CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT
MOON BASE EDEN


“They have begun their attack Admiral Wallace!” Anari spoke from where she sat at the single terminal. “Their ships… the Lycavorian ships are attacking the vampire fleet.”

Wallace moved over next to her and looked at the sensor screen she was monitoring. “What’s Marcus doing?” He asked.


“They seem to be monitoring the events as we are.” Anari replied. “But none of EDEN’s weapons platforms have been charged.”


“Is the laser grid fully energized?” Wallace asked.


Anari nodded. “It completed recharging five hours ago.” She spoke. “It’s in standby mode right now.”


“How soon before we pass to the dark side of the moon?”


Anari turned and looked at one of the others in their team. All of them were sitting at a console monitoring all that was happening, “How long?” Anari asked.


“Three hours twelve minutes.”


“You been recording the intercepts right?” Wallace asked.


Anari nodded. “I’ve condensed everything into one four second burst to Eden City Command.”


Wallace’s eyes narrowed as he looked at the screen. “What is this?” He asked.


“It is a flight of vampire fighters that have broken from their main engagement. They are moving south across the North American continent.” Anari answered.


“They’re moving straight to where Danny has his artillery laying into Moran’s position.” He spoke.


Anari nodded. “Their course will take them right over his position yes.” She spoke. “I tried to get a secure message to him, but they did not respond. The vampire ships that have been destroyed in orbit are distorting the signal and it bounces back to me.”

Wallace’s mind raced. “He’s top heavy with artillery.” He spoke. “And it took four missiles to bring down the fighter that passed over them a while back. They can’t have many more missiles. Shit!”


“The Lycavorian ships bringing troops to the surface are almost down Admiral.” Anari spoke. “Daniel Simpson’s artillery is the only thing keeping the vampires from responding in kind.”


Wallace looked at her. “Anari… we have to take control now.” He spoke.


Anari nodded after only a moment’s pause. “I agree. I can only hope that ship promised to us gets here quickly.”


Wallace squeezed her shoulder. “We’ll do what we can no matter what.” He spoke. “Stand by to interrupt main power and shunt all station controls to our consoles!” Wallace moved to a lone console against the bulkhead and looked at the others. “As soon as we get control, bring the laser turret online and target those fighters heading for Simpson’s location!”

“I’m already on it Admiral!” Mical spoke from his console.


Wallace’s hands were flying over the console in front of him. “Circuits are powered! Backup conduits are energized. Get ready… on my mark. Three… two… one… Mark!”


Wallace pushed the dual yellow buttons on the console and the lights in their small room flickered briefly before coming back to full power.


“Yes!” Mical snapped. “We got control! Yeah baby!”


Anari smiled as she nodded. “All systems are responding Admiral; weapons, sensors, everything!”


Wallace went up next to her. “Mical… target the fighters! Anari… bring the laser turret online. We’re only going to get one shot at this! And send the prearranged signal so they don’t kill us as well!”

EDEN MOON BASE

COMMAND CENTER


“What do you mean we no longer have control?” Marcus screamed.


“All command controls have been diverted Colonel! We no longer have control of any part of the station!” A tech snapped.


“How is that possible?” Marcus barked. “Find out what is going on!”


“I’m tracing now Colonel!”


“Colonel Marcus… the laser turret is powering!” Another tech yelled from his seat.

Marcus was beside him in six steps. “What? How? I thought we no longer had control!”


“It’s not us Colonel! Someone else is controlling the weapons grid!” The man snapped, his hands trying to override the controls. “I’m locked out! I can’t override the commands!”


“What’s it doing?” Marcus screamed.


“The turret is targeting our fighters in high orbit Colonel! They appear to be moving south over North America!”


“Contact Commander Moran! Tell him we no longer have control of the station!” Marcus ordered.


“We’re locked out of everything Colonel!” The tech barked out looking at his screen. “Communications are down! We… Colonel… I have airtight doors shutting in thirteen sections of the base!”


“Which sections?” Marcus screamed.


“Sections fourteen through twenty-seven, airtight doors are sealing those sections off from the rest of the station!” The tech replied.


“Why seal those sections?” Marcus mused. “Is this some sort of trap door program that we have triggered? Is this something left behind when they abandoned the station? Someone give me some answers!”


“Colonel… all those sections have our people in them!” The tech snapped. “None of the backup codes are working! They are sealed in!”


Marcus stood up straight. “It has to be some sort of intrusion program!” He snapped. “Find out where the controls have been routed!” He turned to look at the group of four guards by the main door. “Get some torches and get down to those sealed sections. Get our people out of there!”

AUTUMN MOON-CLASS ATTACK FRIGATE

LU39 DESTINY’S BLADE

“Captain… we are receiving the signal! Low band… encrypted… but it is the signal we have been waiting for!” The Lycavorian Lieutenant Commander spoke turning from his station.


The Elf male turned in his command chair and looked at the younger man. The light of the bridge accented his angular face and sharp features, making the long jagged scar running down the right side of his face from the top of his head to almost his shoulder blade that much more visible. His left elfin ear was almost four inches in length, his right only half that, due to the same piece of burning plasma shrapnel that had given him the scar. He was the senior and most experienced AUTUMN MOON-Class Commander in the Lycavorian Union, he and his ship having been part of the Home Guard Fleet for nearly two decades now.


“Confirm that!” He snapped his voice carrying over the sounds of the bridge crew.


The Lieutenant Commander nodded quickly. “It matches the signal we were told to stand ready for sir!”


The elf came to his feet. “Well… it’s about time. I was getting tired of laying in wait. Secure from Transphasic operation people! It’s time to get into this war and do our part! Give me one half on the sublight drives! Bring torpedo launchers three through eight online and warm up their targeting sensors! Lock in the coordinates received from the King’s people! There are two thousand vampires on this station people, and even more civilians. There is also a seven member unit led by the Spartan who used to command this station. I want perfection! I don’t want the torpedoes to be off target by more than microfraction!”


“Captain… the station’s laser turret is powering up!” The Lieutenant Commander barked.

“We were told they would take back command controls before ordering us in.” The captain spoke. “What’s the turret targeting?”


“It… it appears to be targeting a Coven fighter squadron in high atmospheric flight.” The young man spoke.


“Then let them fire! If it switches to target us, we level the station!” The captain replied.


“Weapons board is green Captain! We’re ready to fire!”


The captain grinned. He had the best people on his ship, hand picked by himself, and they were good at their jobs. “Then let’s do this!”


The AUTUMN MOON-Class Attack Frigate appeared in the darkened crater on the moon as if by magic, shimmering back into shape as it lowered its stolen Coven Shroud Shield. The technology had been stolen within the last decade, and so far only the Attack Frigates had been equipped with the new CSS generators. The shield basically rendered the frigate invisible to the naked eye and all known Coven sensors. 

Two hundred and sixty four meters in length with a wing span of one hundred and twenty meters, they were the smallest of the Unions combat ships, but they were also some of the deadliest. A crew of four hundred and thirty, and the capacity to carry 5000 metric tons of supplies and equipment or 800 fully armed troops as they were currently hauling, made them deadly ground support ships, while their speed and small size made them excellent long range escorts and fleet protectors. They were built to take a beating and stay in a fight regardless of their size.


Eleven seconds after engaging their sublight drives, the DESTINY”S BLADE was racing across the surface of the barren moon closing on EDEN Station faster than any Raptor ever had. The starboard wing of the Frigate flared four times and four bright Proton Plasma torpedoes sped ahead of the BLADE intent on destruction and death.


The Captain of the DESTINY’S BLADE had never left a Spartan behind, and he was not about to start now.  
EDEN STATION

“Inbound!” Mical screamed, “Four… somethings!”


“It is the ship!” Anari echoed. “Admiral… Lycavorian ship coming in low over the surface! Range thirty kilometers! Coming in fast!”


Wallace looked at the screen, his eyes going wide. “I guess they don’t believe in being subtle.” He said.


“Right now… I’ll take speed over subtle any time!” Mical barked.


Anari nodded in agreement “I as well.” She said, “Laser turret standing by! Targets locked in!”

Wallace nodded. “Then let us do our part my Drow companion! Fire!”

HIGH COVEN SQUADRON

16 SHIP FLIGHT

MOVING TO ENGAGE ENEMY ARTILLERY SIGHTING


“I have them!” The Squadron Commander heard the announcement in his helmet. “Enemy positions, twenty-three ground kilometers, bearing 195.”


The High Coven Flight commander nodded his head. They had just come down to fifty thousand feet and leveled off when their sensors began chiming. “Affirmative… all craft mark position and prepare for a high power descent! We’ll use missiles first and then execute a high G climb out and return to strafe with Plasma guns! We…”


“Look out!” The voice screamed over the COM.


“We’re under attack! High orbit! What is it! They…”


The Flight leader’s head snapped around just in time to see the narrow blue beam slice through the port engine of the fighter to the rear of their formation. The engine immediately burst into flames and exploded, shrapnel ripping through the wing and starboard engine sending the ship cartwheeling out of control.


“Report!” He screamed. “What is that? Where did it…”


It happened quicker than his cobalt eyes could follow as more narrow blue beams reached for each of his craft in turn; slicing through the thin armor of their light fighters like it wasn’t there. He could only watch in horror as his fighters exploded or were sent spinning out of control by the unknown attack coming from orbit. His pilots were all barely out of flight school, and none of them had seen combat before this day. He had read the reports of this planet and cursed his luck at being chosen to come here with Prince Xerxes.


The Flight leader screamed out his rage just as the narrow blue beam cut across the nose of his fighter, severing his entire forward section, including his plasma cannons. As his controls became unresponsive and his fighter began to bank over out of control, he did the only thing his training could recall. He grasped the escape pod release and fired the small thrusters. His entire armored cockpit blasted out of the body of his dying fighter and he spun madly toward the brown earth beneath him, hoping his chute would deploy.


The Flight Leader then did something he had never done before.


He prayed to his gods.

ALLIANCE GROUND COMMAND


Moran inched his head above the edge of the deep bunkered trench that had been dug only a few hours ago. What he saw made his cobalt blue eyes go wide.


He could see his artillery men staggering through the fog of black smoke from the burning rocket launchers, most of them grievously wounded and not having long left in this world. He could see the shattered remains of his gun crews and the self propelled artillery platforms, many of them now twisted blackened and burning hulks. The artillery barrage had come in four seconds after he and Cha’talla had dove into this trench. They huddled at the bottom of the trench swearing that it was deep enough as the barrage from the south tore into his unprotected gun crews like an avenging god.


He estimated at least six, if not more rocket launchers, probably those MLRS 300IIs that Leonidas had been using so effectively as counter battery fire; added to that had to be at least four batteries of self propelled artillery platforms. Towed artillery would never had made it through the timber south of them and get into position. He knew the moment he saw the smoke from the barrage that they were done. He had hoped that his artillery would provide the back breaker to Leonidas’s forces, erasing the minefields and as many troops as possible before his super vampire clones had struck.


His plan had not worked out. He had not counted on the FAE devices Leonidas used to eliminate almost a third of his forces before they even got into position to begin their assault. He had not counted on Morelli being destroyed in the north by the traitor Nestor; or having him race east and take over New Chicago and then demand the surrender of the Alliance cities now that the majority of Vampire Ministers had evacuated. He had not counted on his northern Cloned Division plodding head long like idiots into the concentrated artillery fire directed by that High Elf fucker Tareif. Even now… his human infantry divisions were engaging his forces, and Moran knew there was no way they would defeat elves and Spartans.

The shield around Eden City had proved harder to bring down that he had expected, and now it was back up, and powered by Lycavorian technology. The Lycavorian STRIKERs had destroyed half his force of Immortals before they even set down on earth, and now his armored divisions were stalled in an air laid minefield while his infantry plodded forward on foot.


Moran heard the low thunder again and his cobalt eyes darted to the south and saw the clouds of white smoke even from this distance. If Moran thought the scenes he saw of Morelli’s division after Nestor’s artillery had wiped them out was bad, that was a picnic compared to what they were receiving right now here on his position. He ducked back down to the bottom of the trench and looked at a wide eyed Cha’talla.

“We’re fucked!” He stated before Danny’s second bunch of mail began arriving.

EDEN MOON BASE


Marcus pulled himself to his feet from where the four massive explosions had tossed him like a doll. He watched as the others in the command center regained their chairs at their consoles. They may not have been in control of anything, but they certainly could view what was happening.


“There are outer hull breaches!” The tech barked. He turned to look at Marcus. “All of them in the sections that were sealed! Our… our people are being sucked out into space!”


Marcus scrambled over to the man. “This was planned!” He screamed. “There is someone on this station directing the scum! Find them!”

“The trace is almost complete Colonel!” The tech spoke, wiping blood from his eyes from the gash in his skin. “It’s… there! It’s it looks like some sort of secondary control station!”


“Where is it?” Marcus snapped.


“Section fifty-three, corridor Two Four,” The tech replied. I’m… six, no seven lifesigns!”


Marcus stood up. He had twenty-six soldiers in and around the command center, including the seven technicians. He grabbed his rifle from the shattered console. “All of you come with me!” He barked. “If we are going to die, then I intend to take this scum with us!”

TEN MILES SOUTH OF SPRINGFIELD MISSOURI


Filrian walked beside Ben as they moved through the caves casually. Ben had counted at least two hundred fighters as they moved through the intricate cave system, some carrying crates, others just moving with weapons. Ben was still extremely sore, but his wounds had healed completely, or so the doctor had told him. He looked at the man as they walked in silence. He sure looked human, there was nothing that would tell Ben he was anything other than a regular person, yet no human doctor could have done what he did in saving Ben’s life.


“You are curious about something?” Filrian spoke as they exited a small tunnel that overlooked a deep pit where Ben saw dozens of black clad fighters and a myriad of equipment, some of it more advanced than anything he had ever seen before.


Ben turned to look at him. “I’m curious how you were able to save me.” Ben asked. “Yuriko tells me I was pretty mangled.”


“I am a Hadarian Major.” Filrian spoke. “My people are healers.”


“Healers?” Ben asked.


“Our planet is very close to what we call a Metaphysical Nebula.” Filrian spoke. “This Nebula bombards our planet every six months with Metaphysical Radiation. It saturates our cells and generates a healing field. We learned thousands of years ago that we could use this as a means to heal injuries, and since that time you will not see many members of the Union without a Hadarian medic or doctor nearby. When the High Coven, who you call vampires, discovered this, they attempted to conquer our people in the hopes that they could use our healing gift. Our leaders at the time turned to King Resumar for guidance. He told us to be patient and appease the Coven until the time was right to break away. Our King and Queen listened to him, and for hundreds of years we did as he suggested. When Resumar began the rebellion, we eagerly joined, as did the elves. And like the elves, our royal family was slaughtered like animals. The surviving members escaped into hiding, aided by the Lycavorian Royal Guard of the time. They protected us for centuries, even after their King and Queen were assassinated. We learned later that before our King died he abdicated all leadership to the Lycavorian Royal family. Since no one was alive to contest this, and none of the surviving Royal family dare expose themselves, it was left this way. Now… well I don’t believe my people would want to be led by anything other than a Lycavorian King as entwined as our peoples have become. I imagine it is no less for the elves, as almost the same thing happened to them. That is why the last members of the Royal Family sent their daughter here, they knew the son of Leonidas was here, and they knew eventually they would discover each other. I don’t think they realized she would end up as Queen of the Union, but I do believe my people will be very pleased.”


“Wow… that’s some story.” Ben spoke.

Filrian chuckled. “There is so much more out among the stars that the humans from this planet have yet to discover.”

“Wait… there are other humans out there, off earth?” Ben asked his eyes wide in stunned shock.

Filrian nodded. “Oh yes. Yours is not the only colony of humans to have survived. The Coven did not see your people as advanced enough to conquer, and that is why you were left alone here on earth and used only as a food source for them. That changed when King Leonidas was born.” He answered. “I believe there are seven other human colonies, four that reside within the Union as members and are in fact very successful. Three remain isolated and independent, but they are not our enemies. The Union trades with them, and in some regards they have worked together in the past and I believe there is a mutual defense treaty with two of them. They obviously benefit from that more than the Union, but some of their trading goods, resources and exports are quite needed.”

“Damn… I need to get out more.” Ben muttered. “So this radiation allowed you to heal my injuries then?”

Filrian nodded. “While severe for a human, your injuries were relatively easy to heal Major, though I do recommend you do not attempt to crash land any more of your aircraft for a few months.” He spoke with a smile.

Ben chuckled. “That’s the ninth bird I’ve lost while flying for Marty.” Ben spoke. “He does tend to find trouble in bunches.”

“So it would appear.”

“Where are we going?” Ben asked.

Filrian motioned down a steep inclined tunnel. “Our people are splitting into groups and leaving.” He replied. “The Lycavorian fleet has arrived in orbit, and all the reports we are receiving indicate that we are winning, albeit with heavy losses. Yuriko has told everyone to seek shelter and wait for it to be over before coming forward.”

“She’s sending them all home?” Ben asked.

“Yuriko has been driven by only two things in her life.” Filrian spoke, “Waiting for King Leonidas to return to earth and finding her sister. This group… we are together as a matter of necessity, nothing more. Yuriko was the defacto leader, but we have all known that once King Leonidas began this war as we knew he would, she would go to him. She has never allowed anyone close to her. I am as close to being her friend as anyone has every come, and I know practically nothing about her.”

“She sure seems like a driven young woman.” Ben spoke. “She was a cute kid.”

Filrian looked at him as they walked. “Forgive me… you do not react like other humans on this world when told someone is a vampire Major. Why is that?”

Ben chuckled. “I figured out what Marty really was two years after flying with him.” He replied. “I witnessed him change into a wolf at the tail end of an operation. He saved my life that day… and since then I have kept his secret. Though now that doesn’t appear to matter anymore.” Ben looked at him. “You could say working with Marty all these years has taught me not to fear the unknown.”
Filrian smiled and nodded his head. “Then that makes you unique Major.”

“Yeah well…”

“Major O’Connell it is good to see you up and walking around.” Yuriko’s voice spoke.

Ben turned and saw her standing in front of an aircraft he hadn’t seen in decades. His eyes flew open as he gawked at the ship sitting in the large clearing. It was an ancient MH-60H Nighthawk helicopter. Painted all black, with the single enormous rotor on top and the ancient tail rotor in the rear. The aircraft had once been extensively used in Special Operations in the late 20th and early 21st centuries and had been retired the year after he enter the Marine Corps. “Oh man…” Ben gasped as he moved forward quickly. “Where did you find this baby… a museum?”
Yuriko allowed a small smile to etch across her face, “Actually yes.” She replied. “It is fully functional… and we just finished topping off the fuel tanks. Do you think you can fly it?”

Ben looked at her as he ran his hand along the matt black skin of the old helicopter. “Fly it? Fly it where?”

“Eden City airfield,” Yuriko told him. “I believe it is time for us to enter this battle on my adopted father’s side. I have sent everyone else into hiding with instructions to either come forward after we are victorious, or continue with what we have been doing if we fail. Doctor Filrian and I will return with you.”

“You realize that this baby was state of the art back then… but compared to what’s flying now… it’s a bucket of bolts.” Ben spoke. “We may not make it to Eden City.”

Yuriko stepped forward and looked at him. “I believe you have as much reason as I to return Major.”

Ben immediately thought of Endith and Tina. “Damn straight I do.” He replied.

“Then I suggest we waste no more time.” Yuriko spoke.

LYCAVORIAN NOVA-CLASS ATTACK CRUISER

LIBERTY


“Port side batteries fire,” Riall barked out the order from where he stood holding the arm of the command chair. “Starboard thrusters engage! Bring us to course six seven three two mark nine and prepare to launch LU70s!”


Riall hadn’t been involved in a battle in almost a decade and he had forgotten the thrill of battle during that time. He had brought his section of the LU Home Guard Fleet barreling from around the back of the moon to slam into the High Coven fleet with every battery and missile launcher oriented directly at them. The combined assault from Ceneu’s continued engagement and his new attack destroyed sixteen Coven ships, shattering the picket line, the intense battle degenerating into ship against ship, plasma cannons against plasma cannons, and missile launcher and torpedo against missile launcher and torpedo.


While the High Coven ships had the advantage in range of their armaments, this close in the heavy armor and shielding that the Lycavorian Union ships had proved the turning point. At point blank range the LU ships nine times out of ten came out on top in the engagement. Every successful hit on an LU ship, and the Coven ships were hit twice in return. The Lycon Corporation, the major ship building company within the Union, took great pride in building ships for their people that were tough and powerful, just like the Lycavorian people themselves. That toughness always paid off, and it helped that every Cruiser Commander was hand picked by Ceneu, and they were the most experienced, not to mention daring commanders in the entire Union space fleet. 

Riall held tightly to the arm rest as the LIBERTY shuddered from multiply plasma hits. He turned slightly. “Target that cruiser, full spread on the Proton torpedoes!”


“Admiral we have structural damage on decks eleven through fourteen!” A voice yelled.


“Dispatch damage control teams! Insure force fields are in place and seal the bulkheads in those sections!” Riall snapped, “Torpedoes!”


“Armed and ready Admiral!”


“Lock target and fire!” Riall yelled turning to look at the image on the holo chart. He saw six points of light blossom from the front of the LIBERITY and speed toward the closest Coven ship. He snarled in glee as the Proton torpedoes slammed headlong into the side of the cruiser and internal explosions began to erupt inside, dotting the superstructure of the ship with bursts of yellow and orange.


“Direct hits, all Torps,” The sensor operator shouted. “Look at that Coven ship burn! Die you nasty blood sucking vampire scum!”


Riall had to smile at the young officer’s words and he turned at the next shout. 


“Admiral Ceneu is hailing us!”


“Engage the holo imager!” Riall barked. He turned as the floor mounted imager flared to life and Ceneu’s complete body appeared in the transmission. “Ceneu… we have broken their picket my friend! It’s been too easy!”


Ceneu nodded. “I agree Riall. I believe you may have been right.” He spoke. “Reform Riall… we’ll chase the Coven bastards clear out of the system!”

“No!” Riall spoke. “The second section is not engaging us! Reform the fleet and hold position! Use this time to conduct whatever repairs we can and reload magazines! Legsim should be landing in a few moments! We will time our attack for just after he sets down!”


Ceneu nodded quickly, his reptilian eyes bright. “I know what you are thinking Riall!” He said. “Target the WING OF DEATH?”


“Recall the M4 DEVASTATORS!” Riall barked out. “Have them land and rearm as quickly as they can! We will reorient the fleet and drive straight for the WING OF DEATH!”


Ceneu nodded in the transmission. “It will be done.” He spoke.


Riall turned as Ceneu’s image faded from view. “Direct all power to forward shields and reload missile tubes! When we reorient… I want to shove everything we have right down their throats!”
EDEN CITY 


He needed her blood.


He dragged his leg along the ground slowly, the two large holes in his thigh still leaking red over the rocks and slabs of concrete he was crawling over. He had dragged himself from the treeline of the airfield where he had taken the rounds through his leg and two through his chest. He had laid there listening to the screams of his brother clones as they fell under the weapons of the Spartans and elves. Even as the battle raged he had begun to crawl away, hoping to find some way to get blood and heal his wounds.



He had spotted her on the edge of the city, huddling near the control tower for the shield that had reactivated over the top of Eden City. She was sitting next to the dead soldier who held the control box in his lifeless hands, and she was making no move to leave the area. He had seen the fighter strafe them, striking down everyone but her, and then he watched as the Drow elf had crawled over to the mortally wounded Spartan, finally lowering her head to drink the last of his blood before she too collapsed on top of his body.


He had dragged his body this far and now he would have her. Using the last of his fading strength he pulled his shattered leg underneath him and launched himself at her from the side where he had snuck within four meters of where she sat staring into the sky.


For’mya’s elf reflexes nearly saved her as her head snapped around in time to see the vampire come sailing over the small concrete pile to her left. She was able to hit him in the jaw, rocking his head back, but she was sitting down and the blow carried no where near enough power to knock him away from her. For’mya screamed as she saw the flash of his gleaming white fangs as they plunged for her exposed neck.

The vampire cloned soldier sank his fangs deeply into the sweet neck of the elf while his arms crushed her too him, pinning her arms awkwardly to her sides, even as her legs kicked viciously. He ignored the several blows to his wounded leg as her warm blood flowed into his body and he began to heal. 


For’mya couldn’t move and fear gripped her heart as she felt the vampire holding her growing stronger. Her strength was fading quickly as he fed on her blood, and she felt her body begin to grow cold, her dark brown eyes beginning to flutter shut as he continued to feed deeply. He pulled his fangs from her neck at the last moment before her life left her and he looked at the sky above smiling, For’mya’s blood running down his jaw. He could feel his body repairing itself, pushing the two bullets still remaining in his body out and repairing the bones and torn flesh. He looked down at the she-elf in his arms and for the first time notice she looked different from the other elves he had seen. She wore a strange uniform that looked surprisingly like a flight uniform. He contemplated taking the rest of her blood and leaving her corpse, but she was an elf and she would heal quickly and he might need her restored blood in a few hours. He squatted over her limp body and drove his fist down into her face as hard as he could, feeling her go completely limp in his arms like a boneless fish.


Grinning madly, the cloned vampire soldier hoisted For’mya to his shoulder and he took off in the direction he had seen the abandoned Hoppers. 

He could make it if he was fast enough.
COVEN SQUADRON FLIGHT LEADER

His body was wracked with waves of pain as he pulled himself from the shattered remains of his escape pod. His fighter had exploded seconds after his pod had launched, and until the point where his drag chute failed to slow the pod he thought perhaps he would live. The pod struck the hard earth at nearly three hundred miles an hour, cracking open like an egg shell and though he was strapped securely in his seat, he could not stop it as the frame of the pod smashed through trees and piles of sharp sticks and bushes, ripping his skin open as if it was paper. When the pod finally came to rest, it rest at least eight feet in the air pinned against two smaller trees. He discovered one of his cobalt blue eyes had been ripped from his head, blood gushing from the wound and filling the air around him with the coppery aroma. His left arm hung useless in the straps, the bone protruding from his flesh just below the elbow. He screamed in agony as he reached up with his right hand and hit the release for his harness. He tried to stop himself from toppling onto the ground eight feet below but was unable to catch the frame of the pod before he fell. The landing took all the air from his lungs and sent agonizing pain shooting through his entire body.


Through force of will alone he was able to drag himself to the base of one of the trees and pull himself into a sitting position. His lone good eye caught movement in the light timber and he froze, sweat beginning to pour from his body. After a long moment nothing disturbed the area around him and with clenched teeth he dug into the vest of his flight suit. He pulled out the small vial of blood and pulled the cap off with his teeth, downing the liquid in one gulp. He felt a surge of relief as the bone in his arm began to knit back together and the skin closed over the wound quickly. His empty eye socket was another matter. His eyeball was completely gone and the Mediblood had only served to stop the bleeding, leaving a red gaping hole in his head. He did not have enough blood to re-grow the destroyed tissue, and by the time he got any it would be too late. He was down inside enemy territory, alone and very vulnerable. He leaned his head back and chuckled to himself.

“This whole cursed planet is enemy territory.” He murmured to himself.


“You have no idea.” The female voice spoke from almost on top of him.


The Coven pilot began to turn his head; his hand reaching for the small V71 Longnet Mark V blaster attached to his vest, but froze when he felt the cold flat steel press tightly to his neck.


“I recommend you do not reach for that weapon Vampire scum.” The voice spoke again from behind him.


The pilot watched as the feminine figure came into view from behind him to the left, the blade of the R4 Elf Hybrid fighting knife never leaving its position. He took in the dark skin of the female elf holding the blade to his throat and her strange amber colored eyes. She looked very lean and muscular, not particularly large for an elf, her silver white hair hanging over one shoulder in a long pony tail. He licked his lips, seeing the smooth skin of her neck and strangely she smiled at him.

“You are thinking perhaps that my blood might be to your liking aren’t you vampire?” Nayeca spoke with a causal calm as she settled into a squatting position, reaching forward slowly to unsnap the pocket that held the strange looking sidearm. “You are contemplating whether you should attack me, believing that you could easily overpower me since I am alone.” Nayeca shook her head with a smile. “That would be the second of your mistakes blood sucker. Your first was coming here to begin with.”


The Coven pilot felt the hot breath on his cheek before he sensed the presence of the Lycavorian. His good eye darted to the side and he saw the muzzle of the rust colored wolf almost touching his cheek, the two inch long razor sharp fangs bared in a snarl and the low growl escaping the chest of the muscular beast. His eyes grew even larger when his nose detected the distinct flavor of pure Lycavorian blood running in this wolf’s veins, but that was quickly chased away when the obviously female wolf lifted a medium sized paw equipped with black razor claws and placed that paw on his chest, her cerulean blue wolf eyes promising untold pain. He let out a grunt as the she-wolf pressed on him with at least a hundred and forty pounds of muscle and teeth.

Nayeca let out a small chuckle as she tucked the strange weapon into the large fanny pack at the small of her back attached to her combat vest. The blade of the R4 hadn’t left the place on the pilot’s neck. “I am a Drow elf vampire. And I am not like any elf you have ever come across.” She spoke confidently. “For starters… allow me to introduce my lover Anuk. I am her Mistress… and she is exceedingly protective of me as you can see. She is also very short tempered right now because you have tried to kill our mate, and any sudden moves by you will resort in her removing the flesh from your face in the time it takes for your small mind to form a thought. We are going to take you back to our mate vampire. He is the man that your flying machines were trying to kill. And just so you know… Anuk and I are very fond of our mate… so trying to kill him has placed you in a rather bad position. If you so much as twitch in what could be regarded as a threatening manner, I will spill your innards across the plains while Anuk tears the flesh from your body. Please nod if you understand me.”

The Coven pilot nodded slowly, his lone cobalt eye unable to tear itself from Anuk’s murderous gaze.


“Excellent.” Nayeca spoke. “Please extend your hands in front of you.”

“My… my arm is injured.” The pilot spoke.


In a single blink Anuk’s jaws snapped shut on the pilot’s shoulder with nearly two thousand pounds of pressure per square inch and she crunched down through bone and flesh with ease. The pilot screamed in agony, his head going towards her soft muzzle to try and alleviate the immense pain that was ripping through his body.


Nayeca pressed the R4 tighter to his throat, a thin trickle of blood seeping form the point as it bit into his skin. “Did I mention what a mistake it would be to lie to us vampire.” Nayeca spoke. “We watched you drink your blood to heal the wound on your arm fool. Yet you are now out of your replenishing blood, and you have injured your arm again. What a shame.”

The pilot screamed once more as the R4 slashed down, the razor like blade slicing through the flesh of his shoulder and upper arm, cutting through the tendons and muscle like a hot knife through butter.


“Now you no longer have the use of either arm.” Nayeca said in that calm voice. “And we will not need the restraints.”


Anuk stepped back, her muzzle and teeth stained with his blood and Nayeca let her amber eyes linger on her lover’s beautiful wolf form. That this wolf across from her was a stunningly beautiful Wood Elf female no longer dazzled Nayeca. That she fought with and slept with creatures she had only believed myth and legend until a few short weeks ago didn’t faze her. That this beautiful wolf and female elf, and her giant ebony skinned wolf mate belonged to her and her to them still caused tiny ripples of delight to course through her. She smiled unfazed as the silver flash of light shimmered and then was gone, leaving Anuk in her equally beautiful elfin form, her cerulean blue eyes gazing at her. Her long rust colored red hair was tied identical to Nayeca’s, wrapped in soft Drow silk, and the black body armor did nothing to hide her delicious figure. She drew her arm across her mouth wiping away the blood and then she spit on the ground.


“Daniel was right Mistress.” Anuk spoke. “They do taste like week old shit!”


Nayeca smiled. “Hopefully I will never have to experience that my love.” Nayeca spoke slipping her hand under the pilot’s useless left arm as Anuk did the same with his right. “Come vampire scum… Anuk and I would like to introduce you to someone.”


The pilot howled in pain as they hauled him to his feet none to gently and began to drag him back towards where Danny was redirecting his artillery.

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

HIGH COVEN INFILTRATOR-CLASS LIGHT FRIGATE

HIGH ORBIT ABOVE EDEN CITY


That they had made it this far was a testament to the skill of his crew and nothing else, the High Cove Frigate Commander thought a she sat on the bridge of his ship waiting until his four planetary plasma cannons recharged and fired again. They had inflicted heavy damage to this elf and human city for nearly an hour, he and his crew watching with satisfaction as they cannons crisscrossed a path of destruction on the ground below them. 


The INFILTRATOR-Class Light Frigate was one of the newer class ships within the High Coven Fleet, built mainly for fleet defense and long range scouting missions, it was less than half again the size of the AUTUMN MOON-Class frigate for the Union. If not for the competence of his crew, they would have arrived in this out of the way system with no LSD drive, and as it was told to him by his Chief Engineer, they had perhaps one jump left in the coils and then they would have to resort to sublight drives. The Commander was going to save that one jump for when he knew the fleet was going to jump out of the system. 


They had watched as the bull dogged Lycavorian ships had closed with the Coven picket line, their missiles slamming into Union ships at long range, doing damage but only knocking two of the cruisers out of the fight. When the Lycavorian fleet had closed to their weapons range, the Commander watched as the superior armor and shields on the heavier Union warships quickly began to take their toll on the stressed and short on supplies Coven fleet. He knew this to be the Lycavorian Home Guard Fleet, and like many Coven Commanders; he dreaded ever having to face this particular fleet in battle. The Union HGF fleet had never lost an engagement it had participated in. They had been battered and beaten down, but they had never lost, and seeing them arrive in the system had sent shivers of fear down the commander’s spine. His ship was no match for any of the Union ships now in the system, and he knew from experience this was only half the HGF Fleet. Where was the other half he wondered as he had positioned his frigate to begin bombarding the city on the surface?

“How long until the Plasma batteries are recharged?” He turned asking his weapons officer.


“Ninety Seconds sir,” The man answered. “Stay with the polar targeting sweep sir?”


The Commander nodded. “That shield may have gone back up with a Lycavorian LSD coil as its power source, but it wasn’t meant to withstand a planetary bombardment. A few more hits should bring it back down. We…”


“Commander I have one contact, bearing eight three nine five mark one!” Another voice shouted from across the bridge, “Closing fast off our port quarter!”


“Identify!” The Commander snapped.


“It’s a Lycavorian AUTUMN MOON-Class Heavy Frigate sir!” The man answered almost immediately.


“Range!” The Commander barked as he came to his feet.


“It is half a million kilometers and closing fast sir!” The man replied. “Do you wish to evade sir?”


“Shields! Shields!”


“Commander our shields won’t hold against an Attack Frigate! We must evade!” The second man stepped into the picture now.


“Then evade! Hard to port and take us out of orbit! Full power to the sublight drives!”


“Commander the ship is firing!” The sensor operator screamed. “Three T14 Venom Missiles inbound on a high trajectory!”

“Starboard thrusters to full,” The Commander snapped. “Take us out of the atmosphere now damn it!”


The INFILTRATOR-Class frigate was setting the atmosphere on fire as its sublight drives flared and pushed the ship out earth’s gravitational field. At least it tried to.


The T14 Venom Anti-Ship missile was the newest in the Lycavorian inventory, a very fast and very powerful missile. It was designed primarily for hunting larger ships, but Ambassador Legsim saw no reason not to blow the High Coven Frigate into oblivion. 


The three missiles struck almost with a hair’s breath of each other, the first explosion exploded against the smaller ship’s shields and overloaded them. The second missile drove straight into the mid section of the light frigate and detonated with a ferocious power, snapping the small frigate in two like a child’s toy. The third missile struck the now free floating aft section of the ship which contained the propulsion and drive units. This explosion was larger and caused a mini sun to be born as the still powered LSD exploded with the warhead and added to its destruction power. The entire light frigate vanished in a single blast of incredible power and when the flash cleared the only pieces left were those that would burn up in the atmosphere upon re-entry.

LU AUTUMN MOON-CLASS HEAVY ATTACK FRIGATE
VALIANT STAR

“Excellent shooting Commander,” Legsim exclaimed as they watched the destruction of the Coven frigate.


“Thank you Ambassador.” The Spartan Commander replied with a smile. “Helm… you will configure the ship for atmospheric entry and drop to one half sublight speed. Your course is already locked in! Take us to our landing coordinates!”

“As you order Commander,”


“Give me a report on the others!” Legsim demanded moving to the map chart.


The VALIANT STAR’s Commanding officer moved to the chart with him as it came alive with twenty-four blue dots. “Our two ships in the north are already setting down Ambassador!” The Commander spoke pointing to the two solid blue dots. “The elf Queen Tarifa has directed the others to these locations and they will begin setting down within moments. This is a first you know Ambassador.”


Legsim looked at him. “What do you mean?”


“We’ve never used our Frigates like this before; as troop carriers I mean. Not is this number. This is going to end up being the largest ground invasion from orbit that we have ever conducted.”


Legsim smiled. “There is a first time for everything Commander. And perhaps a tactic such as this is something we should look at more in depth.”


“Sensors detected Xerxes Immortal transports landing here, three kilometers from the main defensive line in the south.” The commander spoke. “Reports from the surface are only now beginning to come in, but it appears these cloned vampire soldiers have hit the King’s defensive line and he is now fully engaged.”


Legsim nodded quickly and pointed to the position of the vampire transports. “Xerxes will most likely force march the Immortals through this timber here and come at the King from directly south!” Legsim pointed to a large spot directly behind Eden City’s defensive perimeter, and only two hundred meters from the trench line. “Land us here Commander, right on top of them. We can off load and directly join the battle and your gunners can switch to manual targeting and provide support.”


The Commander looked at the elf ambassador. He had heard the when he was a fighter pilot he liked to take chances. Apparently that was not untrue. “I will make it so Ambassador.”


“With all possible speed Commander, we must arrive before Xerxes hits the King’s lines or we will need to walk two kilometers.” Legsim spoke. “I am an old elf… and I would prefer not to have to cover that much distance on foot.”


The Spartan Commander smiled.

EDEN CITY
NORTHERN DEFENSIVE LINE


The arrival of Walter and his five thousand Spartans had brought a much needed jolt of hope to the men manning the northern line of Eden City. The northern perimeter was manned by a combination of mainly Tareif’s elite Dragoons and regular elf soldiers from across the High Elf cities and thousands of humans that had joined Eden City with the hope of a promising future.


Many of the human men and women had come to Eden City thinking they would be the inferior race, but wanting the safety that Eden City and the settlements provided. What they found was completely different than what they had expected. In just under a year, Martin had brought all races, colors and creeds together in Eden City and forged a united front of those willing to lay down their lives for what they wanted and believed in. It was these defenders that three divisions of Alliance human troops slammed into. In the terrain all along the northern front, gunfire ripped the midday sky, the explosions of grenades and ground support rockets from the orbiting STRIKERs causing the ground to shudder for miles all around. The screams of the wounded and dying filled the momentary lapses in fighting as both sides regrouped and reloaded.

The Eden City defenders were well stocked and protected within their trenches, but the Alliance soldiers, mainly human vermin made up of slavers and mercenaries from across the planet didn’t relent. The promise that they could have whatever booty they came across if they won was a powerful driving force, and these men were led by humans who had received training from the many Alliance warfare schools. They were the very same vampire schools that were at this moment, being burnt to the ground in every Alliance city across North America. 


Casualties were beginning to mount quickly, and Tareif could no longer use his artillery so close to his own lines. When Walter’s force of five thousand Spartans arrived it was like a tidal wave of raw power as they swept in from the north, chopping down mercenary and slaver scum as if they were harvesting wheat. The order had been sent out long ago by their King.


No prisoners were to be taken.


Walter led his Spartans from the front as he always had, flanking the Alliance scum and hitting them all up and down the northern line. He and his personal Mora fought like demons as they made their way to Tareif’s location. They found Tarifa’s father and his squad of Dragoons in hand to hand combat with what appeared to be almost a platoon of mercenaries. Walter’s Mora fell upon them like the wolves they were and slaughtered them in seconds. It had taken the Elf General only minutes to reassemble his unit and get a picture of what was happening along his now seven mile long front, and as Walter watched with pride one of the elves he had created issued orders that human commanders responded to without question.

They were kneeling together now, along the trench line, blood spotting their uniforms, dirt and caked mud driven into skin and sweat streaked skin, and they stood ready. They both turned as the huge deafening roar had filled the area behind them on the other side of the ridge of trees. Smoke from explosions, fires and artillery still obscured much of the terrain behind them and they waited with trepidation wondering if the Alliance had gotten troops in behind them.


Tareif looked at Walter after several minutes of waiting in silence, “Holy One?” He asked. 


Walter shook his head. “I don’t know Tareif. Aletya and her aircraft are hitting targets further east as you directed. I don’t know what this is.”


The wind shifted slightly and blew a good amount of the smoke from their view and both Walter and Tareif gasped at what they saw. The black body armor and crimson cloaks of Spartan Centurions were gliding easily through the trees directly for them. Walter couldn’t help the huge smile that crossed his face.


“Tareif…” He spoke as he got to his feet. “I believe this day just got a whole lot better.”


They watched the deeply tanned Spartan spot them and jog over to them at a good clip. The matte black helmet hid most of his features except for his cool dark eyes and thin lips. He stepped up to them and stopped smartly.

“Senior Polemarch Dymas?” He asked meeting Walter’s eyes.


“That would be me boy.” Walter spoke.


The Spartan smiled officer smiled at this. No one had ever called him boy before… but he was standing in the presence of a living legend and he knew the term was used without derogatory meaning. He looked at Tareif’s sweat stained face. “You are War Master Tareif sir?”


Tareif nodded. “I am Spartan. Who might you be?”


The officer smiled, his eyes changing and his fangs extending. “I am Polemarch Farota; Third Mora of the Lycavorian Union Ninth Spartan Expeditionary Division sir!” He announced proudly. “I was told you had a vampire problem that needed to be cleaned out sir! I have eight hundred Spartans moving in along this line sir, and another eight hundred just over the ridge. Point us in the direction of this scum so that we can send them back to their home world in pieces!”


Tareif roared with laughter at this and pounded his hand down on the Spartan’s shoulder. It was the first laugh he had been able to express in nearly a week, and it felt oh so very good. “We destroyed the vampire division earlier today son.” Tareif spoke. “The enemies we are facing now are mercenary and slaver units employed by the vampires.”

Farota smiled. “Even better War Master. We need to work out the kinks from all that time traveling in space to reach our King.” He looked at Walter. “It would be an honor above all others Senior Polemarch if you would allow me to attach my Mora with yours and give command to you. To fight beside the Guardian of the Line of King Leonidas and an Elfin War Master is something I can pass on to my children.”

Walter smiled broadly. “It is good to see that our people have adopted the many of the Spartan ways Polemarch Farota. That is something I did not expect.”


“We may have been separated by thousands of light years sir, but the lessons that were taught by you and King Leonidas and others are required as part of our Agoge as well. It is a tradition our people have adopted from the Spartans of this planet and merged with our own.”


Walter nodded. “We must make our way south young Spartan. I believe Xerxes has begun landing his troops and I wish to stand beside our King as I did his father when we send his black heart back to the pits of Hades.”

Farota’s grin was wide. “We stand ready to defeat all comers.”


“Then let us do just that young Spartan!” Tareif said with a smile. “Let us do just that.”

EDEN CITY

COMMAND CENTER


“Then open the store rooms and begin distributing the damned supplies!” Tarifa snapped at the monitor. “The artillery will not breach the shield now, and Martin’s people have destroyed the ship firing at us! We need those medicines in storage before Anja completely runs out and resorts to using herbs! Now do it Captain!”


“As you order Milady,” The male elf on the screen answered. “I will order it immediately and see to the delivery myself.”


“Has there been any word from Chief Secretary Torcrum?” Tarifa asked.


“She is right here?” The female voice spoke from the back of the room, causing heads to turn.


Selene walked into the command center, her body armor saturated with a layer of concrete dust and her skin stained from the black smoke and soot billowing into the sky from the multiply fires burning out of control within the city. Her dark red hair had grown much longer over the months and was pulled tightly into a pony tail, and wrapped in fine Drow silk much like Tarifa’s raven mane. Gorgo and Isabella stood to one side of the room with the half dozen Spartans as they had for the last four hours, helping as much as they could but remaining out of the way. This was Martin’s city, and the elfin females he had in charge obviously knew what they were doing. Gorgo had never seen a female elf more in control than Tarifa was. Her commands were crisp and followed without question. The humans and elves in the center responded to her instantly, and those she had spoken in communications took her orders as if they came from Martin himself. She had known there were three female elves that were charged with the day to day running and protection of this city as well as millions more elves and humans across this continent, that information having been in the memories passed on to her from her son. She also knew that one was a half vampire Drow, whom she had already met, and the other had begun life as half elf and half human, and she was now a full vampire.


Selene Torcrum was this last elf, of that Gorgo had little doubt. She felt Isabella tense when Selene entered the Command Center, detecting the smell of pure vampire blood running through her. Gorgo could detect her vampire blood as well, only not as strongly as Isabella. They both watched stunned as Tarifa moved to this red hair vampire elf and they embraced like sisters.

“Tarifa they have brought ruin to our city!” Selene exclaimed holding Tarifa’s arms tightly.


Tarifa nodded. “We have lost much Selene, and we could still lose it all. Martin is now fully engaged along the entire southern front. My father and the Holy One have begun driving south with several units of Martin’s Spartans, fighting to reach him. Leland is re-orienting his forces and sending as much help as he can without leaving his position.” Tarifa shook her head slowly. “We have lost so many.”


Selene’s eyes grew a little wider. “Tarifa… my… have you heard from Lynwe?”


Tarifa met Selene’s eyes. “She was seriously injured, but she will survive Selene. She is at the airfield with Anja recovering. I do not know what her condition is at the moment but…”


“But you can ask Lynwe herself.” Anja’s voice filled the Command Center.


Once more heads turned and they watched as Atropos led Anja, Lynwe and a dozen other blood spattered Spartans into the control room. And once more Gorgo and Isabella were stunned as the vampire elf rushed into the arms of the vampire Drow and they embraced not as friends do, but as lovers would. They also noticed the identical silk wraps in Lynwe’s dirty white hair.


Lynwe…” Selene gasped as she saw how weak her Drow Mistress was.


“I am fit my love.” Lynwe spoke the words. “Anja has allowed me to come here and assist in any way I am able.”


“And that damn well better be all you do!” Anja snapped. “I patched you up once; don’t make me have to do it again!”


Lynwe nodded with a weak smile as her arms encircled Selene. “Tarifa where are Aihola and Dekton?” She asked looking around the room. “I have not heard or seen from them, and Anja says they should have come to the airfield when they were done.”

“They went to assist in repairing the damaged control tower and have not returned.” Tarifa replied. “Hold on…”


Nya Istel where are you? Tarifa’s brow furrowed when Aihola did not reply immediately. Nya Istel? Lynwe stepped forward when Tarifa’s brow furrowed. Dekton… where are you husband?  She looked at Lynwe and Selene. “They are not answering me.” She spoke, worry creeping into her voice. “They have never not answered me.”

Selene turned to the Dragoon security teams in the Command Center. “Dragoons… go with Tarifa and find them!” She ordered. She turned back to Tarifa. “Go Tarifa… I am here now and I will take care of things.”


Tarifa’s eyes turned to look at Anja. “We are moving to the southern defensive line Tarifa. Martin was right… that is where we will make our stand. Go… there is almost no activity behind us, and we are already sending everyone we can south.”


Tarifa nodded fighting down the urge to panic. “I will stay in touch.” She spoke before moving to leave the Command Center.


Anja turned to Atropos. “Atropos…”


He nodded without her having to speak the order and he looked at two of his men. “Go with her. Protect her at all costs.” He ordered. They were moving before the words had finished leaving his mouth just as Gorgo leaned to one of her Spartan security troops.


“Go with them.” She ordered. “She is a Queen of elves and a wolf.”


The young Spartan nodded and quickly followed the others. 


Selene stepped closer to the large monitor in the main control room, Lynwe moving to the large map chart that showed every Eden City unit in blue and the Alliance forces in red. There was far more red than blue… but that number was quickly disappearing. “I want reports from everyone! Any units that are not tasked to defensive positions in the north and west are to immediately begin moving to the southern line! That is where our future will be decided!”


Gorgo stepped up to Anja. “Isabella and I will go with you Anja.” She spoke. “If we are to die this day, I will die beside my son.”


Anja nodded and looked at Atropos once more. She had grown accustom to the large Spartan, his sons always at his side. “Atropos it is time we joined with our King.”

Atropos’s smile held a savage glint in it and he nodded. 

Thirteen miles south of Moran’s position

“They’re toasted Commander.” The elf artillery commander told Danny as they looked at the holo map chart in the rear of the Command Hopper. “I sent up a drone over this entire ridge. Aside from some light Hoppers that were high tailing it out of the area, not a single gun position is still active. I counted nearly three hundred gun positions alone. We dusted them good!”


Danny nodded quickly, his dark eyes scanning the chart. “That armored column is in range?”


The elf nodded. “They’re still bogged down in the minefield though.”


“Let’s not give them a chance to become un-bogged down.” Dan said. “Use the 300 IIs to give them a dose of medicine and target the guns on these idiots running south in front of Tareif.”


The elf commander nodded quickly. “It will be done.”


Dan turned and stepped out of the Hopper, his eyes seeing Anuk and Nayeca dragging the vampire pilot he had sent them to check on between them. They had seen the escape pod come burning in about a mile away, and Dan hadn’t thought twice about sending the two of them to check it. Part of that was his Spartan blood he knew, no one was so invaluable that they could not be used in this fight. The second part was that he was very comfortable with both of them and their skills. Anuk was his mate… and Danny knew he would never take another as long as she was beside him. Anuk had grown since their first day together, and she was just as deadly if not more so than Julie ever was. He had not realized just how much she would make his blood burn for her. He had known that from the moment he had smelled her scent on the scarf so long ago that she would be his mate, yet now after nearly six months together, they still could not get enough of each other. He had asked Walter once during an off day in Sparta why she would affect him so much when Julie, Anja and others had not. Walter had just smiled and shrugged his shoulders, saying that perhaps Anuk should have been born a wolf and not an elf. Walter had told him to treasure every moment with her, and never disrespect her, something his father had told him countless times. It was the reason he and Daniel’s mother had been together for so many centuries, and in all that time had only had one fight. Respect your mate and all that she does for you and for others his father had told him. 

When Nayeca had come into their lives it had all fallen together like pieces in a puzzle. Danny knew that he would have been happy having no one but Anuk for the rest of his years, especially now that she was wolf and would live as long as him. His relationship with Julie and Anja had prepared him for this, and seeing them walk side-by-side dragging the pilot between them he knew it was right. They complimented each other out of bed even more than they did in bed. 

Nayeca was a Drow, and he knew Anuk was her “slave” sexually, and in the brief hours they had had together, he had played that part as well quite willingly. Danny knew though that Nayeca wanted Anuk as much as she wanted Nayeca, and while that might be a role they would play together he knew Nayeca was deeply in love with Anuk, and perhaps even him, and the relationship between the three of them would only grow stronger and more secure as time passed and they stayed together. He would never chose Nayeca over Anuk… but Danny had no doubts the longer they stayed together, the stronger they all would become and nothing would pull them apart. 

The gun crews on the end of their firing line began launching their rounds downrange and snapped him out of his thoughts as Nayeca and Anuk dumped the pilot on the ground at his feet.


“Well what do we have here?” Danny asked as they stepped up to either side of him. Anuk pressed close to him nuzzling his arm while Nayeca squeezed his hand tightly. The pilot’s arms hung useless at his sides and it was obvious he was in pain. He saw the jagged teeth marks on his right shoulder and looked at Anuk, blood drops still staining the corner of her soft lips. “I take it he was not happy to see you.”


Anuk smiled brilliantly and took the canteen he offered to her to wash her mouth out of the foul taste. “He thought to trick us.” She said before gulping a long drink of water.


Dan looked at the pilot and squatted down in front of him. “Man… you’re dumber than the blood suckers that come from this planet. You tried to trick a female wolf and a Drow. Don’t they teach you anything in your blood sucker schools?”


The Coven Flight Commander glanced up at the hulking black giant, the scent of pure Lycavorian blood filling his nostrils. The sun glistened off Danny’s bald head and he saw the possessive way the two females stood close to him.


“I will tell you nothing!” The Coven pilot spat.


“Oh I think you will.” Dan spoke.


“I… I am a Pureblood!” The pilot spoke. “You will get no information from me Lycavorian dog!”


Dan smiled. “You keep thinking that.” He said. “You’ve already met Nayeca here, and she is a Drow elf. You do know what a Drow is right?”


The Coven pilot looked at Nayeca and her glittering amber eyes. He shook his head. “There… there are no elves like her in the Union.”


Dan’s eyebrow lifted, “Really? That’s interesting. I’ll give you a short history lesson. Your kind butchered her kind here on earth. You almost wiped them out. Needless to say that does not give vampires a whole lot of breathing space when it comes to the Drow. You tried to kill her Queen, on more than one occasion over the years, another fact that does not ingratiate your kind to the Drow elves. So you see… this is what I’m going to do. I’m going to give you too Nayeca… and trust me when I tell you pal… you’ll be singing in no time. And it won’t be because you’re happy.”


The pilot looked at Nayeca as she pulled the R4 Hybrid from her belt and spun it expertly in her hand, her eyes glittering points of rage and hatred. The pilot remembered the sharpness of that blade as it had sliced through his shoulder, and it flashed across his mind that even uninjured he may not have been able to defeat this female elf. She was darker skinned than any elf he had ever seen and had told the truth when he said there were none of her kind in the Union. Her dark skin and amber eyes gave her a very savage look and suddenly he didn’t doubt she would gladly gut him like a fish. He watched as she squatted down next to Daniel.


“I will begin just below you jaw.” Nayeca spoke reaching out with the R4 and pointing at him. “I will remove your skin strip by strip and let it dry in the sun. You will scream for me have no doubt. Your kind is very hard to kill, so after I have stripped your body of your protective skin, I will begin removing your fingers and other digits, to include your disgusting vampire cock. When I grow tired of your screams I will cut out your tongue and remove all of your teeth as well. When I have done that… your organs will be next. It is delightful to watch as your kind squirms when I begin removing your internal organs and you do not die. I…”

“Xerxes,” The pilot screamed, “Kill Xerxes!”


Dan smiled. “We’re going to do that anyway pal! That doesn’t help me a bit!”


“No… we were briefed that if Xerxes fell we were to retreat!” The Coven pilot nearly shouted, real fear gripping his chest now. “The High Lord is not… he no longer wants this vile planet. His orders… his orders were to take the Princess and retreat if Xerxes fell. He will not sacrifice both his children!”


Dan stood up to his full height and looked at Nayeca and Anuk. “Make sure he doesn’t go anywhere.” Dan spoke before heading for the Command Hopper.

ALLIANCE SPACEPORT

CALIFORNIA ISLAND


“They have shattered our defensive picket line Princess!” Malachi reported. “I’ve lost a third of my ships destroyed or crippled.”


“What about them?” Yuri snapped.


“They have taken heavy casualties Princess, but as you know their ships are built to take more damage and remain in a fight.” Malachi was speaking calmly, even though Yuri could detect the worry in his voice. “They are just now reforming their attack line and I expect they will come right for me once they have conducted minor repairs and rearmed their fighters.”


“Can you hold Admiral?” Yuri asked.


Malachi shook his head. “No.” He answered quickly. “I have barely enough defensive missiles now. And the only fighters that remain are flying fleet patrol. The pilots are recruits and their ships forty years old. Xerxes left most of our advanced fighters with the remainder of my Task Force.”


Yuri was thinking quickly. “My brother landed the remainder of his Immortals to Leonidas’s south. They are marching through the timber as we speak.”


Malachi nodded. “Yes… and our sensor sweeps of this city are indicating that they are sending every available fighter to man that southern line. The Coven cities are in flames Princess. The humans have thrown off the few Coven garrisons that you left in place. It is the same across the planet Princess. We are receiving reports from all of our positions, not just in North America. Elves and humans have banded together across the planet Milady. They are attacking and burning our outposts as we speak. Their losses are massive but they are continuing to fight! Your father…”


“All of you be silent!” Yuri snapped viciously turning away from the large monitor and bringing all activity to a halt in the Coven Command Center.


You are the Coven High Guard Commander daughter. The voice reached across thousands of light years to touch her mind. I will not sacrifice you as well as your idiot brother. You know what you must do. Veldruk’s voice was calm but firm and Yuri let out a long sigh. He must have been using a Neurobooster to reach this far and touch her. 


I have failed you father.


You have accomplished what I sent you there for Yuri. Veldruk answered her thoughts. The plans for our cloned soldiers must be protected at all costs, and to execute a strategic withdrawal is not defeat. It is a sign of a wise commander. You have not failed me. You have been away from your home for too long. The son of Leonidas may win earth… but our war is far from over. There will be other battles. And in the end we will be victorious. 

I failed in killing that pig Leonidas.


I would have failed in that daughter. His family is blessed with exceptional luck and a determined will to survive. Once the Union discovered he was still alive it was only a matter of time before they reached him. 
I will one day kill that vile man! Yuri spat.
Perhaps you will daughter, but you must respect him as a leader. A Lycavorian dog he may be, but even dogs have superior leaders.

You… you sound like you admire him father. Yuri spoke.
I admire what he has been able to accomplish Yuri, as should you. You are not your brother Xerxes. He has allowed his hate to cloud his reason simply because the father marked him. Do not make the same mistake. The son of Leonidas has spurred them to victory… this time, and given us valuable insight as to their capabilities that we did not have before. There will be others I assure you.
Why did you not tell me of my… my brother father?

Your mother requested I say nothing. She wanted to surprise you. And within the year you will have another brother or sister.
Yuri couldn’t help the chuckle that escaped her lips. You are insatiable father.

Leave that hunk of rock Yuri. Bring what you have gained and returned home for a time. Your skills will be needed more here now that the grandson of Resumar has surfaced.

Yuri took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Very well father, I will do as you ask.


You will do it because you are a superior commander and far better than your brother ever was Yuri.


Yuri turned back to the monitor. “Admiral… I want you to prepare to blast my frigate a path from this wretched planet. I am recalling all of our forces to the spaceport and we will depart in one hour!” Yuri spoke. “If they are not here… they will be left behind! Send the recall signal planet wide. One hour!”

Yuri reached out once more. Robert… it is time to go!
SOUTHERN DEFENSIVE LINE


They began their attack with grenades, throwing them as far as they could toward the trench lines now filled with Spartans, elves and humans. Explosions and shrapnel filled the mid day air all around them whizzing past the crouched down troops manning the trenches. They did not return fire.


Three complete Cloned vampire infantry brigades moved from the cover of the trees, using their vampire speed to cross the open terrain, using the craters created by the hundreds of mines that had been set off. More grenades were thrown, some of them reaching beyond the trench lines, shredding flesh and ground as they exploded. Another three brigades broke form the trees and followed their first attacking units. Nearly two complete divisions of cloned vampire troops had marched through the timber from where the air laid minefield and stranded their armor. In the distance behind them they could hear the deep explosions as artillery from somewhere was directed on the vehicles they once had occupied. 


Still they advanced without effort.


Dozens of snipers were sitting back among the remaining tall buildings and using massive rifles to strike down their number. Bodies began to fall within their ranks as they moved, but they were not deterred. Joining the snipers a minute later were small caliber mortars set up only half a mile behind the trench, and they began dropping anti-personnel rounds among the advancing cloned soldiers as fast as they could drop them down the tubes of their guns. And the elves manning the mortars were very fast. New explosions rocked their ranks, clone bodies beginning to fly through the air, many missing arms and legs.


One could just make out the immense AUTUM MOON frigate in the white and black smoke that littered the battlefield. It appeared to sit nearly on top of the trench line but actually was resting several hundred meters away, its plasma cannons joining the fray now, the red and blue plasma bolts tearing through flesh and bone as the gunners had switched to manual mode and were gleefully blasting anything they could to stem the tide of clone troops advancing toward their King.

Still they advanced.


The first cloned vampire troop to get within a hundred meters of the actual trench was a senior officer. His mind registered the small mounds of black helmets that he saw crouching down in the trench and he briefly wondered why they had received no return fire from the trench. He wondered this thought for all of three seconds before he died.

NOW!


Martin’s telepathic command sounded like a scream in the heads of every Spartan within the trench as if with one mind they all stood up and shoved their weapons forward.


Twenty-two frigates had landed exactly where Tarifa had directed them, and the eight hundred Spartans from each frigate had unloaded their ships in record time, many of them shifting to wolf form to sprint the three quarters of a mile to the trench where their King waited. Nearly seventeen thousand Lycavorian Spartans had joined their brother Spartans from earth within the trench, filling it to overflowing, crammed nearly four deep as they were. Many tried to catch a glimpse of their King, and when they saw the four colored crest upon ther matt black helmet they felt the pride sweep through them. And then they saw the platinum colored crested helmet, and then the raven colored crest among the Spartans, and they understood. Not only would they fight beside their King this day, but they would fight beside his Queens as well.


Martin wore an expression of evil joy as he watched the thousands of new Spartans join him and the others in the trenches. He could see the look of determination on Vengal’s face, and how he gripped his weapon tighter. These were his people… his soldiers.


Many of the cloned vampire troopers came skidding to halts as nearly forty thousand Spartans stood up within the four mile long trench and the gates of hell truly opened. The hail of lead that hit them was as solid as if they had hit a wall. The surprised joy they had experienced at finding they received no return fire from the trench turned to surprised death. Cloned vampire troops they may have been, engineered to be superior in every way and almost impossible to kill, yet they died that day in southern Utah. The barrage lasted for one full magazine from each Spartan trooper and then Martin’s next command exploded into their minds and almost all of them smiled in joy.

SPARTANS! CHARGE!


Gorgo, Anja and Isabella as well as the dozens that had joined them in their sprint to the southern defensive line came to abrupt halts at the mass surge of crimson and black from the trench line stretched in front of them. Smoke obscured much of the battle field, mortars still landing in the distance, plasma gunners picking their targets carefully. The battle cry rolled across the landscape like thunder, deafening all around them. 


Gorgo and Isabella had fought before, countless times… yet what they were witnessing was unlike either of them had ever seen, and they would carry this image in their minds for many years to come. Even in the mass of crimson and black it was easy enough to pick out the three crested Spartan helmets as they waded into the mass of bodies, Nehtes and K12s smiting out death and destruction wherever they turned.


“By the gods,” Gorgo gasped.


It was Anja who acted first, turning to the elves and human who had made the sprint with them.


“Behind them,” She screamed out form behind her helmet. The Persian red crest waved in the wind as her head moved. “Fall in behind them! Finish any that survive and begin to pull our wounded back! Now we go!”

Atropos could only smile at his two sons as they followed their Queen into the fray, Gorgo and Isabella matching their strides without thinking.

MOON BASE EDEN


“Where are those fucking Spartans?” Mical screamed as he unleashed another burst of fire from his HK down the corridor.


The internal alarms they had set up to warn them of someone trying to breach their section had saved their lives. The sealed hatch melted under the combined heat from their torches, but it had allowed them to get into position to defend themselves.


One of the humans had slid across the floor and manned the lone heavy machine gun they had liberated from a secondary weapons locker. The moment his hands touched the weapon he began to send hot lead bouncing down the corridor. Mical and Anari stood to either side of the hatch, their HK’s sending controlled burst after controlled sizzling down the dimly lit corridor. Grenades followed from both sides but Wallace had set up equipment in the corridor to guard against this, and while their grenades shredded flesh, Marcus’s grenades slammed into metal and steel desks and lockers protecting Wallace and his tiny team.


“They will be here!” Anari screamed back as she slammed a fresh magazine.


“Now would be good!” Mical screamed as he unleashed another burst.


“They will…” Anari’s amber eyes flew open wide her words lost as Mical’s body staggered back violently, the impacts of dozens of rounds hitting him happening almost in slow motion. “NO!” Anari screamed as he fell back against the computer consoles.


With a savage snarl on her face she turned her HK down the corridor and unleashed a sustained burst, emptying her magazine in only five seconds. Her amber eyes watched as six attacking vampires fell under the fusillade, and as she reached for another magazine she saw the vampire step into the smoking corridor, a rocket launcher on his shoulder.

Anari turned quickly as Wallace made his way to the edge of the door trying to pull Mical’s body from the opening.


“Admiral no!” She screamed launching her body at his just as the vampire fired.


Wallace flew back as Anari’s body hit his, the rocket impacting the bulkhead just outside the door, red hot shrapnel filling the air all around him. His head slammed against the unyielding bulkhead and he felt pain lancing up his legs and the left side of his arm as jagged metal fragments ripped into his body. He could vaguely feel thuds against his chest and briefly wondered why these impacts weren’t killing him and then blackness washed over him.


Laughter echoed in his head as his vision returned and he opened his eyes. He squinted against the bright light, smoke clouding his vision, but he felt the weight on his chest and looked down, shaking his head to clear his vision. This movement caused pain to lance through him, clearing his foggy mind and causing his eyes to focus clearly.


Anari’s blood soaked hair was splayed across his chest, the back of her body armor punctured in almost a dozen places from where the shrapnel had slashed into her, one piece punching into the back of her unprotected skull and exiting out the front just above her amber eye, her blood and bone fragments splashed across his chest.

“NO!” Wallace screamed still hearing the laughter in his head, but unable to move due to his injuries and Anari’s dead weight on his chest.


“Admiral Wallace!” Marcus’s voice carried through the smoke. “I should have guessed it would be you!” Wallace watched as Marcus came from the smoke, the automatic in his hand. He lifted the weapon and pointed it at his head. “I have wanted to kill you since I first saw you. Now it seems I will get the chance.”


“Fuck you!” Wallace snapped his arm wrapping around Anari’s body as if shielding her from further harm.


“Ah… I see I finally caught up with one of my former soldiers.” Marcus spoke. “A pity it had to be Anari. I preferred her over Lynwe. No matter… I will kill you now and escape on a Raptor. I…”


Marcus’s eyes bulged open and blood spilled from his lips as the pointed shaft of the Nehtes burst from his chest nearly a foot. The sidearm fell from suddenly limp fingers, his amber eyes filled with agony as the helmet of the grizzled Spartan appeared over his shoulder.


“You will kill no more Spartans this day vampire elf!” The man’s growled viciously. 

Wallace watched as the Nehtes was ripped from his chest and plunged into his back once more, bursting out his abdomen this time, the bloody intestines dangling from the broad spear point. Wallace watched as once more the Nehtes disappeared and the new Spartan shoved Marcus’s body forward into the bulkhead. He lifted his P190 and held it one handed as he pulled the trigger, the gout of flame almost blinding as more than twenty rounds slammed into Marcus’s chest, blood fountaining from each devastating projectile.


Wallace’s shifted his eyes as more of the strange Spartans rushed into the room, their weapons out and covering the entire control room. He heard voices shouting, and then the face of the scarred elf appeared in front of him.


“Rest easy now Spartan, you have won.” The Captain of the DESTINY’S BLADE gripped Wallace’s uninjured hand tightly. “Get the Hadarian medic in here now!”


“Anari… Anari is to…” Wallace tried to croak out the words but they failed him.


The elf Captain squeezed Wallace’s hand. “Do not worry my friend. We will honor your comrades, to include the she-elf who saved your life.”


Wallace closed his eyes once more as those words were the last he would hear for some time. The Captain of the DESTINY’S BLADE got to his feet and turned to the Mora Polemarch who had skewered Marcus.


“Be mindful of the bodies Polemarch. They were this Spartan’s comrades. They had to be treated with respect and honor.” He spoke.


The Polemarch nodded quickly. “It will be done Captain. I will take care of the half vampire she-elf myself.”


“Good. Deploy your Mora throughout the station; sweep every corridor, every room. Leave the civilians where they are for now, but insure they have food and water.” The Captain spoke. “I will move to the control room with a Lochi and contact the she-elf in the King’s city to report we have the station.” The Captain looked at Wallace. “Move him to the DESTINY’S BLADE and insure he has the finest medical attention we can provide. He has accomplished his mission against all odds and he will be honored.” The Captain looked around the room at the bodies. “They all will be.”

EDEN CITY

NEAR THE EDEN CITY AIRFIELD

Background Music; Now We Are Free; Gladiator ST

Tarifa scrambled over the jagged pile of concrete and steel, her wolf nose searching for the scents she so wanted to taste. She had been calling them telepathically since leaving the Command Center, and the longer she got no reply, the more fear gripped her heart and her stomach.

The three Spartans and two Dragoons who had accompanied her were spread out in a loose formation as they approached the site of the control tower, their eyes and weapons alert and sweeping the area around them for any sign of danger. They had heard the massive eruption of small arms fire only a short while ago, combined with the mortars and plasma cannons. Tarifa spotted the tower that was one of four generating the shield and she saw the body of Isabella’s soldier leaning against the damaged wall, clutching the control box in his dead hand.


“Gods no,” Tarifa gasped loudly scrambling forward. “Nya Istel!” She screamed, “Dekton!” Tarifa sprinted forward disregarding everything around her.


“Milady wait!” One of the Spartans exclaimed following her without question.

Tarifa scrambled to the top of the rubble, ignoring the slivers of concrete that dug into her skin, her sapphire eyes wide and frightened. The wind shifted then and she caught Aihola’s scent in the wind, her head snapping around. Tarifa’s eyes went wide and the pain came then as she saw them. “NO!” She screamed. “NO!”


Aihola still lay across Dekton’s unmoving and broken body as Tarifa fell painfully to her knees beside them, “Dekton!!” Tarifa’s hands were shaking terribly as she reached out to touch Aihola’s bloody hair and shoulder. “Nya Istel!!”


Tarifa sobbed uncontrollably and drew back terrified as Aihola’s body rolled away at her touch and she saw the massive plasma cannons wounds in Dekton’s body. She knew without question he was dead, and she felt the knife tearing into her guts as she put her hands out slowly, reaching once more for Aihola and visibly shaking as if she was convulsing in agonizing pain. “Nya Istel!” Tarifa wept; her voice a moan of agony that the Spartans and Dragoons near her had never heard before. 
Tarifa gathered Aihola’s limp body into her arms as she sat next to Dekton, softly rocking her Drow Mistress in her arms, burying her face in Aihola’s dusty and blood stained hair and shoulder. “I told… I told you to be careful Nya Istel.” Tarifa wept gently pulling her bloody hair from her face. “Why… why didn’t you listen to me?” Tarifa looked at Dekton’s body. “Neither of you listened to me! Why?”
The Spartans and Dragoons stayed at a respectful distance, unable to comfort someone who had lost not one but two loved ones. Gorgo’s Spartan felt the wind shift again and the faint smell of fresh orchids flirted with his nose. He turned and looked at where the dead vampire from Isabella’s command sat and his keen eyes saw something else. He began to move to that location, as the elf Queen screamed out her pain.
Tarifa cradled Aihola’s body, her fingers tracing her cheek and lips softly, her tears falling onto Aihola’s cheeks. She had never imagined herself being in love with a woman, a Drow female no less, but the moment Aihola had stepped into her life, she knew they were fated to be together. She had experienced more love and pleasure in this woman’s arms in the last year than all of her hundred and twenty-five years behind her combined. Even their time with Dekton in their lives could not compare to what they had been through and experienced together. 

“I… I will never… I will never love another as I love you Nya Istel.” Tarifa wept. “Neither man nor woman will ever hold me again. I… I don’t know how I will go on my love! You are my… you are my strength… my soul… I…”

Aihola’s chest heaved; Tarifa’s tear clouded eyes going wide as small bits of blood spilled from her lips, “My... Tarifa.” Aihola croaked out.
“Nya Istel?” Tarifa spoke, pulling her tighter, her eyes wide. “Aihola…”

Aihola’s amber eyes opened slowly, her head turning to gaze up into Tarifa’s beautiful eyes. A smile spread across her face slowly. “I… I knew you would… I knew you would come for me my love.”

“I will never leave you Aihola.” Tarifa exclaimed, “Never!” Tarifa looked up. “Call for a medic from the airfield now!” She screamed.

“Dek… Delton my love… he…”

Tarifa shook her head slowly, fresh tears rolling down her cheeks. “He… he has passed on Nya Istel.” She said. “He… he will not be coming home with us.”

Tears blossomed from Aihola’s eyes as they closed and shook her head. “He saved me my love.” She said softly, the pain in her voice a palpable thing. “He… he did not want me to leave… to leave you.”

“Hold on Aihola.” Tarifa spoke pulling her closer and pulling at the body armor on her arm. “You need blood to heal Nya Istel.” Tarifa got her armor pulled up and placed her arm in front of Aihola’s face. “Take it Aihola. Please my love.”

Aihola groaned and reached up to take Tarifa’s arm in her bloody hands. “Tarifa… you won’t… you won’t leave me?”
Tarifa shook her head vigorously. “I… I could not live without you Mistress. Please my love, please… take it.”

Aihola bit down into Tarifa’s arm, feeling Tarifa pull her closer, protecting her, shielding her as any female wolf would shield her mate. She did not see Tarifa look at Dekton’s body next to them and weep softly… she could feel her shuddering as she held her.

The Spartan knelt next to Diego’s body, his eyes and nose working overtime. He saw the impression in the dirt next to Diego and then the splotches of blood where no blood should have been. He had flown enough with her to know what Commander For’mya smelled like as he and many of the other Spartans had commented on her sweet orchid scent. He also knew a live vampire when he smelled one.

General Vistr. He projected with his mind. What is your location sir?
I am at the airfield directing the northern defensive perimeter and coordinating with Admiral Riall to bring the remainder of our forces to the surface. What is it Spartan!

General… I’m not completely sure sir, but I believe Star Commander For’mya has been taken. He did not see Vistr look up from the map chart he was looking at.
Taken? Taken by whom? Where are you?

Lady Gorgo ordered me to accompany the she-elf Tarifa in the search for her mates. We have found them near the western control tower from your location.

Yes I know. I sent For’mya there with an LSD coil to assist in repairing the tower. That was hours ago.

General… we have found Tarifa’s mates. The unit that came and repaired the tower are all dead except for the half vampire she-elf Queen. And Commander For’mya is missing. Her scent is weak and it is mixed in with the scent of one of these cloned Coven troops.
Remain there; I am on my way with a medical and forensic team. Vistr ordered. 

ALLIANCE RAPTOR

PROCEEDING WEST

ALTITUDE SIXTY FEET


“Do not go above a hundred feet if you want to live!” Moran instructed the Clone pilot. “They blow us out of the sky and end this trip quick.”


“The terrain is pretty much desert from here to the coast sir! We should be alright!” The pilot replied.


“Tell me that when we are down again!” Moran snapped turning and moving into the back of the Raptor and settling into the ground monitoring station.

He and Cha’talla had made it to one of the light Hoppers on the far ridge as the third volley of artillery decimated what remained of his command. They had gone north at breakneck speed to where the temporary Raptor airfield was hidden and discovered only one ship left. The others had pulled out already after receiving the recall code. Moran and Cha’talla hadn’t hesitated in the least. They had made one stop as they flew at a hundred feet or less the entire way, scraping the tree tops and even flying between them.


He flipped the control switch and Yuri’s face appeared on the screen.


“Robert! Where are you?” She demanded, keeping the relief she felt out of her voice.


“We’re thirteen minutes from your location.” He spoke. “We got our asses handed to us by artillery that was able to sneak in behind us. I’m sorry Yuri.”


“The Lycavorian fleet has done far more than that!” Yuri snapped. “You are not at fault. They were able to land nearly twenty thousand Spartans in and around Eden City. They engaged our cloned troops minutes ago.”


“And…” Moran asked.


Yuri shook her head. “Leonidas is slaughtering them as we speak! Events have changed quickly Robert.” Yuri spoke more calmly than he expected. “Leonidas and the elves have gained the upper hand. The whole planet has revolted and it is time we cut our losses and left. Come in from the north Robert. That is the only pad we have secured.”


“Yuri what are you going to do about Xerxes?” Moran asked. “He flew off with the rest of the Immortals to the south of Eden City.”


“My brother is lost Robert! I can not raise him on any channel we have, and he will not reply to my thoughts.” Yuri replied. “He has sealed his own fate.”


Moran heard the groan from his left. “I may have gotten us a conciliation prize Yuri.”


“What do you mean?”


Moran looked at For’mya’s inert form on the deck of the Raptor. She was glaring at him with her dark brown eyes and he smiled. “Cha’talla tells me that we have captured the senior STRIKER AT pilot in the Lycavorian Union, a female elf by the name of For’mya.”


Yuri’s eyes grew a little wider, “Truly?” She asked. “Well that is a prize.” Yuri leaned forward in the monitor. “Hurry husband! We don’t have much time.”


Moran nodded. “We’ll be there.” He watched the monitor fade out and he turned his head to look at For’mya again.


“I will tell you nothing!” She barked at him. “You should kill me now!”


Moran grinned and got up from his chair and squatted next to her. He lashed out with a closed fist hitting her in the face. The blow rocked her head back and he heard her perfect elfin nose crunch under the blow. He snatched her golden hair in his fist and yanked her head up viciously hearing her cry out in pain.


“Kill you?” Moran asked casually. “I’m not going to kill you she-elf. You’re too important for that. Why do you think I killed that cloned asshole that captured you? No… we’re going to feed on you bitch, a little each time. You’re going to be our personal blood bank. Cha’talla tells me elf blood like yours is the sweetest of all. I’ll enjoy finding out. And when we aren’t feeding on you, you’ll be entertaining as many males as I can find that would like to pork you. When I’m done with you bitch… you’ll be begging to tell me everything I want to know. Count on that.”


Moran rammed her head down into the deck and For’mya dropped into blackness. Cha’talla stepped up to him as he rose back up.

“We must move quickly my friend. If what Princess Yuri says is true the Lycavorians will close the gaps quickly.” Cha’talla spoke. “They are animals, but they are very efficient animals. The odds were not in our favor.”

Moran looked at him. “I hate to lose Cha’talla.” He spoke.


Cha’talla nodded. “As do I. But like you… I know when it is time to conduct a withdrawal against superior forces. At the moment, as much as it burns me to say, the Lycavorian dogs have the superior forces.”


“And Xerxes?” Moran asked.


Cha’talla shrugged. “The Immortals have their instructions.” He spoke. 

EDEN CITY

SOUTHERN DEFENSIVE LINE


The Vampire Coven High Guard Commander had been right. It was a slaughter.


The moment the Spartans had cleared the trench it became a slaughter.


Cloned vampire troopers littered the battlefield like grains of sand. It was a ghastly sight to behold. Martin and his Spartans took no prisoners and they offered no mercy. The lines of soldiers came together like the plates of earthquake vault, and the screaming began. The battle was the same as that of the Eden City airfield, only ten times larger. Everyone ran out of ammunition within the first ten seconds, and the battle descended into a melee. And as before, the cloned troops were not prepared for hand-to-hand combat, having to resort to swinging the empty weapons as clubs. 


The Spartans were not so limited. 


Shi Viskas flashed every few seconds removing a head, an arm or a leg. Nehtes swung wildly and with precision loping off limbs or impaling bodies. The Spartans quickly out distanced their human and elf comrades and took the fight to the cloned troopers. 

In the thick of the battle three colorful Spartan helmet crests became four, and around those four were a pile of bodies stacked three high. To those who witnessed this and would relate it to others, the tale grew bolder with each telling. Blood ran across the ground like a river around them, the screams of the dying filling the air. The flash of a silver Shi Viska, the thrust of a Royal Nehtes, it mattered not, for wherever one of them struck a cloned vampire soldier fell dead or crippled. 

The humans and elves swept across the field behind their Spartan comrades and they took no prisoners per their orders. The wounded were dragged from the battlefield screaming out their pain and anger.

Martin’s body armor was splashed with blood and more joined that when he stabbed his Nehtes through the throat of the cloned soldier in front of him and wrenched it free, watching him fall. He spun around searching for more targets, only to discover there were none. His yellow/gold eyes darted to find his Queens, looking for Aricia first. She was stretched out on the ground like a wolf ready to pounce, her Shi Viska humming on her arm, her bloody Nehtes extended out in front of her poised for attack, azure blue wolf eyes seeking more targets. Anja was directly to her left and slightly behind, in much the same position, her jade green wolf eyes wide in the rush of battle, Dysea standing behind them, bloodier than both of them, but just as ready. The Spartans all around them were doing the same, seeking new targets and finding none. Bodies lay scattered behind them as if a massive wave had come through this area and flattened everything. 

In essence that is exactly what had happened.
Martin stretched to his full height rubbing his helmet where a cloned soldier had connected and put a dent in the side of his cheek plate cutting his skin. He surveyed the huge field seeing the Spartans beginning to move back along the field and assisting the elves and humans in killing any cloned soldiers that survived. 

They were his Spartans, his people.

He felt Aricia reach for him first and her aura washed over him with love and warmth followed immediately by Dysea and Anja as all three of them came up to encircle him, pressing close, nuzzling him as he returned the attention. 

My son! The voice burst into his thoughts and he looked up to see his mother standing a hundred meters away.

Martin felt his pulse quicken as he stared at her, so beautiful and proud. He took a step toward her and froze when the words erupted within the minds of all the Spartans.

SPARTAN DOGS!

Martin did not turn as did every Spartan on the field. He simply stared at his mother in the distance as his men closed in around their King and began forming a line without question.

He looked at Aricia and then Anja and Dysea, the vibration of thousands of booted feet trembling through the ground beneath him. 


I must do this alone. He spoke softly within their minds. If they are not Lycavorian, get them off this field and back into the trenches. Perform this quickly, all of you.

Martin… Aricia started squeezing his hand in hers.


Instantly Martin erected shields around their two minds and she looked at him. You are all Queens Aricia… but only you are Lycavorian Little Wolf.


Aricia met his long gaze and nodded her head this time and the three of them turned to move back towards the trenches. Martin saw that his mother and Isabella had already begun pulling the elf and human soldiers off the battlefield ordering them into the trenches. Motion from the corner caught his attention and he saw Walter approaching in a confident gait, his body armor stained with blood, his Nehtes in his hand.


“Senior Polemarch,” Martin spoke as Walter stopped beside him, “Nice of you to join me.” Martin sensed Andreus step up next to him as was his station as his Captain.


“I have waited over three thousand years for this day sire.” Walter spoke.


Martin turned his head slowly, his yellow/gold wolf eyes filled with undisguised hatred and rage.


“Yes… so have I.” 

