that’s not true!” Aihola barked.


“You… you loved me… yes.” He gasped. “You love… you love each other more.”


“Dekton… please… you can’t leave us.”


“If… if you love me Little Drow. If you love… love me… do as I ask you.” Dekton spoke. “Take… my blood… before there is nothing left. Heal… heal yourself. You… you and Tarifa… great things you must still do. Together.”


Aihola could barely see as the tears poured from her eyes and she shook her head. “Dekton… I can’t…”

“I… I would rather die with your lips upon me Little Drow. Please… do… do as I ask you.” Dekton croaked, a wrenching cough causing his body to shudder violently.


Aihola inched higher on his chest looking into his torn bloody face. “Dekton… we will… we will never forget you.” She spoke softly.


“Hurry!” Dekton spoke, more blood spilling from between his lips. His right hand grasped Aihola’s head and with more strength than he should have had he pulled her face close to his neck and he turned his head. “Now Little Drow! Now!”


With sobs wracking her body Aihola lowered her head and bit deeply into Dekton’s skin. She did not see the smile of love spread across his face as he felt her fangs sink deep and she began to feed.


“You… you will forget Little Drow.” He spoke, his voice barely a whisper. “And you… you and Tarifa will find… you will find love again.”


Dekton’s eye saw the bright sun beyond the light blue shield and then his eye closed slowly as his life left him passing into Aihola, her wounds beginning to heal even as she fed. Aihola drew back quickly when she felt his chest stop moving. The blood she had taken had repaired the most serious of her wounds, and Aihola laid her head on Dekton’s unmoving chest hoping Tarifa would find her soon.
