CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE
EDEN CITY

SOUTHERN DEFENSIVE LINE

The Southern defensive line stretched from the edge of the Tushar Mountain range, angling slightly south and then back northeast to Kingston, Utah, ending a mile and a half east of Kingston at the base of the Piute Mountain range north of Old Route 62. A six mile long stretch of nothing but burned and barren earth, with a six foot deep trench that was three pairs of shoulders in width across, with a heavily fortified bunker equipped with two heavy machine guns spaced every hundred meters. Ben had mentioned to Martin one day many months ago how Eden City’s defensive line looked much like the German defensive line of World War II so long ago.

The expanse in front of this trench had been sowed with thousands of land mines stretching for a complete mile outward from the trench line. The twelve previous hours had seen nothing but artillery raining down in this expanse of land, mostly airburst rounds that were used to detonate land mines. The earth in front of the trench all along the front was now nothing but a pocked marked landscape of small and medium sized craters where the mines had been detonated by the artillery.

As one drew closer to the intersection of where Highway 89 moving north and Old Route 62 heading west met hundreds of bodies could now be seen strew across the land in every pose of macabre death one could possibly imagine. The nearly two complete divisions of cloned Vampire Coven troops had rammed headlong into this area without regard, and here is where they died. They were designed to be superior fighters than normal vampire troops, considerably harder to kill and much more adaptable to the sometimes unorthodox tactics that their Lycavorian Spartan enemies employed.


This day had not gone well for them in the least. 


Told they would be facing perhaps ten thousand Lycavorian Spartans combined with elf and human allies, they had dashed across this wide expanse of land hoping to catch their enemies by surprise with their superior numbers and skill. What they found waiting for them were nearly forty thousand Lycavorian Spartans and thousands more elves and humans manning the trench line. They had been unprepared for hand-to-hand combat, considering themselves above such demeaning activity. Nearly thirty thousand of them paid the price for that foolhardy mentality as the Spartans had expended nearly a million rounds of ammunition in the first minute, and then leaped from the trench line. In a crazed rush across the body strewn battlefield the Lycavorian Spartans fell upon them with their ritual Nehtes and small handguns, and it turned into a slaughter field. In twenty-six minutes of slashing and stabbing combat, blood soaking the earth around them, it was over and the vampire’s clone army was decimated.


Now they stood once more, prepared for battle.


The line of Lycavorian Spartans stretched for half a mile, between two rolling hills south of Old Route 62. They stood three deep, the front row in a combat crouch, their Shi Viskas humming on their arms and forming a wall of gold and silver shields. Nehtes were extended over the tops of the shields, all of them dripping with the fresh blood of the vampire cloned troops, or the barrels of P190s, freshly reloaded waited to hand out more death. Their matte black body armor was stained with dust, soot and the blood of their lifelong enemies. Their black steel helmets covering everything on their heads except for their glittering wolf eyes and the fangs that protruded from beneath ther grim lips.

They had fought for centuries like this, beating back the charges of vampires across the world and across the universe, exchanging bullets and grenades, artillery and missiles, plasma beams and Proton torpedoes, dating back to the time of the one man who had started it all and brought them together across the universe. Over three thousand years had passed since the death of the only King many of them had ever known, and though they had never met him they worshiped him. They had fought in his name since that time, hoping beyond hope that one day his descendant would return and lead them once more. On this day… all their hopes and visions for the future had become so much more brighter, for they were not being led by the descendant of this King…

They were being led by his very own son.


Stretched across the landscape in front of them were thirty-nine thousand of the Vampire High Covens most dreaded and skilled troops; troops that had butchered more of their people than there were stars in the night sky. They were troops that did not fear death, nor injury and they were beasts that fed on the blood of the fallen. They had served the Vampire High Coven since their inception nearly twelve thousand years ago. They were known by only one name, and that name had struck fear in the hearts of many until one man over three thousand years ago had shown they could be killed. That man’s son now stood viewing the same sight his father had seen in a different location and a different time.


They were known as the Immortals, and once more they were poised to meet a Leonidas in battle.


Martin Leonidas and Walter Carson stood shoulder-to-shoulder in the center of the half mile long line of Spartans. Three thousand and twenty-five years old, and until a little more than a month ago he had not known who or what he truly was. He had been born in the earth year of 479 B.C. on board a Lycavorian cruiser in deep space, placed in suspended animation at only three months of age, never knowing who his parents were or even what he was. The thirty-three years of life he had known had been full of questions for him, questions of where he had come from, who he was and why he could change as he did. To say those answers were unbelievable was an understatement, but the answers had made his wolf blood sing and staring at the line of men and women on either side of him as he did now, he knew it was right.

Martin’s yellow/gold wolf eyes looked across the plain at the ranks of Immortals and he could feel the hatred fueling him. Somewhere across this plain within the ranks of Immortals was the man who had robbed him of his father, robbed him of his heritage, and until recently robbed him of his mother. He intended to make him pay for those crimes… in spades.


“How many do you think?” Martin asked not looking at Walter, whose own wolf eyes gazed across the plain.

“I would say thirty thousand at least Milord.” Walter replied evenly, “More than enough for all of us.” He finished with a grin.


Martin heard the soft chuckle from his opposite side and he looked at his Royal Captain and brother to his youngest Queen. He matched Andreus’s smile and looked back forward. “So why don’t they use their ray guns or some shit on us? Don’t they have like ray guns, or laser rifles or laser swords? What was that old movie that had them cool laser swords Walter? The one you made us watch as kids.”


“If I’m not mistaken, you are referring to the movie Star Warriors… or Star Wars… yes that was it sire. And I believe they were called lightswords or something of that nature.” Walter replied.

“Yeah… a lightsword,” Martin spoke. “I want one of those.”


The Spartans squatting in front of them heard their King’s comment and one turned his head slightly back as they chuckled. He was a Lycavorian like his King, yet he had been born on Apo Prime; thousands of light years from this rock of a planet. The laconic bravery of King Leonidas was well documented in their history scrolls, and it appeared his son had inherited this trait many times over. 

“Their weapons are similar to our P190s sire.” He spoke in reply, “Projectile weapons. No one has yet perfected the technology to make plasma rifles due to power cell restraints. They would be far too cumbersome. We have small hand blaster weapons and similar small rifles, but they are ineffective past a few dozen meters and useless for long range fighting.”


Martin nodded. “Ok… I guess that explains that. So why aren’t they shooting them at us?”

“I do not know Milord.” The Spartan replied with another grin. “This is not normal for them either.”


Martin looked at Walter. “Seems like not normal has become the normal thing for me nowadays.”


Walter and Andreus both smiled at that. “Sire we should…”


Leonidas! Xerxes voice echoed in the heads of all the Spartans and Immortals on the field, reaching back even to where Gorgo stood with Aricia, Anja and Dysea.

Martin looked across the field and saw the ranks of Immortals part like a wave and the tall figure of Xerxes appeared. They stood six hundred meters apart, but he was easy to pick out with their wolf eyes.

“He has not changed a bit sire.” Walter spoke softly, his eyes narrowing in hatred. “Not in over three thousand years. He still considers himself to be a godlike figure.”


What do you want cockbreath? Martin projected the thought clearly across the field. He could hear the chuckling from those Spartans closest to him. I have a date tonight with four beautiful women and my mother and I don’t want to be late, so could we hurry this up?


Gorgo, Isabella and the others heard Martin’s words in the open link and she gasped in surprise, looking at the three females her son had chosen as his Queens. All of them stood there calm and serene with barely a hint of emotion, yet their bodies were poised for action, as if waiting to pounce at some pre-arranged signal.

Aricia she knew from Martin’s memories was the Pureblood Lycavorian female that had taken his heart, and looking at her she could see why. Her long raven black hair, while now soaked with sweat and blood in some spots was thick and shiny and her stunning azure blue eyes could bring any male wolf to a screeching stop with their gaze. Her long legs and lush muscular young body promised physical pleasures beyond imagination and would have made her one of the most sought after female wolves on Apo Prime. Male wolves would have been nipping at her heels until someone had claimed her, especially due to her pure blood and exceptional beauty. Gorgo also knew that had they not been devoted to her son, Anja and Dysea, two obvious Alpha females who Martin had turned would be nearly as sought after by single Alpha males searching for mates. She had watched them fighting at her son’s side, and it had been nothing short of spectacular to witness. Aricia stood in the middle now, only slightly taller than Anja and Dysea, but there was no mistaking the connection between the women as far as Gorgo could see. That they were lovers of each other as well as her son was obvious in the way they stood so close together, their bodies touching, and the power of the combined aura they projected to Martin was staggering. The three tendrils of their auras were interwoven together in a way that made it impossible to tell them apart.

Gorgo watched as Dysea the she-elf glanced back quickly, her emerald green eyes settling on Isabella standing next to her. While Isabella might not be wolf and therefore could not smell the attraction and desire wafting from the green eyed she-elf for her, Gorgo certainly could. Dysea turned slightly and saw Gorgo looking at her intently and she lowered her eyes quickly and shyly before turning back to look across the field.


So you are the son of Leonidas. Xerxes spoke from across the expanse of plains and bodies. I see you are your father’s son, and it is fate that we have come here this day.

[Shielded] Bella… I didn’t think your kind were telepathic? Martin said reaching out with his mind to one person.


Martin didn’t see her step forward and move next to Dysea, her eyes slightly wide at the power of his voice in her head.


[Shielded] Like your people Martin Leonidas… vampires are… telepathic as you describe… your people and mine use the term Mindvoice and most of my people, as with yours, do not advance this skill beyond the basics. Most can not speak as we are now speaking. Isabella answered.

[Shielded] I’m guessing that does not include your brother here?

[Shielded] That animal is not my brother! He was never my brother! He is an abomination! The sooner you kill you the better we all will be. My… my father and Yuri are the most powerful of the mindvoicers that I know of but there are several thousand among my people who are considered very dangerous. I have not seen Xerxes in nearly a thousand years and I was not aware he had developed this level of skill.

[Shielded] Any recommendations on how I should proceed.


[Shielded] Yes… kill him. Isabella heard Martin chuckle within her mind and for some reason it was soothing and pleasant and filled her with warmth.

[Shielded] Yeah… well I’ll get to that part.

Surrender Xerxes and I might spare your life. Martin spoke now, his thoughts projecting openly for all to hear.


Xerxes’s laughter in their heads was arrogant and demeaning. Surrender to you. A Lycavorian animal! I think not. I will crush the life from you as I crushed the life from your father. And when I present your head I will be proclaimed as a hero of the Coven.


You must not have been watching the news lately scar face. Martin quipped his reply right back at him. Your people can’t get off this planet fast enough Xerxes. Yuri has deserted you. My fleet ripped yours a new asshole. My Spartans have wiped the planet with your cloned pals, and the elves and humans are bringing down your little empire here on earth even as we speak. You gave us a run for the money I’ll give you that… but the desire to be free will always win out.

Do you think your little rebellion here will spread beyond the reaches of this vile planet? Xerxes countered. The Immortals that serve me now are stronger and even more powerful than those your father faced. You do not have a chance.


From what I’m hearing they’re uglier too. Martin said.


Shall we do this as your father did Martin Leonidas? Xerxes spoke. Blade upon blade, spear upon spear. Or will you use your new found toys?

Martin’s eyes detected a Spartan to his right suddenly throw his P190 to the ground in front of him; a show of defiance perhaps or a show of trust. Another followed… then another… then along the entire line of Lycavorians, weapons were tossed to the ground. Martin smiled and reached down to remove his K12 from its holster. He tossed it to the side where Andreus and Walter had already thrown their weapons.


Martin spun his Nehtes gracefully in his hands. Ok Xerxes. Let’s do this.


Xerxes stared across the field and could barely contain his laughter at the actions of the Lycavorians. He looked at his Immortal Guards Captain. 


“You see Captain!” Xerxes spoke. “They are stupid animals! They have tossed aside their weapons. Who would do such a thing except an animal?”


The Immortal looked at Xerxes. “Even an animal has honor Prince Xerxes. Something you have forgotten in your arrogance.” The Captain spoke the words evenly. He took a step away from the High Coven Prince he had served for nearly two millennia. {We will face the Lycavorian dogs as our fathers did on this very planet! Throw aside your modern weapons and take up the sword! Let us give these Spartans a battle they will not forget!} He bellowed in his native language.

Xerxes eyes grew wide as if on cue the Immortals tossed aside their equivalent of the Spartan P190. The Spartans were not the only fighting force that had stayed true to their past and each Immortal reached over their shoulders and drew the sword that was strapped to their backs.


“What are you doing fools!” Xerxes screamed his eyes darting back and forth. “I gave you an order Captain!”


The Immortal Captain turned his cruel eyes on Xerxes and smiled revealing his vampire fangs. “I am following my orders Prince Xerxes.” He spoke in a voice that froze Xerxes in his spot. “My orders come from your father, the Vampire High Lord! And his orders will be followed.”


“His… his orders? What are you talking about?” Xerxes gasped.


“His orders were very clear Prince Xerxes.” The Captain spoke. {Take him!}


Xerxes’s head snapped from side to side as two Immortals stepped up to him without question and seized his arms, lifting him several inches off the ground in their powerful grasps. Xerxes was tall and powerfully built, some would say muscular, but his body was mainly for show alone, while the Immortals had been forged in one savage battle after another. He struggled in the grip of the two Immortals his eyes glaring hate at the Captain. “What are you doing?” He screamed.

“Your father’s orders were simple Prince Xerxes. You are to lead us into battle against King Leonidas’s son, not watch from afar. You will lead your Immortals into battle by whatever means necessary. My men will release you Prince Xerxes… they will release you when we have engaged the enemy, and not before. Prepare yourself sire.”


“For the High Lord Immortals,” The Captain bellowed, “Charge!”


That one command sent thirty nine thousand Immortals forward in a mad dash across the plain cratered earth before them directly for the line of silver and gold shields.


Martin stood as still as a rock watching the line of Immortals close on them at a dead run. His father’s memories came rushing to him then, clear, pure and unbroken, as if they were his very own memories. The rush of adrenalin surged in the wind from every Lycavorian Spartan on the line and it swept through Martin’s head like a wave of power and control unlike anything he had ever felt before in his life. The countless missions he had led his team on, the hundreds of battles they had fought in, this is what Martin Leonidas had denied himself all of those times. This is what he had not known for so many years. These were the emotions that burned so deeply in his blood; the commitment to good, the purpose, the love of those to his left and right.

No retreat. No surrender.

This is what had burned in his father’s blood. This is what his father had felt all those thousands of years ago. 

Walter stood beside the son of the King he had served without question and felt the power of his aura rising from him like the burning of the sun at mid day. He watched as Martin’s yellow/gold eyes grew wider and shone with the brilliance of that same sun; his wolf blood pulsing in power and needed release that Walter had not felt in over three thousand years. He felt that aura sweep over him now, extending outward as Martin touched all those around him, energizing them, enveloping them within that blanket of power. No Lycavorian wolf of Pureblood went untouched by this sweeping, almost touchable power.


Fight with your head, but lead with your heart.

His father’s words echoed through Martin Leonidas’s body like the tolling of a huge bell sounding the beginning of a new day.


And a new day it was.


SPARTANS!


The command resounded in every Lycavorian Spartan’s thoughts along that half mile long line and with one mind thirty-one thousand Shi Viskas came up to the ready.


ATTACK!


The elves and humans who witnessed this action would swear that you could have walked down the line of Shi Viskas that launched across the field that day, so thick and close together that it appeared as if they were guided by one mind.


It was followed four seconds later by thirty-one thousand Spartans wearing black and crimson, and in a single massive wall of wolves in the form of men, they met the line of Vampire Immortals screaming out their rage.

LU LIBERITY


The two fleets circled the planet earth, each wary of the other. 

The Lycavorian Home Guard Fleet had given more than they had received, but still fourteen Lycavorian warships were adrift, their surviving crews scrambling to save whatever they could. Another nine had been destroyed outright. The M4 heavy fighters had returned to their ships and reloaded their missiles and now they stood ready for the order to launch once more. Damage crews were working frantically, the First Elf Engineer Corp spread out among the LU warships working miracles at every turn.

Riall stood on the bridge of his Attack Cruiser and like every soul within the fleet they had been watching their monitors all over the ship. A live feed had been patched up to them from one of the AUTUMN MOON Frigates, and what they were witnessing was unlike any of them had ever seen. There were no strangers to combat in this fleet, all of them having seen hundreds of battles, yet they were witnessing a first for all but a very few.

They were witnessing the King they thought lost thousands of years ago standing on the field of battle with over thirty thousand of his people to his right and left. The black and crimson of the Spartans was all they cared about. There was no sound in the transmission, yet when Riall’s eyes spotted the first Spartan to toss aside his P190 his body tensed. Then it began all up and down the line they saw, and gasps filled the bridge as wide eyed bridge crew came out of their chairs to watch in stunned shock. Riall sensed it… he knew what was coming, he knew too much about Leonidas and his tactics from Gorgo, who was once his mate. He had studied everything about the King they had lost on this very planet more than three millennia ago. He thought it would bring him closer to the woman who shared his life now and had so taken his soul.
 
What it allowed him to see now was what that King’s son had in his mind.
“Admiral Ceneu! Get me Ceneu now!” He barked.

It took only seconds and then the holo image of the reptilian Admiral filled the holo disc on the floor.

“Riall…” Ceneu gasped from the bridge of the LEONIDAS I. “Riall… what is…”

“I am watching as well Ceneu.” Riall spoke quickly. “Ceneu we must attack the moment they launch their shields!”

The reddish yellow eyes of his good friend and fellow Admiral turned to look at him. “What? Why?”

“Ceneu my friend… you can not feel it… but I can. Every Lycavorian of pureblood can feel it surging through them, the power… the burning of our blood. It radiates from him Ceneu! It burns within him like the sun of this very system. And it is affecting every wolf in this system my friend.” Riall was speaking like a young lieutenant with the excitement in his voice and the expression on his face. Ceneu had never seen him so animated.
On the bridge of the LEONIDAS I Ceneu turned to look at his bridge crew since most of them were pureblood Lycavorians. He didn’t see it at first but he looked harder and then it came to him. They moved faster, their wolf eyes in full bloom, their fangs extending out further than he had ever seen. They bounced on the balls of their feet as if wanting… needing to act out in some way.

Riall nodded as he saw the recognition come over the Algolian Admiral’s face. “Now you see my friend.” Riall spoke, “The moment they launch their shields Ceneu! We attack with everything we have! And we do not stop until they are gone or we are dead.”

Ceneu looked at Riall and nodded, “As you order.” He spoke. 

“Admiral!” The voice called snapping Riall’s head around and he saw the most beautiful sight his eyes had ever lain upon with the exception of his beloved Gorgo. That was the sparkling sight of so many Shi Viskas launching at the same precise moment.

“Now!” Riall barked out, “Full power to the sublights! Enemy suppression barrage! All weapons, full payloads! We’re going in and we are not coming out until every Coven ship is in ruin! Now my friends, now we go to victory!”

Fifty-four Lycavorian Union warships surged across the polar orbit of earth at the same time, driving directly for the heart of the Coven fleet. As the sun lit up the stars behind them, the space above the planet earth became filled with missiles, plasma beam arrays and Proton torpedoes as the Lycavorian Home Guard Fleet fired all of their weapons with one single mind and purpose.
EDEN CITY

COMMAND CENTER

No one spoke at what they saw on the monitor, it was too gruesome, yet too inspiring to tear their eyes from the large screen. Lynwe stood next to Selene, their hands laced together, their eyes and the eyes of everyone in the control room frozen to one monitor, one event that was taking place only a few miles away.

The lone alert elf heard the small chirp from his console and he ducked his head down to see an approaching aircraft. His eyes flew open as the ship had already crossed the 50 mile limit and was bearing down on the airfield. Its radar signature kept flicking in and out, but it was there, very low and moving fast.


“Chief Secretary!” He shouted waiting until Selene turned to him. “Chief Secretary we have an inbound aircraft! Unknown IFF! All of our ships are to the northeast or on the ground! This is not one of ours!”


Selene rushed over to the elf operator. “Show me!” She snapped.


The monitor switched to the view of the lone gray dot intermittently coming and going from their scopes, but bearing down very quickly.


“It’s already inside the 50 mile limit Chief Secretary, and it’s flying so low we can’t sustain a lock on it to launch missiles!”

“Contact one of the Spartan ships to shoot it down!”


The elf shook his head. “Even they wouldn’t get here before it attacks the airfield.”


“Damn! Alert the airfield that an attack is inbound to their location! I want every able body human and elf that can hold a weapon to be ready! I don’t care if they have to hobble on one limb, we can not lose the airfield!”

MH-60 NIGHTHAWK


Ben corrected the pitch of the helicopter quickly to keep from smashing into the trees below them once more. It had been a harrowing flight, never more than a hundred feet off the deck at nearly two hundred knots. Ben had been sweating buckets thirty minutes into the flight.


“Major!” Yuriko screamed looking out the side window of her co-pilot’s seat.


Ben’s head snapped around and he saw the approaching tree, “Oh… sorry!” He yanked back on the pitch and the wheels of the NIGHTHAWK brushed the tops of the hundred and fifty foot tree.


Yuriko turned to look at Filrian and then back to Ben. “Major… I thought you said you could fly this infernal machine!” She snapped.


Ben didn’t look at her. “What do you think I’m doing?” He snapped back at her. “No back seat flying dammit!”


“You told me you could fly us to…”


“I told you I could fly it!” Ben groused. “I’m flying it aren’t I? It’s irrelevant that I didn’t mention that I’ve never flown this model before!”


“What!” Yuriko screamed against the rush of wind through the side doors. “You’re crazier than Martin said you always were!”

Ben laughed as he fought the pull of the MH60 at this altitude, the rotors having to work much harder to keep the ship in the air, yet he had no intention of setting this bird down anywhere except on his airfield. The images of Endith’s red hair and Tina’s slim curves were all that filled his thoughts now. He just wanted to hold the two most precious things in his life again. Nothing else mattered to him in the least. Marty’s friends had given him a new lease on life and he’d be damned if he was going to waste it. His helmeted head came up and he saw the familiar white lights on the end of the Eden City airfield.


“Hold on this last part could get tricky!” he shouted.


“What do you mean tricky?” Yuriko screamed as she cinched her shoulder straps tighter, seeing Filrian do the same.


“It’s probably better if I didn’t tell you.” Ben spoke yanking back on the control yoke and sending the MH60 into a vertical climb. He slammed the stick over to the right causing the MH60 to stand on its side and Yuriko was suddenly looking directly at the ground two hundred feet beneath her. With a vicious jerk the NIGHTHAWK righted itself once more and Ben cranked the control stick and collective  to the right, spinning the NIGHTHAWK on its nose a hundred and eighty degrees in only two seconds until they were facing the way they had come.

As the roar of the engines became even once more Ben turned and looked at Yuri with a grin. “It’s over.” He spoke calmly, holding the ship steady as she opened her vampire eyes.


“You fucking maniac!” She screamed.


Ben chuckled and eased the throttles forward while turning the MH60 towards the base. He could see that a huge battle had taken place and his first thoughts were for the two women that he loved. 
Ben quickly switched on the radio. “Eden City Center this is Major Benjamin O’Connell, authenticate Victor Victor seven red yellow. Respond please.”


The elf technician looked at Selene his grey eyes wide. “The code… the code matches.” He gasped.


Selene looked at him. “I… I thought Benjamin was shot down early this morning and declared lost.”


The elf nodded. “Yes ma’am. The air rescue team we sent in found only his co-pilot’s remains and the prints of some very large animals. They assumed he was dragged off into the timber.”


Selene stabbed the console. “Unidentified aircraft you have violated our airspace in a hostile manner. You…”


“Selene is that you? Where’s Tarifa… I thought she was in the CIC today.” Ben’s voice boomed from the speakers.


Selene’s eyes narrowed and she looked at Lynwe next to her. “Pilot… you should know that Major O’Connell and I were taking flight lessons together. He was teaching me to fly one of our…”


“Selene… I wouldn’t teach you how to fly because you threw up on the very first trip to one of the settlements. It took me an hour to clean out the back of the Raptor.” Ben’s voice boomed.


Selene’s smile was huge and she hugged Lynwe tightly. “Oh Benjamin it is so very good to hear your voice.”


Ben’s laughter could be heard as well. “Well it’s good to be home Selene. I’m going to set her down in the northeast corner near the storage hanger so I don’t cause a bigger stir than I already have. Selene…”


“They were already moving that way to help with defenses Ben.” Selene spoke knowing what his question was going to be.


“Defenses? What god damned defenses! I just brought a six hundred year old trash heap through our bloody fucking defenses! What the hell is going on? I take a powder for a few hours and everything goes to shit! Where are my air crews? Where’s Marty?”

Selene shook her head as Ben continued to rant over the radio. “Benjamin… the Southern Defensive line, that… that is where everything will be decided. And it has already begun.” She told him her eyes going back to the monitor.

Ben didn’t hear her as he looked in the distance and saw the red haired female elf and the blond haired human running across the tarmac toward where he was landing the ancient NIGHTHAWK helicopter. They were holding hands as they ran and Ben thought for sure he could see Endith’s smile shining in the sun.  

ALLIANCE SPACEPORT

CALIFORNIA ISLAND


Yuri watched the Raptor settled to the landing pad as the ramp came down and the large doors closed back up over the top of them. She felt a sigh of relief course through her as Moran’s tall figure strode quickly down the ramp. She wanted to rush to him and throw herself into his arms, but this she could not do as Princess of the High Coven. She saw Cha’talla follow down the ramp as well as several other cloned soldiers. Cha’talla carried the limp figure of a female elf over his shoulder, and she wore the dark gray flight suit of a STRIKER AT pilot. They walked up to her quickly, Cha’talla bowing his head as Moran simply stared at her.


“What’s the situation?” Moran asked as any competent commander would. 


Yuri looked at him, his question causing her anger to spike a little bit. “The situation is we are abandoning earth!” She replied more testily than she intended. “Xerxes is engaging Leonidas as we speak! Our fortresses across the planet are falling one after the other. The Spartan Panos was left in charge of Sparta and two hours ago he released twenty-five thousand Spartans from that city to sweep across lower Europe with hundreds of thousands of elves and humans. The remaining garrisons report they have united and once the Spartans arrive they will fall. It’s time to go.”


“What about Xerxes?” Moran asked.


“Fuck that block headed fool!” Yuri snapped. “He will die of that I have little doubt. He thought to engage the Lycavorians head on south of Eden City. The fool believes the son of Leonidas fights as one dimensional as his father did. Our ground sensors have detected nearly a hundred thousand elves and humans sweeping in from the west and south directly towards them. We were wrong Robert. He has done something I never believed he could do. He has mobilized nearly every elf faction on this planet and they are all rising up against us.” Yuri stepped closer to him. “All this time we thought he was building more Raptors, he has been building those transports. I was informed by Admiral Malachi just before I came up here that their ship board sensors have detected nearly two hundred of them lifting off from seven different countries. All of them headed here.”

“Jesus Christ that’s half a million troops!” Moran spoke.


Yuri nodded. “Yes… now you see why we have to leave.”


“Can’t our ships bomb the planet?” Moran asked.


Yuri shook her head. “They are barely surviving the attack by the Lycavorian fleet as it is. They are maintaining station above us in case they need to blast a path for my frigate to leave the planet, and they won’t last much longer. And the rest of their Home Guard Fleet entered the system thirty minutes ago. They will be here in thirteen hours.”


“Yuri… I’m sorry.” He spoke. “If… if he hadn’t hit us with that artillery he snuck in… we would…”


Yuri stepped even closer to him now, and even though Cha’talla stood in full view as well as several Coven security forces Yuri took his hand. “This is not your fault Robert.” She spoke softly. “My father was right. Once the Union discovered he was alive we lost this planet. We can only hope that perhaps Xerxes gets lucky and they kill him before his allies arrive.”


Moran took a deep breath and nodded. “A strategic withdrawal is not a defeat.” He said. “That’s what they told us in the War College.”


Yuri nodded slowly and her eyes fell to the elf Cha’talla still held. Those dark orbs grew a little wider and she moved around behind them grasping the thick golden blond mane of hair and pulling For’mya’s head up viciously drawing a groan of pain from the unconscious elf.


“Star Commander For’mya!” Yuri exclaimed looking at Moran and Cha’talla, “Robert do you know who you have captured?”


“I gathered she was important considering her uniform.” Moran replied. “That’s why I killed the fool who was feeding on her.”


“This is Star Commander For’mya. She is the most senior STRIKER AT pilot in the Lycavorian Union, and one of the people responsible for building those killing machines.” Yuri turned her head in her grasp, none to gently and another groan came from For’mya’s lips. “She is also the last of the elfin royal blood.”

“Say again?” Moran asked.


This news caused Cha’talla to become interested as well. “Royal blood you say Princess?”


Yuri nodded. “She is the daughter of L’tian, the great grandson of the elfin King my father slaughtered when he conquered their home world. She is the only one of his children that still survives. And his wife can have no more children. When he dies… his daughter will be the only remaining elf of the original royal blood line my father sought to destroy. Her capture will throw L’tian into a fit of rage.” Yuri laughed heartily as she let For’mya’s head drop down unceremoniously. “Oh this is very good Robert.” She said turning to look at him. “We are retreating and we throw a last dagger at Leonidas. Cha’talla, place her in the holding cell off my personal quarters. She is not to be touched by anyone but Robert or myself. I understand elves of royal lineage have very sweet tasting blood. Something I will look forward to experiencing myself.”


“As you order Princess,” He spoke and headed down the ramp to the interior of the building.  

“We should get going.” Yuri spoke looking at Moran. She turned to the remaining security forces. “Have my Captain prepare to depart. We will be along shortly.”


The three men nodded and sprinted after Cha’talla. The moment they were out of sight Yuri threw her arms around Moran and hugged him tightly. “You… you had me worried husband.” She spoke softly.


“I had myself worried.” He spoke squeezing her in his arms.


“We must go quickly.” Yuri spoke. “But when we are free of this disaster I intend to show you just how grateful I am you are still in my life.”


“What about the elf?” Moran asked. “I know Leonidas Yuri… if she’s as important as you say… he’ll come after her.”


Yuri’s dark eyes twinkled, “Perhaps… but I intend to feast on her blood and inflict as much pain and humiliation on her as I can before we give her to the torture chambers on our prison planet.” She spoke with a smile, “Whatever information she has in that blond head of hers will be ours sooner or later.”


Moran’s smile was just as evil. “Her blood tastes that good uhu?”


Yuri took his hand and began pulling him down the ramp. “I will let you discover just how good when we get off this rock Robert.”

EDEN CITY

SOUTHERN DEFENSIVE LINE


When Walter had created the elves he had instilled in all of them a love of history and battles long past. Many of them, regardless of their clan or tribe delighted in reading about human history for the simple fact it might help them to understand how the humans fought and what they could do to counter that. The battles they studied concentrated mainly on the more recent in human history, dating from the late 20th century and after. Not many had studied the battles of old.


Vengal had been one of those that had.


He stood poised on the trench bunker, his eyes as wide as every other elf and human at what they were witnessing. This was not something any of them had ever experienced before. Not one of the thousands who stood along that trench was without combat experience of some sort, but the savagery and brutality of what they were witnessing surpassed anything they could have imagined. 


All along that half mile long front before them blood was being spilled and it was being spilled in rivers. Shi Viskas were leaping from arms in a continuous dance, the yellow gold of the shields sparkling in the sun light and now drenched in the color of red from blood. The metal of spears and swords flickered all across the landscape, chopping, hacking, and stabbing. The Lycavorian Spartans would use their shields to block a sword strike and then thrust over the top of that shield with their spears, driving the razor spear heads into heads or shoulders or chests, ripping flesh out in great swatches, smashing the bodies to the ground. The razor edges of the Shi Viskas shone with red in the sun light, blood splashing wildly through the air like buckets. The plains grew piled with bodies, stacked upon bodies.

And still the Spartans did not stop.


The swords of the Immortals were not silent as they too chopped their way forward. Hundreds of black and crimson had already fallen under those swords, their blood spilling just as easily as the Coven Immortals. The screams of the wounded could be heard careening across the landscape, many staggering back missing an arm or leg, the white/blue flashes of light the telltale signs of their changes as they shifted into wolf form and then back, staunching the flow of blood from gaping wounds or missing limbs. They would shift back just as quickly, search the ground around them for a weapon and plunge back into the fray. Their valor was unlike anything Vengal had ever witnessed, almost to the point of madness.

This was their revenge he understood. This was their retribution for taking from them their king of so long ago. And this was their honor at being able to fight by the son they had thought lost so long ago.


In what seemed like hours, yet was only minutes, it had descended into man against man, sword against shield and spear. They were immortal yes, but Vengal had no doubts they were nearing the point of total exhaustion simply from all the killing. These Spartans wielded their Nehtes like extensions of their own body, slashing, slicing into flesh. Their arms and shoulders had to ache. No one could stand like that among the death and not become fatigued.


This was madness beyond imagination.


Gorgo stood along the back of the trench, her heart gripped in her throat. This was what her Leonidas had endured all those times he had gone into battle. She never understood when he came back from battle silent and reclusive for the first day or so, she never understood why Riall would shun her until it was time for him to crawl into the warmth of her arms and cuddle against her naked flesh breathing in her scent to sooth himself and wash the pain and blood of death out of his mind.

Gorgo’s eyes darted to the left as she saw her son’s three Queens split apart suddenly, Dysea taking Isabella’s hand within hers and moving at a run down the trench line. Aricia leaped effortlessly over the thousands of men and elves that crammed the trench below her and moved out in front of the line, the din of battle and death filling the field with its sounds. They stood a hundred meters apart now… across the front of the trench line, thousands of pairs of eyes staring at them wondering… waiting.


Aricia turned her azure blue eyes not to the battle in front of her but to the western treeline.


Dienekes? She reached out with her mind, clear and powerful.


Gorgo’s wolf eyes went to the treeline in the distance, and she gasped as the mass of bodies appeared along the edge. Elves and humans combined.


We stand ready my Queen! The Spartan standing out in front of this line spoke proudly.


Daniel? Anja’s voice erupted into Gorgo’s thoughts.


We’re in position!


We didn’t think you were going to make it Daniel. Anja’s voice spoke.


Gorgo heard the deep chortle.


And miss the biggest party the Skipper has ever thrown? Not a chance. I had to stop and take care of the party favors first.


Gorgo saw Dysea turn back, still holding Isabella’s hand and look at the elf General on top of the bunker.


“Vengal! Give the order now!” She screamed.


Gorgo watched as those in the trenches began climbing out in massive waves. Her eyes settled on Aricia.


Aricia… what are you doing?


Gorgo saw those blues eyes turn towards her and Aricia smiled.


Join us Gorgo. You don’t honestly think your son planned to fight Xerxes alone do you? He is so much like his father Gorgo… but he is so much more. Join us.


Gorgo felt the surge of power sweep through her and she turned to the Spartan beside her.  His eyes were alive with Martin’s power and aura. “Let us join my son Denal.”


Her guard smiled. “That is the best idea I’ve heard all day Milady.”


Dysea looked at Isabella her emerald eyes staring deeply into those gorgeous hazel/green orbs of the vampire Princess as she extended her Nehtes. 


[Shielded]I am so very happy to see you Isabella. Dysea spoke. Insure you do not die before I have the opportunity to taste your flesh.

Isabella stared wide eyed at the stunning she-elf, only her emerald eyes and lips visible beneath the black helmet she wore, the platinum colored crest blowing in the wind.


[Shielded] You assume much. What makes you think I am even interested in what you offer me she-elf? Isabella surprised herself with her answer. I don’t share my bed with females. 

Dysea’s smile was almost as bright as the sun. [Shielded] How can you be so sure when you have never attempted it? I  can be very persuasive Bella.

Isabella drew out her twin fighting knives from their thigh sheaths and looked at the field of battle, feeling the surge of power through her. She looked back to Dysea once more and was surprised to find herself appraising this female elf. The way those emerald eyes gazed upon her, it was almost like… it was like hunger. [Shielded] You will not succeed she-elf. And stop calling me that.

[Shielded] Oh I think I will Bella.

[Shielded] We shall see Dysea. We shall see. 

Dysea nodded with another brilliant smile. “Shall we kill our way to our King then Vampire Princess?”


Isabella looked at her and felt the vicious smile cross her face. “Yes… I believe we should she-elf.”


“Then we go!”   


The second wave of bodies surged forward from the trench, and this time elves and men joined in to decide the fate of their planet and their future. 
EDEN CITY

AIRFIELD CONTROL TOWER


Vistr stood near the base of the tower, his wolf eyes looking down on the body of Diego. His words from Apo Prime came back to him and he shook his head. This vampire had died insuring others survived. Lycavorians and elves he did not even know.


Vistr turned as the Spartan approached him quickly. “Diego is to be honored Spartan. Make sure that command is followed.”


The Spartan nodded, “As you order General.”


“Give me your report.” Vistr spoke.


“We swept the immediate area General. Commander For’mya’s scent moves all the way to a group of abandoned vehicles five hundred meters west of here. The trail ends there… but there is no question she was in the company of one of these cloned vampires.”


“Not willingly I assure you.” Vistr spoke. “There are drops of her blood near Diego’s body. The forensics team says the clone was injured and caught her by surprise. He apparently fed on her blood enough to heal his wounds and leave this area.”


“Why wouldn’t he just kill her?”


Vistr looked around. “He must have seen her uniform and determined she was more that just a normal soldier. Damn me to hell… I shouldn’t have sent her out here!” He snapped. “Can you track this vehicle?”


“Yes General. It leaves a distinct energy signature.”


“Then track it; take a Lochi with you and find out where she has been taken.” Vistr ordered. “Get her back!”

The Spartan nodded and sprinted off as Vistr turned to look at the raven haired she-elf who still sat next to the body of the dead Spartan that he knew was her mate. She had not wanted them to take the half vampire she-elf from her arms, even fought the medics briefly but he had been able to talk to her and make her see that she needed medical attention.


Tarifa’s arm had a loose bandage on it as she knelt next to Dekton’s body, her tears long since dried. She didn’t look up when Vistr settled next to her on the ground.

“He… he was a Spartan until the very end.” Tarifa spoke softly.


Vistr nodded. “And he will be honored as such Milady. I give you my word.”


Tarifa turned to look at him, and Vistr had to suppress the gasp of surprise at the brightness of her eyes, “I… I loved him. But… but I didn’t love him more than Aihola. I never did. Why is that?”

Vistr shook his head. “I… I do not pretend to know the workings of one’s heart Milady. I would say because perhaps you and the Drow Queen are fated to be together.”

“Does that mean we are to be always alone? We want children General. Something we can never have together.” Tarifa spoke. “I… I think that is why we both loved Dekton as we did. He could give us those children.”

Vistr placed his hand on Tarifa’s slim shoulder. “You are a Queen of elves Milady, and now you are one of us. The Drow Queen is one of us as well, though half her blood is vampire. Both of you will live many, many years and there should be no reason why you need to rush these things. If it is meant to be… it will happen.”

“Do… will your people hate me for what I feel General?” Tarifa asked.

Vistr shook his head quickly. “You and Aihola will not be the first Spartan mates to have lost their husband. And you will not be the last. You are young… and while I can not give you words to ease your pain or hers… I can tell you this. You are a wolf now Tarifa. And while she may be half vampire, the wolf blood in your lover is strong and it runs deep. That is the gift your mate gave to both of you. He would want you to go on. Mourn him for as long as you feel is necessary… and then begin your life anew. In that way you will honor his memory even more.”
“How old are you General?” Tarifa asked.

“I have six thousand four hundred and nine years behind me Milady.” Vistr replied. “And like you, I lost my first mate when I was very young. I hope you do not wait as long as I did before putting Dekton’s death behind you and finding another, as harsh as that may sound to you now.”

“You… you found another?” Tarifa asked.

Vistr nodded. “I did… or rather she found me. She is an elf like you… and fully half my age. She pursued me for a century before I finally relented and allowed my own feelings to come forth. I have not looked back since, and she has given me seven fine, strong children that I would not have had if I mourned still. She keeps me, how you say, on my toes.” Vistr was not looking to make Tarifa laugh or smile, only to insure she understood that she was still alive and she needed to go on.

Tarifa turned and saw the body of Diego. “For’mya… I did not think to ask. She has been captured?”

Vistr nodded. “It would appear so. And I can tell you… her father will not in any way be happy. Come Queen of elves…” Vistr got to his feet and held out his hand. “Our King is in battle and we must still do our part.”
Tarifa nodded and allowed him to help her up. “Yes we do.”

EDEN CITY

SOUTHERN DEFENSIVE PERIMETER

It was chaos.


Three times Martin had impaled an Immortal and had his Nehtes wrenched from his grasp, and three times he had used his Shi Viska to batter and smash his way to another. He could not remember how many Immortals he had killed or bashed aside, his goal single minded. His shoulder was laid open almost to the bone, but he ignored the pain, driving forward, never giving ground. Blood soaked his uniform and his face, sweat mixing in to pour down his skin stinging his flesh. He was almost there… and he would not be denied.


One Immortal charged him, his sword raised high, his face a mask of rage and hate. Martin brought his Shi Viska up just as the Immortal slashed downward with incredible power. The blade of the sword shattered against the silver lined shield, and in his rush the Immortal’s forward motion caused him to stumble forward sprawling to the ground. Without pause and with a scream of effort, Martin drove the blunt end of his borrowed Nehtes down into the spinal area of the Immortal, hearing a satisfying crunch. He then smashed the Shi Viska down like a ram; the razor like blades extended and they carved into the back of the Immortals head nearly three inches, blood fountaining upward like a geyser. He heard a shout and looked up just as another Immortal rushed him. He yanked the Shi Viska up just in time, the Immortal’s sword smashing down on the edge throwing Martin off balance, but still managing to absorb most of the blow. 

The Immortal was quicker to recover and he slashed sideways with his sword, the tip slicing through Martin’s body armor directly over his chest deep enough to take his skin with it. The pain lanced through his chest inciting him further and he half spun, lifting his shield to deflect the next blow as he thrust his Nehtes upward under the edge of the shield. The Nehtes buried so deep in the Immortal’s gut that it burst from his back nearly a foot, tearing spine and flesh apart as Martin yanked it back and rose to his full height, sweeping the Shi Viska across in front of him, the edge of the shield clipping the Immortal in the jaw and laying open his face as well as snapping his neck. The force of the blow sent his body flipping through the air to collide with another of his kind. That Immortal staggered back giving Martin time to step up and drive his Nehtes straight through the vampire’s throat and out the back of his neck. Martin twisted it viciously as he ripped it back out bringing parts of the Immortal’s esophagus with it.

These Lycavorians had fought for centuries, some millions of kilometers, billions of kilometers away in another star system, on another planet, yet they were all Spartans. Leonidas had started something within the city of Sparta the day he was born. A military state before he took power, it became so much more when he was crowned King. He raised Sparta to new heights here on earth, and while their ways were brutal and something savage, he knew what they were facing and he allowed it to continue. The Spartan training regime had made its way off earth to the Lycavorians and the rebellion, and they too adopted the name Spartan and adapted their training to be an exact match with the Spartans of old. They took almost nothing out of the training regime, removing only what their people would not accept.

Nothing will burn in a warrior’s heart brighter than to see their leaders fighting beside them. These Spartans could see him easily enough with the multi-colored crest atop his Spartan helmet, stabbing and hacking his way forward, even though injured and his blood seeping to the ground around him. They all felt the surge of courage, and with great heaves of their souls they dredged up from within their bowels and guts the added spark, the strength to stab one time more, to launch their Shi Viska and take down another enemy. As this surged swept outward, the Spartans physically moved closer to the young King who fought like a demon possessed. Every blow he landed cowed another enemy, every shout or scream filling the area around him with strength. He was calling them, urging them to go on, to take another step. 

This is how the bond was forged. To see a comrade, a king, in this death and chaos with those he had never fought beside, to see him barking out orders, putting his shoulder under a fellow Spartan, a man he had never met before this day of blood, to see all this seared their souls as one for all time.


They rallied, not in frenzy and madness, but with order and self composure and new found courage. They pressed closer to their King, their shouts matching his own now, and then they were together side-by-side, their voices echoing as one. Andreus, never far from Martin’s side now joined his King on his right, their Nehtes thrusting, their shields shattering bone and flesh.


Walter turned at this sound, the broken and shattered Nehtes in his fist, the front of his Shi Viska dented and scarred, blood running from his mouth and jaw, covering his body armor. He saw the mass of Spartans pushing together, reforming the shattered line, and at the center of this line he saw Martin. His chest swelled and he drove forward once more, his three thousand years old limbs finding new fire, and new passion.


They trampled bodies without regard as they pushed forward. Combat boots shattered chests and arms as they pressed on. The line slowly came back into focus and just as it did, the roar filled the air all around them and from the treelines to the west and south a hundred thousands elves and men came charging across the field the fury of their shouts of rage preceding them into the tangle and mass of bodies.


Well trained the Immortals were, they had not used their swords often in such a manner, and this fault in their training was showing through now. Inexorably they began to fall back, pushed by the weight and tangle of so many Lycavorian bodies being thrown at them. They could not meet the ferocity with which the Spartans fought, the single minded determination that drove them. Unlike the Spartans they could expect no reinforcements, as the elves and men who had descended upon them were slaughtering their wounded like so many sides of beef. None were spared as the elves and humans would sometimes even empty an entire magazine into the wounded Immortal. Almost five hundred years of slavery did not leave these elves and men in very forgiving moods. The Immortals were discovering this first hand.

Throughout all this Xerxes had remained within the protective embrace of a ring of Immortals. He was stabbing and thrusting like the untrained wild fool that he was, often times hurting his own men. When his ring of Immortals was broken he panicked and began swinging madly trying to keep the Lycavorian Spartans at bay, all his mystique brought down. He never even attempted to use what little telepathic power he had to defend himself, not that it would have worked against the Spartans surrounding him. They herded him, jabbing at him only enough to push him where they wanted him to go. 
And that was directly toward their King.

Xerxes stopped screaming at them when they stepped back several feet, wildly swinging the Immortal’s sword, losing his balance and dropping to his knees. 


“Kill me you dogs!” He screamed. “Go on! Kill me! I will take you with me! All of you!”


The Spartans did nothing but keep their Nehtes leveled at him from several meters away. Xerxes looked up slowly when he realized the battlefield had grown quiet except for the moaning and screaming of the wounded, and the killing shots from the humans and elves that were far behind in the distance. He looked into the gazes of hate and anger and utter contempt and began to laugh. It had been nearly an hour since the two lines of wolves and vampires had collided, an hour of blood and death.

It had been an eternity.


Xerxes saw their eyes shift behind him and he took a deep breath, knowing he had failed. He turned slowly, the many cuts on his arms and shoulders dripping blood. “So the son of Leonidas lives.” He spoke, his voice deep but trembling.

Martin stepped slowly into the circle his Spartans had created. “Hello Xerxes.” Martin spoke.


His body armor was slashed in three places now, his blood leaking out down his side and onto the ground beneath him. His Shi Viska hummed on his arm; the broken shaft of the Nehtes clutched in his hand tightly, his knuckles white.


“Do you think you have won dog?” Xerxes screamed. “My father will…”


“Your father has abandoned you.” Martin snapped. “Get up fool, or are you too much of a coward to die like the rest of your Immortals!” Martin watched Xerxes pull himself to his feet, the sword still clutched in his hand.


Andreus stepped forward. “Sire you…”


Martin held up his hand quickly. “No Captain.” Martin spoke quickly. “No one will interfere; no one Spartans!” He shouted louder.


“You think to fight me!” Xerxes snapped his body tensing and preparing. “Are you as big a fool as you appear?”


Martin circled around Xerxes slowly. “I have never wanted to really kill a man Xerxes.” Martin spoke softly. “But you… you hold no remorse for the people you have killed; MY PEOPLE, my allies!”


“Will you order your Spartans to let me leave if I kill you?” Xerxes growled.

“No. If you kill me Xerxes they’ll disembowel you and slice you open from throat to groin and leave you to rot in the field, staked to the ground.” Martin spoke. “But you won’t kill me.”


Martin didn’t see Aricia shove her way forward with Anja next to her, their uniforms soaked with blood and sweat. He didn’t see Dysea and Isabella push their way forward looking much the same.


He didn’t see his mother move up next to Aricia.


“You are not even going to give me a chance?” Xerxes asked with an arrogant tone.


Martin grinned, his wolf fangs fully extended, his yellow/gold eyes wide. “Oh… I’m going to give you a chance Xerxes.” He spoke. “I’m going to give you the chance to beat a Leonidas without thousands of men doing your work for you. I’m going to give you the chance you never gave my father.”


“Your father could have saved his own life by submitting to me!” Xerxes roared.


“You crucified my father you motherfucker!” Martin screamed, spittle flying from his mouth, his wolf eyes blazing with hate and rage. “You took… you took my father from me! From my brother! From my mother!”

Gorgo’s eyes were wide now, tears running freely and she made to step forward. Walter’s arms stopped her. “No Gorgo!” He spoke softly wrapping his arms around her. “He needs to do this! He needs to free this hate inside or it will destroy him in the end. Only then can he truly be King.”


“You hounded my mother like an animal!” Martin screamed again. “You butchered my brother like an animal! A brother I never had the chance to know!”


The broken shaft of the Nehtes slashed forward before anyone could react and Xerxes screamed as his right arm flopped to the ground, blood spurting from the stump, the Immortal’s sword now useless.


“You took my mother from me!” Martin continued as he circled Xerxes in a blood lust unlike anything any of them had ever seen. “You took my life from me!” The Nehtes shaft snapped forward again and lopped off Xerxes other arm and he howled again, his blood pumping onto the ground beneath him as he dropped to his knees in agony.


“I changed my mind you bloodsucking vampire sonofabitch! I’m going to give you the same chance you gave my father! None!” Martin stepped forward. “This is for my brother who I will never know!” Martin stabbed Xerxes in the chest, his blood spilling out onto Martin’s hand as he wrenched the broken shaft out. “This is for my mother and everything you ever took from her!”


Martin plunged the shaft into his belly, watching as his eyes bulged out of his head unable to even scream out his agony. Martin twisted the broken shaft savagely before ripping it out of his body tearing pieces of his intestines and stomach with it.

“This is for me, and everything you have taken away from me that I will not get back!” Once more Martin plunged the shaft into Xerxes chest, twisting and sawing it side-to-side as he ripped in back out once more. “This for the soul of every one of my people you have killed in your sick perverted fucking life!”


Martin rammed the shaft into Xerxes neck, the now splinter steel driving through his thick neck and severing muscles and arteries, blood fountaining all over Martin’s uniform and the ground. He stepped back looking at Xerxes’s mangled body the fire in his eyes at their peak. “And this you sick motherfucker is for my father!”


There was a flash of silvery white light and suddenly the massive black wolf was in front of him. So enraged and focused on Xerxes, Martin did not hear the gasps of hundreds of Spartans at his size and majesty. They could only watch in awe as that raven black wolf leaned forward to stare into Xerxes face for a long moment before those massive jaws snapped open and shut with the cold finality of death. 
With a growl of the animal surging through his blood, Martin’s jaws crunched down with nearly three thousand pounds per square inch of pressure and he ripped Xerxes’s head from his shoulders with three massive and powerful shrugs of his shoulders and thick neck. The tearing of flesh was easily heard, the crunching of bone and popping cartilage even louder.


The fountain of blood announced the death of the Vampire Prince Xerxes as his body fell away quickly, long lines of blood shooting onto the ground from the shoulders that once held his head. With a mighty shake of his head Martin sent Xerxes head sailing through the air to land on the ground ten meters away, now sightless eyes staring back at him. 

ALLIANCE SPACEPORT

YURI’S DARKBROOD-CLASS FRIGATE


“Shattered our lines again Princess,” Malachi yelled from the bridge of the WING OF DEATH. They could see smoke in the background, bridge crew members running back and forth. “I have never seen them fight like this! A NOVA-Class cruiser rammed one an ORIC-Class Heavy Cruiser instead of running! They…”


Yuri watched as the monitor flickered and shuddered from Malachi’s end. There was a brilliant flash and then the transmission stopped.


“Princess!” The sensor operator gasped looking at her. “Princess… the WING OF DEATH has been destroyed!”


“Take off now!” Yuri snapped. “We’ll take our chances in the…”


[Shielded]YURI!

Yuri gasped in pain and grabbed for her head at the power of the connection, doubling over as she did. Moran reached for her.


“Yuri!” He declared openly, not caring who heard him.


[Shielded]YURI!

[Shielded]AH… get out of my head you bastard!

The pain immediately lessoned several degrees and Yuri opened her eyes quickly.


[Shielded]Your brother is dead Yuri.


[Shielded]Do you… do you expect me to mourn him passing Martin? He was just as much an animal as you are.


[Shielded] You have known all this time haven’t you Yuri? You’ve known who I was.

[Shielded] What does it matter Martin? I hate you. I hate everything you stand for. I hate your people, your stench, everything. I think you are the vilest race in the universe and I will gladly slaughter as many as I can.


[Shielded] Why didn’t you kill me Yuri? You had two years to kill me. Why didn’t you?

[Shielded] Does it matter?

[Shielded] My people have destroyed your ships Yuri. It matters if you wish to leave this planet alive.


[Shielded]You… you fascinated me. Yuri answered. You were so much like your father with your compassion and drive. It fascinated me because I wanted to see what drove you to do the things you did.


[Shielded] Tell your father Yuri. Tell your father that one day he will look over his shoulder. Tell him that day… the grandson of Resumar will be standing there, and his rule will end.

[Shielded] I will tell him Martin Leonidas.


Admiral Riall? Martin projected out now, not shielding his thoughts.


I am here sire! My King we have won!


Admiral… a High Coven ship will be lifting off from the surface in the next few minutes! It is to be allowed to leave the system under guard. It is not to be fired upon in any way, is that clear?


Sire… I don’t understand.


Escort that ship out of the system Admiral, but do not fire upon it. Are my orders clear?


Yes… yes Milord.


When you have escorted that ship out of the system Admiral please join me and my mother on the surface.


As you order sire.


[Shielded] When we next meet Yuri… you will receive no mercy from me.


[Shielded] And nor will you from I Martin Leonidas, nor will you from I.


Yuri’s eyes focused as her thoughts cleared and she looked up quickly. “Launch now! Do not wait! Launch now!”


“Princess… the Lycavorian fleet will blast us to pieces!” The Captain barked.


“No Captain we will not die! Now do as I order you fool!”


Moran stepped up to her. “Yuri?” He whispered.


Yuri looked at him. “I will explain later.” She spoke just as softly. “Trust me husband.”
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Martin Leonidas howled then, louder and longer than he had ever howled before and he felt the retribution of his father complete him. His mind felt clear and powerful, no longer filled with shadows and fog. He knew who he was now, what he was. And he embraced that knowledge as tightly as he was able.

Father! I will fight with my head father! And I will lead with my heart! Martin’s voice echoed across the plains in the minds of all those who were telepathic and he heard the loudest gasp of all come from his right.


Another flash of silvery white light and Martin staggered as he returned to human form. His Captain was there first, grabbing his exhausted King before he lost his balance.  He watched his King snatch the helmet from his head and toss it to the ground as Aricia was beside him and then Dysea and Anja, each of them holding his weight with their own.

“Martin…” Anja gasped.


“I’m… I’m ok.” He spoke raggedly. He saw an elf step forward with a canteen, and he smiled as Vengal bowed his head deeply holding the canteen out to him. Martin took it and poured it over his head, letting it wash away the blood and flesh still in his mouth. He spit on the ground several times to rid himself of the taste of Xerxes’s blood and looked at his mother.

“I’m ok…” He said softly. “I’m ok.”


Aricia released him as did the others and they watched him step up to where Gorgo looked at him, tears flowing from her eyes like a river as she gazed upon the son she thought she had lost all those centuries ago. His eyes had returned to normal now and then he was in front of her, towering over her like his father had so long ago.

Gorgo reached out tentatively her hand shaking badly. She gasped in a mixture of pain and relief as Martin snatched her hand in his and pressed it to his blood stained cheek. Gorgo could barely contain the sobs that wracked her body as the warmth of her son’s skin pulsed through her. Martin leaned forward quickly again and inhaled deeply the scent of his mother, sensations sweeping over him that he had never experienced before.


“My… my son,” Gorgo was able to force out.


Whether it was from exhaustion, or relief or pain, Martin dropped to his knees in front of his mother, tears spilling from his own eyes now and he leaned forward slowly wrapping his arms around her waist and placing his head against her chest. 

“Mother,” His voice was barely a whisper, but to Gorgo it was like a shout out of the darkness of oblivion.
She could contain it no longer and she did the one thing she had waited to do for nearly three thousand years. She wrapped her arms around the son she had lost, and then found again. Her face went to his head as she breathed deeply of his mint scent, letting it fill her lungs and her being. The connection to her past was in front of her, and Gorgo embraced it like the love she had for Riall. She could feel her mate’s love filling her with his happiness and joy at what she had re-discovered. 

“We have… we have so much to do… my King.” Gorgo whispered to him.

She felt Martin nod his head against her chest. “At this moment… I just want to be your son.” He replied to her. “And try to regain some of what I… what we lost.”

Those words made her pull his head tighter, unwilling now to let him go, and she lost herself in the feelings of being reborn and finding peace after so many years.

Peace that would not last for long.

But at least for this moment in time, it was peace she had long been denied.

