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EARTH IS NOW FREE OF THE VAMPIRE HIGH COVEN RULE.

THE COST OF LIFE WAS HIGH, TERRIBLY HIGH.

AS SHIPS FROM THE LYCAVORIAN UNION BEGIN TO ARRIVE AND EXPLORE THIS YOUNG NEW PLANET, CAN TARIFA AND AIHOLA BEGIN TO REBUILD THE PLANET WHILE THEIR OWN GHOSTS AND DEMONS THREATEN TO DRIVE A WEDGE BETWEEN THEM FOREVER.

AS MARTIN STRUGGLES WITH THE DUTIES AS KING, FIGHTING WITH HIS DECISION TO ALLOW YURI TO ESCAPE, HE FACES HIS FIRST REAL CHALLENGE. A CHALLENGE THAT COULD MEAN THE END OF THEM ALL.
A FEMALE ELF, LAST IN THE LINEAGE OF ELFIN ROYAL BLOOD, HAS BEEN CAPTURED. IT WAS MARTIN’S DECISION THAT ALLOWED HER CAPTORS TO ESCAPE, AND WHILE HER ELFIN FAMILY APPLIES POLITICAL PRESSURE TO THE ALREADY HEATED EVENTS DUE TO THE POSITION SHE WAS MEANT TO TAKE, MARTIN MUST FIND A WAY TO RESCUE OR KILL HER BECAUSE OF THE SECRETS SHE CARRIES WITHIN HER.

AND AN ENEMY FROM AN AGE LONG PAST WILL COME FORWARD, ENFORCING A BLOOD OATH SWORN AGAINST HIS GRANDFATHER NEARLY TEN THOUSAND YEARS AGO. 

IT IS A BLOOD OATH THAT WILL TAKE FROM HIM THE QUEEN HE TREASURES AND LOVES MOST OF ALL. 
IN AN ACT OF BETRAYAL SHE CAN NOT FIGHT, SHE WILL BECOME THE MATE TO A BITTER ENEMY THAT IS EVERY BIT AS EVIL AS THE HIGH COVEN AND EVEN MORE RUTHLESS. 
AN ENEMY OF HIS OWN KIND.
AS HIS QUEEN STRUGGLES WITH THE CONSEQUENCES OF HER BETRAYAL AND CONTEMPLATES TAKING HER OWN LIFE, MARTIN MUST RISK EVERYTHING, LOVE, INJURY, WAR AND EVEN DEATH IN AN ATTEMPT TO INSURE HIS NEW EMPIRE DOES NOT CRUMBLE FROM WITHIN.

IT HAS BECOME PERSONAL.

IT HAS BECOME A SPARTAN’S WAR.

CHAPTER ONE

EDEN CITY
ONE WEEK AFTER THE BATTLE OF FREEDOM’S PLAIN

There was not much left that wasn’t touched by destruction in some manner. The High Coven frigate had laid waste to Eden City in a way their ground artillery couldn’t. His home was destroyed, one of the thousands across the landscape of the city, the buildings and skyscrapers they had built in the past year now nothing but rubble, broken glass and twisted steel. He felt a pang of regret touch him as he gazed on the city below him.

His city.


It had been slightly more than a year since he had returned to earth after the passing of the comet. That hunk of ice and gas that had passed between earth and the moon had set in motion a chain of events that had brought him five hundred years into the future, into a world he could never have imagined, and it had irreparably altered the course of his life forever. That comet had brought him the answers to the questions that had plagued him throughout his thirty-three years of life. Well… the thirty-three years he knew about anyway he mused. 

The questions he had asked his whole life about who he was and more importantly what he was.  
A year ago if someone would have told him he was actually three thousand and twenty-five years old and he was actually a wolf that could take the form of a man he would have attempted to have that person committed, if he hadn’t shot the person for being insane first. Martin Leonidas couldn’t contain the small chuckle that escaped his lips at that thought.
 He was a werewolf. 
The mythical creature from ancient earth history meant to terrorize small children in stories and movies and nightmares. And not just any common horror story werewolf, but a werewolf that wasn’t even from this planet. Martin Leonidas shook his head gently as he sipped the mug of strong coffee he held in his hand. 

He had begun life under the impression he was a man genetically created to be a superior soldier, crossbred with animal DNA to make him stronger, faster and harder to kill. If he had known the truth then, he had no doubts he would have gone insane. He discovered at a young age that he had the ability to focus his mind and shift his physical form into that of a very large, raven black wolf. There were two others that discovered this ability the same time he did, and they were told by the man who supposedly created them it was due to their animal DNA. Even then part of him didn’t believe that. 

When the Genome genetic program begun by the United States began to unravel and their super soldiers began to mentally snap at an alarming rate, Martin and the two others like him acted. By now he was leading a team of elite Navy SEALS, all genetically enhanced soldiers, and when they saw what was afflicting the other genomes, Martin and the others took it upon themselves to bite their team mates and make them something different, passing on their genes through their salvia and blood. In essence he created the first full fledged werewolf unit in the world.

Or so he thought.

The comet had changed all that, as well as his perceptions on everything he had ever believed.

They had been assigned as the security force for an International Base on the moon. EDEN it had been called. When the comet had passed between the earth and the moon, gravitational forces generated by the comet began their history altering events. The moon’s rotation came to a halt, while the earth’s rotation increased. Martin didn’t pretend to understand it, but when all was said and done, they had come four hundred and seventy-eight years into the future, and the world as they once knew it no longer existed.

Those first few hours were the worse, everyone and everything they had known was now gone with no way to get it back. Their first mission back to earth resulted in the discovery of things that had once only existed in their legends and minds. A hundred new species of elves now inhabited the earth, not to mention many not so nice creatures and genetically engineered beasts that had been created to serve the High Coven. 

The Vampire High Coven or The Alliance as it was called on earth. More creatures that had once existed only in movies and books, and they were far more sinister and vile than he had ever known. Martin had never believed that earth was the center of the universe or that life existed only on this planet. Yet what he had discovered in the last year went far beyond the breadth of that belief.

He was a Lycavorian… a werewolf… and his people were not from this world. They had come to earth as early as 950 B.C. earth time, to hide and escape the persecution and slavery that the High Coven had inflicted on them. In 519 B.C., in an act to save their last hope, the Lycavorian King had ordered his unborn son and ten thousand other fetuses spirited away to earth to hide and perhaps one day return and save their people. That unborn son and those with him were implanted into the wombs of ten thousand women of the Greek City State of Sparta, and so began the true history of Sparta, and not the one told in ancient earth history books.

That unborn son became King of Sparta, the most militaristic state in the area, and also the most brutally efficient and deadly. The Spartan mystique was advanced even more with the countless victories they had over the years, even before the rise of that King. When he took power they were elevated to the status of legend.

The history books still considered it one of the most brilliant displays of courage and fighting skill even to this day, The Battle of Thermopylae and the stand of the 300 Spartans. King Leonidas had led three hundred of his Spartans and several thousand allies to stand against the invading Persian army. They held out for three days, slaughtering close to fifty thousand Persian soldiers, nearly half of them vampires. King Leonidas knew what he was… who he was, and he knew who the Persian leader was as well. Xerxes was the son of the Vampire High Lord. When Leonidas refused to bow to the Vampire Prince, a rebellion that still waged across the stars to this day began. Leonidas had two sons, one who was but a child when he died, the other still within his mother’s womb.

Martin was that unborn son. He was the son of the Spartan King and a Lycavorian. And now he had taken his father’s place as the King of Sparta, and of the Lycavorian people.

“Talk about out of this world.” Martin muttered to himself as he let his eyes wander back to the landscape of the city below him. 

He wore only a loose fitting pair of black pants, his upper body bare. The sculpted muscle was reminiscent of the sculptures of the Greek Gods Achilles and Hercules. His six foot two frame was deeply tanned, the muscles lean and ripped to perfection. His black hair hung almost to his shoulders now, his goatee neatly trimmed and evenly layered. His eyes were deep dark brown pools of liquid that could pierce your soul if he so desired. Black flame tattoos extended up his arms and across his shoulders as well as across his rippled abdomen. The result of a drinking binge in Taiwan so many years ago that it seemed like forever. He now had half a dozen scars in the last year along to add to the collection that adorned his body.
Nauta Melme? (Bounded Love)The soft female voice slipped into his thoughts with ease, like soft wind chimes coming together in the breeze and Martin Leonidas turned slowly. 
Did elves exist? All Martin had to do to answer that question was to look at the five foot seven frame of the female that stepped onto the patio with him. Her platinum hair hung to the middle of her back, long since washed of the blood and grime from a week ago. Her deeply tanned skin was flawless like soft satin, and the sheet wrapped around her did nothing to hide the lean muscular figure that spoke of pleasures Martin had explored many times since she had come into his life. He watched her step out fully onto the patio, one hand gripping the mug of coffee like him, the other going up to tuck her silky hair behind the one thing that made her so very different. Her ears were elegantly rounded and almost three inches in length, curving gently to a point. 
This delicious woman was an elf. And not just any elf female, but she was his Queen, his lover and one of the deadliest females walking the planet right now.
Melda Min. (Beloved One) He told her as she stepped up to him on his left side and snuggled her lush body up against him.

We wondered where you went. Dysea spoke softly as she sipped her coffee.

Martin turned as the two remaining women who shared his life and his bed stepped onto the patio, both with coffee in their hands. 

Anja… her Persian red hair shining in the rising sun wore only one of his old buttoned down shirts, the tails of the shirt falling to her firm tanned thighs. He had known Anja the longest of any of his Queens… their relationship progressing through many natural and unnatural obstacles before they both realized they were meant to be together. She was the shortest of the three at only five foot three, but she was all muscle and curves, her large breasts straining against the confines of his old shirt. Her soft jade green eyes bespoke of great intelligence and compassion, and it suited her since she was the most skilled doctor and genetics engineer Martin had ever met. Many took her short stature as an advantage for them and tried to intimidate her because of this. They soon realized that Anja had the shortest temper of all of them when it came to arrogant and pompous men and women, and she was also one of the most lethal women walking the planet at this time.
Then there was Aricia.

Martin inhaled her lavender coco scent deeply as she moved around in front of him while Anja took much the same position as Dysea on his opposite side. Aricia was wrapped in a similar sheet as Dysea and she pressed back against him holding her coffee with both hands. She was the youngest of his Queens, but she was also a Pureblood Lycavorian like himself, and it was Aricia who could make his wolf blood sizzle like no one else. Her five foot seven height was all muscle and firm lush flesh, having been born in the city of Sparta. Even today the men and the women still trained intensely, forging their bodies into temples. Aricia’s hair match Martin’s in its blackness and it fell even longer than Dysea’s to the middle of her perfectly shaped buttocks. Her skin was tanned to almost a bronze color, her cheekbones high and regal. Yet it was her eyes that caused Martin’s heart to do little flips every time he looked into them. A sparkling azure blue color that never ceased to look upon him with love and the promise of pleasures unlike he would ever experience.

As she pressed back against him Martin dropped his head lower and gently nuzzled Aricia’s neck, hearing her sigh in blissful contentment. He did the same with Anja and then Dysea, nuzzling her sensitive elf ears and watching as her eyes closed in warmth and love.

Martin loved them all with every fiber of his being, but as his free arm draped over Aricia’s shoulder and she nuzzled his forearm, pulling his arm closer across her firm breasts, he knew that Aricia was the one he could not survive without. She was of his kind, a Lycavorian and a Pureblood, and she held a part of him that Anja and Dysea would never have. They knew this fact of course and it mattered not to them. They all loved Martin with everything that they were, and that love was returned to them by him, and it also extended to each other as well. They shared the same bed, the same man and each other, and were not in the least bit shy or ashamed of that fact. All of them knew it was meant to be. All of them knew they would add one more before they were fully complete, but that would come about of its own accord.

I wanted to watch the sun come up. Martin told them.

This is how they spoke when it was just the four of them. Lycavorians were all telepathic, some more powerful than others, and it allowed them to communicate with their minds. When Martin had turned Dysea and Anja they too had absorbed this ability, and now they were the four most powerful telepaths on earth and with few exceptions, anywhere in the universe. Their people called it Mindvoice and it is how they had chosen to speak with each other when they were alone. It brought them closer together.
Would you like to try again? Anja asked with a small laugh.

Tell others that my love… Aricia spoke now. Do not try and tell us the same thing. What are you thinking about? Share it with us.

I’m thinking about… I’m thinking about all that we have lost to get to this point. Martin replied knowing he could never lie to them.

Yes. Dysea spoke evenly. She had been a Queen before, and would be again, of far more people and worlds, but she was also the most politically astute of them. We have lost much, but we have gained so much more Nauta Melme.
Have we? Martin asked gently, Anari; Dekton; Julie; Tari; Eden City in ruins, almost four hundred thousand dead, equal that wounded. He shook his head. That does not include the thirteen thousand Spartans and twenty odd ships that were destroyed. I’ve never… I’ve never been responsible for the loss of so many who follow me.
Nauta Melme… you did not force this upon anyone. Do you think we did not feel the pride that swept the field that day? Those who fought beside you, Spartan and elf and man, they wanted to be there. It was their choice. Just as it is their choice to remain here within this city we have built and return it to what it was. And even more. 
We have waited so long for you to come to us my love. Aricia spoke softly, pulling his arm tighter around her, Our own people… the elves. You are our King and we would die for you.

What if I don’t want people willing to die for me Aricia?

Aricia didn’t turn her head to look at him. What if the sun did not come up in the morning? Or set in the afternoon? There are some things that we can not change Martin. You are the son of King Leonidas. You are the King our people have waited over three thousand years for. You are the King the elves have waited five hundred years for. 

They don’t follow you because of who you are Marty. Anja spoke now, pressing her body tighter to him. They follow you because of what you represent. 
What do I represent?
Hope. Aricia said. Just as your father represented hope. Your aura projects hope my love, hope for the future, for the present. It inspires everyone around you to do more than they thought they could. You… you make them better. That is why they follow you, and that is why they will die for you.

Martin leaned over and nuzzled the back of her neck. How exactly did I manage to come across you three again?

We were asking ourselves that same question last night. Anja spoke. We were wondering whether we should trade up for a better model maybe. The one we have has been decidedly lacking in attention giving the last couple of days.
Martin turned his head to look at her, and Anja smiled when she saw his eyes change to those yellow/gold orbs they all adored so much. Martin lowered his psychic shields and hit them with the full force of his Alpha wolf aura. He saw Anja’s eyes close in instant arousal and felt both Aricia and Dysea push back against him as it swept through them with love, hunger and desire.

I’ll show you attention! Martin snapped.

Aricia let out a small yelp of surprise when he lifted her into his arms and tossed her over his shoulder as he turned. Anja and Dysea were already scrambling back into their borrowed home giggling like school girls.

Melyanna what have you done? Dysea teased as they saw him following them quickly. You’ve created a beast!
Anja chuckled. I guess we’ll have to surrender to this beast and tame him then.

They turned to watch him enter the small room and slam his hand against the panel on the side closing the door. He and Aricia were already locked in a blistering kiss that was sending heated waves of passion and hunger through both their auras and passing it to Anja and Dysea. They looked at one another with hunger in their eyes now.

I like the beast. Dysea spoke.

LYCAVORIAN LEONIDAS-CLASS ATTACK CRUISER

LEONIDAS I

ORBITING EARTH


Martin still could not believe he was walking on a starship.


And not just any starship; but a starship that bore his father’s name, and a starship that was nearly two thousand meters long. He had almost hyperventilated when he first came up to this ship three days ago, and his mind was still attempting to grasp the sheer size of it. Not to mention the hundred and thirteen other ships of equal or slightly smaller size. The remainder of the Lycavorian Home Guard Fleet had broken all engineering protocols in reaching earth when they did, burning out what Martin now knew were the LSD coils of their ships. The Light Speed Drive coils that allowed them to move through the stars at faster than light velocity. Riall had told him what they had done to reach earth as they had, breaking all known speed records not to mention dozens of engineering violations. 


Martin watched his mother’s mate as he led them through the long corridors, ignoring the looks of shock and awe he got from the crewmen they passed. Andreus found it quite amusing as he walked beside his King. He had developed a unique relationship with the King he would die so willingly for. Martin held nothing back from him, and in some respects Andreus was his single most important confidant. Part of that Andreus knew was due to his sister being one of Martin’s Queens, but the largest part was that he and his King had been together for almost a full year now, and in that time they had survived enough to last ten years and they had formed a bond that would never be broken.


Riall waved his hand over the small panel on the bulkhead and the doors slid open to reveal a small greeting room that connected to the larger conference room with earth as its backdrop. Martin wasn’t staring at the blue green planet below as he entered the room; he was gazing at the dark haired beauty that was his mother. 

Riall watched with a smile as his young King strode across the room and lifted his mother into his arms, hugging her tightly and breathing of her warm spice scent. Gorgo for her part could not contain the smile that split her face as she embraced the broad shoulders of the son she had thought lost nearly three thousand years ago. They had hardly been apart the last few days, attempting to regain what the Coven had taken from them. Gorgo was no longer afraid to speak of her love of Leonidas or Martin’s older brother who was murdered by the High Coven. Her love for Riall was strong enough to withstand anything now as they had been mated for over two thousand years, and she had regaled her lost son for hours with the answers to all of the questions he had longed to have answered.

Martin set his mother down and looked at her. “It’s been a long time mother.” He said.


Gorgo laughed and squeezed his arm. “It was only eight hours my son. Even we wolves must sleep.” She replied.


Martin nodded slowly. “Yeah… well sleep’s overrated right now.”


“We will have many more hours together Martin. There is so much I want to show you. And you must meet your brothers and sisters when we return to Apo Prime.” Gorgo said sniffing the air around him. “And you need to stop pestering your Queens and get some sleep. You have bags under your eyes and…”

“Gorgo… he is a grown man.” Riall stepped forward now. “And I don’t see the Queens beating him away with sticks either.”


Martin turned to look at Riall. “They did this morning.” He spoke with a grin.


Gorgo rolled her eyes and shoved him away, “Men!” She exclaimed. “You Alphas are all the same! Where is Aricia? I would rather spend time with her than listen to you to speak of your conquests.”

Martin chuckled. “She’s helping Anja and Dysea in the main hospital.” He answered.


“Good… then I get to spend time with all of my son’s Queens.” Gorgo spoke as she headed for the door. 


Martin looked at Riall as she left the conference room. “I don’t know whether that’s a good thing or a bad thing.” He said.


Riall smiled at his comment. “After two thousand three hundred years I still ask myself that same question sire when she tells me that.”

Martin looked at him for a long moment. “I can feel the happiness and love in her for you Riall. Please don’t think that my returning from the dead has changed that.”

Riall shook his head and moved closer. “Your mother loved your father sire. With all that she was. We traveled on that ship for nearly two hundred years together and not a day went by after you were placed in the sleep chamber that she was not beside you for at least part of the day. When she lost you… I did not think she would survive. She is far stronger than I sire, and I count myself blessed to have her love now.” He smiled and motioned with his arm into the larger conference room. “Perhaps if you’ll allow me sometime I will tell you of our early time together, but for now the others are waiting sire.”


Martin took a deep breath and walked into the larger conference room where he saw Daniel speaking with Walter at one end of the table. General Vistr who he had met on the surface and Admiral Ceneu were present, as were two other men.


Legsim got to his feet as the son of Leonidas entered the room and he was struck by the incredible similarities between father and son. There were many images of the senior Leonidas, and with the exception of the length of his hair, this young man could have been him. He stepped into the middle of the floor and watched as Martin went to where Daniel and Walter were getting to their feet. He and the giant black man embraced like brothers Legsim saw, and he saw that the rumors and stories that had been circulating were true. These two men were like brothers of the blood, and nothing would keep them apart. Legsim was fascinated with Daniel, as he had not one, but two female elves as mates. The stunningly beautiful red haired female that he had turned and the enticing dark skinned Drow. And if the rumor was true, Daniel’s two mates were similar to Martin’s three Queens in that they were not shy about the affection they shared for each other.

The Drow elves had become something of a treasure to those elves within the fleet. The Lycavorian Union did not have elves with such unique coloring, especially of their shimmering white hair. That they were as lethal as they were unique made them very popular among the elves in the fleet, and they could be found among these Drow whenever he saw them on the surface.

“Sire this is Ambassador Legsim… the elfin representative to the Union Senate.” Riall spoke as he motioned to Legsim.


Martin looked at the tall male elf and held out his hand. “Ambassador… it’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance. I understand I have you to thank for landing your ship where you did and ordering your gunners to provide us support.”


Legsim bowed his head slightly. “It seemed like the right thing to do sire.”


Martin nodded. “It helped save our asses.” He said.


Legsim looked at him, “Milord?” He asked.


Riall smiled. “I have discovered Legsim that the King has a unique vocabulary we will have to grow accustomed to over time. His comment was a show of thanks and respect.”


Legsim smiled and nodded, “Thank you sire.” 


Martin looked at him and nodded. “I got a lot to learn I guess uhu?” He spoke.


Legsim looked at Martin somewhat startled, “Sire…” He said after a moment. “Perhaps not so much as you might believe.” 


Riall squeezed Martin’s arm pulling him away from Legsim. “Sire… this is First Commander Ranati. I took the liberty of assigning him to your personal team. Your Royal Captain tells me you have your own personal group of seven that you prefer to work with. Ranati will be able to answer most questions you might have.”


Martin nodded to the Lycavorian man. “Welcome aboard.”


“Thank you sire,” The young man asked, looking a little shell shocked to be in such a position. He was a junior First Commander of Intelligence, and had been stunned when Riall came to him to fill this position until they returned to Apo Prime.


Martin nodded and went to the table where he settled into the chair between Walter and Daniel, surprising those in the room. Ceneu looked at him.


“Sire… you… you should sit at the head of the table.” He spoke. 


Martin looked at him. He knew who the reptilian looking Admiral was now, he was kind of hard to forget, but Martin had taken a liking to him for his blunt nature and straight talking mannerisms. “Why?”


“You are King.” Ceneu spoke as if this was obvious to anyone. “It is your… it is your right and your station.”


Martin leaned forward across the shiny steel grey marble top of the table. “Ok… let’s get something straight right now.” Martin spoke calmly. “I’m King… I get that part… really I do. Helen… The Oracle… she made me realize that, but I am not a fucking god, so please stop tap dancing around me concerning all things! We got business, so let’s get to it!”


This shocked everyone in the room except Walter and Daniel, who had smiles on their faces. Legsim settled into his chair with his own smile forming on his face. This was going to be an experience he would remember for quite some time.


Ceneu got to his feet quickly and went to the map chart on the wall. “Milord… we have completed repairs to all ships damaged in the battle. The rest of the Home Guard Fleet has arrived in system and I have deployed them in a standard planetary defensive grid. Two additional Fleet Groups have departed Apo Prime and will arrive in four days, following our route.”


“So fast?” Walter asked from his chair.

“They left three days after we did Senior Polemarch.” Ceneu replied. “Prime Minister Deia felt that you would want to secure earth permanently sire.”


Martin nodded. “I do.”


Ceneu nodded. “The two Fleet Groups will be accompanied by a hundred Class Six cargo ships bringing food, medical supplies, and building materials. Four of the six major Engineering Corporations in the Union are sending large work forces to begin building defensive platforms and a Jump Gate to connect with the corridors already established. They will also lend their skill to the skilled men and women you already have here sire. What you built here Milord, the city below, in only a year? It was truly a work of genius. The Prime Minister also sent the three most qualified individuals she could find that you can consider for Earth’s Governor. She…”


“Wait… what was that?” Martin asked quickly. “Earth’s Governor?”


Legsim nodded. “Every planet within the Union is allowed to choose a Governor to oversee the disposition of forces and trade routes and such Milord. It’s a fairly mundane position, but it carries some prestige to it.”


Martin shook his head. “Earth already has a Governor, if that’s what you are calling it, three of them in fact.”


Riall leaned forward sensing he was about to tread very thin ice with his King over this. He had noticed over the last few days that the son of Leonidas abhorred any type of political posturing and favors. “The Prime Minister felt it would be prudent to have someone… more experienced to handle things sire.”

Martin shook his head again. “Tarifa, Aihola and Selene have my full and complete trust. They will be the ones in charge when I leave.”


Ceneu looked at him, pressing further. “Sire… one… one of the female elves you speak of…” This news caused Legsim to look at Martin surprised. He had talked briefly with the female elf Tarifa and found her to be competent, but he hadn’t known the King was going to eave them in charge. “She is a…”


Martin nodded. “Yep… she’s a vampire. And her Drow lover is a vampire. And Aihola is half vampire and Tarifa is now one of us. I get that entirely Admiral. Tarifa was and is a Queen in her own right, as is Aihola. Selene is one of the finest administrators I’ve ever seen, and between the three of them I have no doubt they can handle whatever might come up.”


Legsim leaned forward now. “Sire… these… these positions also have some political importance.”


“I thought you said it was a mundane job.” Martin said looking at him.


“It is sire… but it does give the individual certain…”


“Certain what… Ambassador Legsim?” Martin asked his eyes steely.


“Certain political clout sire,” Legsim replied unfazed.


Martin sat back in his chair and nodded his head. “So they are positions of favor really?” He said, “Rewards for being good little boys and girls.”


Legsim nodded, “Harshly put sire, but technically accurate.” He answered. “The three individuals Deia is sending were next in line for such a position.”

“Tough!” Martin spoke. “They can suck it up and drive on. Tarifa, Aihola and Selene will govern Earth, period. There will be no discussion there and the Oracle is already making plans to have homes built for them in Sparta. They will be going back and forth between Eden City and Sparta. Sparta will hold all the Senate meetings and Council deliberations, while Eden City will be the actual seat of power. They will decide what is in Earth’s best interests, and no one else. What’s next?”


“We must discuss what to do about Commander For’mya.” Vistr spoke up quickly, unable to contain himself any longer.


Martin looked at him, “Who?”


Ceneu looked at him. “We are still gathering information on that Vistr!” He hissed through his reptilian lips.

“He needs to know.” Vistr snapped right back.


“What do I need to know?” Martin asked looking at Riall. “Who is this For’mya?”


“Sire… we are still collecting the facts and…” Riall answered. 


“Who is he?” Martin snapped now, losing his patience because everyone was still trying to protect him.


Legsim leaned forward. “Who is she Milord.” He corrected him. His hand went to the panel on the table and typed quickly. He motioned to the screen that lifted from the table in front of Martin. “Star Commander For’mya. She is the most senior STRIKER AT pilot in the Union. The very best, though I do understand your personal pilot is unbelievably skilled as well. She is one thousand three hundred nineteen years old, single…”


“Not surprising with her attitude.” Vistr muttered.


Legsim ignored him and continued. “She speaks four languages, has a degree in both Singularity Physics and Hyperspatial Engineering and a Level Nine Clearance.”


Martin looked at the image of the incredibly beautiful female elf, with her golden blond hair and dark eyes. The dark gray uniform she wore hugged her figure like a glove in all the right places and Martin found himself admiring her assets. She was every bit as beautiful as Dysea, but she was not his Melda Min. He nodded and looked up. “Ok… what about her.”


“She is the daughter of Minister L’tian, the great grandson of the elfin King that Veldruk assassinated when he conquered my home world.” Legsim replied. “L’tian is a very powerful Minister with our hierarchy, and he has many friends in high places.”


Martin leaned forward. “Ok… drop the other bomb. Why do we need to talk about this woman?”


“She helped design the STRIKERs sire, so she has an intimate knowledge of how we use them, and how to fight and defeat them. They are one of our biggest ground weapons against the Coven, as they have not been able to field a ship anywhere near as close to the STRIKER in capability.” Riall spoke now, feeling no need to hold back. “She is also privy to quite a few new weapons systems that are not yet common knowledge, as well as some very sensitive intelligence information.”


Martin nodded. “I got that part… she’s important. What do I need to know?”


“She… she was captured sire.” Riall finally spoke. “She was captured while helping to repair the shield tower near the airfield. Apparently one of their cloned vampire troops was able to surprise her, feed on her enough to heal her wounds and then steal one of the vehicles nearby. We tracked the vehicle to a point fifty-six kilometers west of Eden City where we found the trooper’s body and detected signs of one of these Raptors landing. We lost the trail there. However we detected an abnormal lifesign reading on Yuri’s ship as we escorted her out of the system. We didn’t think anything of it until Vistr informed us she had been taken.”

Martin sat back in his chair holding up his hand. “And I let Yuri just walk right out of the system.” He spoke disgust with himself in his voice.


“It… it would appear so Milord.” Riall spoke evenly. “Sire you didn’t know… you couldn’t have known.”


“The better question is what do we do?” Legsim spoke quickly. “I don’t particularly like L’tian but he has many friends and For’mya is his only remaining child. And you all know what else she represents.”


“That is not important at the moment.” Riall spoke only Walter catching the look Riall passed to Legsim. “Sire… she is the last in the royal bloodline of the elfin family. Her father is powerful and he will not be happy in the least about this. He will demand that we find her and bring her back.”


“She’s one person.” Daniel spoke now as Martin sat back in his chair. “As much as I find the idea reprehensible, she is only one person and you don’t risk everything for one soldier, no matter how important.” 

“We can not scour the universe for her!” Ceneu spoke in agreement. “Yes she is a fine pilot… yes she is important… but she is not invaluable! We can change mission codes and plans, everything she was involved in we can alter safely, and I have already started doing that. They will get nothing from her that they can use.”


“If it appears we are doing nothing to either find or rescue her,” Legsim spoke. “L’tian could make some very large political waves for the King and the Prime Minister.”


Martin looked at him, “Because I let Yuri go.” He said.


Legsim nodded. “If it is discovered you let the High Lord’s daughter escape, after you had already killed Xerxes and had her trapped, questions will be asked. We had her within our grasp sire, and you let her go. That does not look good.”


Martin nodded. “No shit!” He spoke.


Legsim looked at him, “Sire… why did you let her escape?”


“That is not for us to know!” Riall snapped. “He is King and he…”


“She let me live.” Martin spoke bringing silence to the room.


Legsim looked at him, “Sire?”


“She knew who I was for a long time.” Martin spoke softly. “She was with me on EDEN for almost two years before the comet, knowing who and what I was even when I did not. We had a… a relationship. She had two years to kill me and she let me live.”


Legsim was silent for a long moment before nodding his head. “I would suggest that information stay within this room. I understand now why you did this sire, and in your position, I might have done the same thing. Others will not be as understanding.”


“So what can we do?” Martin asked quickly. “I got her into this. It’s my fault she was taken. What can I do to fix it?”


Vistr looked at Riall. “The vampire spy we captured.” He spoke. “We should interrogate her.”

“What spy?” Martin asked.


Vistr looked at him. “When your Major O’Connell returned to Eden City he had a vampire spy with him. We have looked for her for some time, and surprisingly she surrendered to us without a fight. She was in the company of a Hadarian as well, a member of her gang so to speak.”


“When did you capture her?” Martin asked.


“The same day that Major O’Connell returned.” Vistr spoke. “She was with him as I said.”


“We don’t know what she might be involved in.” Riall spoke. “She has been known to us for a number of years, but it seems she is as much wanted by the Coven as she is by us. It is hard to really tell where her allegiances are. She has been very calm since we captured her… surprisingly so as I said… stating only that she wished to speak with the King. With you sire. She says she knows you from long ago. What did she say her name was Vistr?”


“Yuko… Yuriko or something like that?”


Martin’s eyes grew very wide at this and he came to his feet, as did Walter right next to him, “Yuriko?” Walter gasped.


Vistr nodded. “Yes I believe that is what she is calling herself now. Why? Is this of importance?”


Martin looked at Walter. “Walter?”


“You must remember Martin… I did not see her for ten years after the comet passed.” He spoke. “When I did and inquired of Yuriko she told me only that she had died.”


Martin looked at Riall. “Where is she?”


“Sire she is… what is wrong?”


“Where is she?” Martin demanded.


“In the brig Milord,” Riall answered.

Martin bolted for the door.


Yuriko sat up quickly when she heard the deep voice echo down the corridor.


“I said open the damn security grid!”


Yuriko got slowly to her feet as the shimmering blue field barring her cell disappeared. She recognized that voice. She would recognize that voice until the day she died. It was the voice of the only man to ever show her an ounce of kindness.


“Yuriko!” The voice echoed urgently in the corridor and she moved forward tentatively. She stepped into the brig corridor and saw him looking into empty cells, the Spartan she now knew as the Queen’s brother his constant shadow.


“I… I am here father.” Yuriko let the words out softly, knowing he would hear them with his acute wolf ears.


Martin froze as he was stepping into the empty cell when he heard her speak those words. He turned quickly and saw the attractive young woman standing in the center of the corridor. He took several steps forward and stopped, gazing at her intently.


“Yuriko?” He asked softly.


She smiled slowly feeling the emotions she had held in all these years bubbling to the surface. “I have… I have grown since you last saw me.” She managed to speak as he grew closer.


“Sire!” Andreus barked moving to come between him and the vampire female.


Martin held up his hand stopping him. “No Andreus.” He said. “She is not an enemy. Are you Yuriko?”


“I have waited a very long time to hear my name pass from your lips again.” Yuriko spoke softly. “I did not think it would ever happen.” She stepped closer wary of his Spartan Guard. “You are the only person I have ever known who showed… who showed me kindness without question, without regard.”


Martin was in front of her now and she looked up into his face, almost no different than she remembered it. “Yuri was not your mother was she?”


Yuriko shook her head slowly. “She killed my parents and took me. I am… I am a vampire, a Pureblood... I will not deny that. She needed me to get close to you, to play a part. I was so young… I did not… I did not even know what I was. I… she never showed me kindness unless you were there, never one word. She…”


Martin reached up and put his fingers to her lips stopping her, “Stop Yuriko.” He said softly. 

“I… you…”


Martin wrapped his arms around Yuriko and pulled her into the embrace she had wanted for so long, and she finally let the tears she had held back for five centuries come forth as she felt those arms envelope her in their protective shield.


“You took the place of her father Martin Leonidas.” Isabella’s voice echoed from behind them.


Martin turned and saw her approach. He had seen her very briefly after the battle and the next day, but she had remained on the ship since then not showing herself. He watched her walk forward confidently. 


Isabella.


Princess of the Vampire High Coven and daughter to his mortal enemy, Isabella stood five foot eight without the two inch heeled combat boots she wore. The matte black body armor conformed to her extremely shapely figure like a glove, accenting her long lean legs and large breasts. Her black hair fell around her porcelain like beauty, cascading past her shoulders in flowing waves. Martin saw the twin knives she wore on her thighs, and then looked into her hazel/green eyes.


“I was only just made aware that she was here.” Isabella spoke looking at Yuriko as she sobbed gently in Martin’s embrace. “I was coming to see her.”


Yuriko pushed away from him the tears streaking her face. “There… there is something you must know.” She gasped.


“Yuriko you don’t have to…” Martin began.


“NO… I must tell you.” Yuriko said urgently. “I have been looking for… for my sister while I waited for the moon to finally return to its normal rotation and allow you to come back to Earth. That is why your people know me.”


Martin shook his head. “I don’t understand.” He said.


“She is not truly my sister… father… but I helped to raise her because Yuri would not.” Yuriko spoke seeing that he did not flinch when she called him that again. “When… when she began to show the signs, Yuri was enraged and sent her away! She sold her into slavery Martin! I could not protect her because I was too young and not strong enough. I… I have been searching for her ever since.”


“Show what signs Yuriko? What are you talking about?” Martin asked.


Isabella gasped and reached out to put her hand on Yuriko’s shoulder. “Yuriko… are you saying what I think you are saying?”


Yuriko nodded quickly. “She is Yuri’s child.” She turned to look up into Martin’s face. “A child of Yuri’s blood Martin.”


“And this is important why?” Martin asked. “I don’t really care that the bitch had a child! I…”


“The blood of the wolf burns in her veins as well Martin.” Yuriko spoke seeing him look at her with wide eyes, “Your blood. You… you are her father. Her name is Lisisa.”

PLANET ENURRUA

THREE LIGHT YEARS OUTSIDE LYCAVORIAN UNION SPACE

BORDER OF THE WILDS

The planet was reddish/blue in color from space, mainly due to the fact that a quarter of the planet had been bombarded from orbit hundreds of years ago. Great craters could be seen from space, the positioning of these craters signaling an intentional systematic bombardment of the surface for some reason. The remainder of the planet was filled with lush forests and mountains and two large oceans that stretched thousands of kilometers across. 

There were nine main cities and dozens of villages dotting the landscape, all very modern and state of the art with skyscrapers reaching into the sky and thousands of hover car lanes at every level. Trees grew hundreds of feet high and the mountains reached into the clouds far in the distance, giving the cities a breathtaking view of the surrounding area.

The estate sat apart from the main city of Atlatus ten kilometers in the distance. It was a beautiful combination of ancient rocks and modern steel and glass, much like the buildings in the distant city. There was a large wall surrounding the estate with what appeared to be some sort of anti-aircraft batteries on it, though they looked to have not been used in many years. The massive gates slid aside easily, recessing into the thick wall as the Runecutter drove easily into the wide opening followed by the large truck like hover vehicle called a Scytherover. It was a heavy duty vehicle built to carry thousands of metric tons on cargo, but this night it carried only one thing.

The creature was easily fourteen feet long from the end of its large oval nostrils to the tip of its bony mallet like tail. Its body was thick and muscular with four limbs and three digits on each clawed foot that ended in long curved talons. Its translucent scales were the color of obsidian, the membranous crest running from the base of its skull down its back to the tip of its tail. The long muzzle was open revealing dozens of razor like teeth, the thick tongue flopped onto the rear deck of the Scytherover; its two sand colored eyes open in death. The wide-set wings on its back ran from its shoulders to its hips though now they were ripped and torn asunder. Two long bony horns extended from the back of the creature’s head curving slightly upward. There were also two large holes in its broad muscular chest that still seeped pinkish colored blood.
As the vehicles stopped in front of the entrance to the estate’s main home, three men pulled themselves from the Runecutter while the fourth joined them as he exited the house and walked down the stairs.

“They said the hunt was successful father.” The tall man who had come from the house spoke as he closed on the other three.

The most muscular of the three men nodded and moved his armored form to the rear of the Scytherover. “Indeed Joric.”

The younger man peered into the lighted rear portion of the Scytherover, his dark eyes going wide. “You got him?”

The older man grunted, the moon reflecting off the gray in his dark hair. “An Obsidian Heavyhorn, the same one that has been terrorizing the western settlements. It took me two rounds to kill him after I shredded his wings.”
“Impressive father,” The young man spoke studying the dead animal carefully. “He’s young, barely three seasons old it looks like, but he will make a fine trophy.”

“Yes he will. He was protecting a nest, but we saw no eggs. Inform the Tafa families to have their warriors begin searching the valleys near the settlement.” The man ordered. “If his mate was nearby she has either already laid the eggs or is very close. We can catch her easily either way. The eggs of a Heavyhorn will bring a tidy profit once they are boiled and polished.”

“I’ll let them know in the morning father. You should come inside… Minister Difeh is here and he has some interesting information that you will want to hear.” He spoke.

“Joric… I am tired and sore. I have no time for the Minister and his petty interests.” The man growled.

“You will want to hear this father.” Joric spoke. “It concerns what our people on Apo Prime reported several weeks ago.”

The older man sighed heavily and nodded his head. “Very well I will change and join you in the Western Hall.” He replied. “But let him know he better not be wasting my time again or I will skin him and feed him to the reptiles.”
Joric chuckled. “I will let him know father.”


“My Liege Chetak… it is an honor to see you again.” The thin gray haired man spoke as he bowed his head.


The man had changed from his heavy armor into a light gray top and pants with black boots. His graying dark hair was almost to his shoulders, his skin deeply tanned and lined from years in the sun. His brilliant grey eyes swept over the Minister with a look of disgust and he looked at his oldest son who was almost identical in appearance as him, but much younger.


“This dog can not even dress appropriately enough to greet me Joric?” The man growled.


Joric stepped up to his father matching him in height but not in girth. He was muscular, but not with the bulk and definition of his father. He handed his father the crystal goblet. “I requested the Minister come right over after hearing only a little of what he told me father. His appearance was not my concern.”


“Lepha you wench, where are you keeping yourself you Lycavorian cow?” Chetak bellowed turning his head to look around the large room.


The stunning young female scurried across the room from the shadows dressed in a skimpy dress that barely covered her supple body. “I am here Milord.” She spoke in a very subservient voice.


“Prepare my dinner wench! And make it quick!” He bellowed at her.


The blond haired female bowed her head even deeper, “As you order Milord.” She spoke before scurrying away.


Chetak moved to the large velvet red chair in front of the raging fireplace and settled his large frame into it. “Very well Minister Difeh… you may amuse me while my mate prepares my dinner.”


The thin man moved to the long couch across from where Chetak sat and settled down to the soft couch. “I have received word from our people within the Lycavorian Home Guard Fleet my Liege. It appears… it has been confirmed that Prince Xerxes has been killed in battle.”


“It’s about time… he was a bumbling fool for too long.” Chetak replied. “Why should this interest me?”


“What should interest you is not that Xerxes is dead my Liege… it is who has killed him.” Difeh spoke, “Rather brutally if my contacts are correct.” He held out the data pad he removed from under his tan jacket.


Chetak snatched the pad from Difeh’s hand and held it up as he drank from the goblet of strong wine. His face slowly changed as he read, taking on a very sinister look and he set the goblet on the small table next to the chair. After another moment he looked at Difeh. 

“This information is accurate?” He asked.


Difeh nodded. “Yes my Liege.” He answered. “I have been communicating with him regularly since they have been orbiting this new planet. Xerxes was killed late last week and since that time Prime Minister Deia has been working every channel she has. Four of the six major corporations in the Union have already sent workers and ships to this planet. Two additional Fleet Groups were dispatched only days after the Home Guard Fleet left. Our contacts within the High Coven have spoken sparingly of a shake up within their leadership.”


Chetak looked at his oldest son. “You have seen this Joric?”


Joric nodded. “I have father; that is why I felt you should see it without delay.” 


“Resumar’s grandson…” Chetak spoke softly as he continued to read. “He has been on this planet the entire time?”

Difeh nodded. “Yes my Liege. Apparently with no knowledge of whom he was up until a few weeks ago. It says they will be returning within the month and making arrangements for the Acceptance Ceremony as soon as possible. I thought you might find the last part there interesting my Liege.”


Chetak thumbed through the information on the pad quickly until he reached the last part. His eyes grew wider as he read. “They had no idea what they were until he triggered the neurobooster? That is amazing. Almost half a million Lycavorians and they had no idea what they were. I want a ship on its way there tomorrow Joric, with the usual offerings. Let’s see how many of these Spartans are willing to join us. The families need new blood.”


“He is leaving several elf females in charge when he leaves.” Difeh spoke.


Chetak waved his hand. “I haven’t met an elf female yet that wasn’t willing to part her legs for a price. Resumar was a fool to include them in the Union when he really should have conquered them. Their females are whores and their men are windbags.” He said. “It is no matter; it says these elves have not been exposed to the elements off their safe little planet. It just might be possible to use that to our advantage.” 

“Speaking of blood father,” Joric spoke reaching out to touch the pad and adjust the page. “Read this.”


Chetak let his eyes drift over the page and he slowly got to his feet. “Your man is certain of this Minister?” He asked looking back to Difeh.

“She is showing all the outward signs my Liege.” He replied.


“Joric… this is like a gift from the gods!” Chetak spoke. “Do you know what this means?”


“I do father.” Joric replied. “It will allow us to honor the Blood Oath you swore all those years ago.”


“Almost ten thousand years I have had to endure the shame of his actions.” Chetak spoke, his voice cold. “This is truly a gift my son.” Chetak looked at Difeh. “Tomorrow you will contact the Union representative you are familiar with. Open a dialogue. Tell him we have finally decided to join the Union. Tell him anything, but get us an invitation to the Acceptance Ceremony.”


Difeh came to his feet. “We have paid him great deals of Riyal and Ducat, I’m sure he will be open to the idea. Deia has been trying to get us to merge with the Union for centuries anyways, and the other members of the Senate should not find anything wrong with that.”


“I don’t care how you do it, just do it Difeh.” Chetak spoke. “After all this time I will finally have my revenge against the family of Resumar. I will regain my honor in the ancient way!” He looked at Joric. “And you my son will gain a new mate. One that I want you to treat as the whore she will be.”


Joric smiled. “I can do that father.”


“I have lost my appetite Joric.” Chetak spoke. “Let us go and see the Chief Mage. I have some questions for her.”

EDEN CITY

TEMPORARY QUARTERS FOR TARIFA AND AIHOLA


You killed me! Dekton screamed at her. You took me away from her!

His body was covered in blood, the smoke thick and arid in her nostrils. She shook her head quickly. No Dekton. I love… I loved you.


I could have survived! You took my last blood and killed me!


You told me too Dekton!


You killed my mate Drow bitch! Tarifa’s beautiful face came into view now. You killed my mate and now I will kill you!


Tarifa’s face turned in that of a black wolf with sapphire eyes and it lunged forward with gleaming white razor like fangs.


Aihola gasped and bolted upright in the bed, the sheet falling away to reveal her naked and sweaty skin and her firm breasts. She heaved in large gulps of air, fear coursing through her, and she heard the gasp from her left and turned.


Tarifa was just exiting the shower area of the bedroom and she saw Aihola sitting up obviously terrified at the nightmare she had just experienced. She was wrapped in the large robe, the fabric clinging to her wet skin, her shiny black hair falling to the middle of her back, while it was tucked behind her elf ears out of her face.

She was the former Queen of the High Elves, abolishing her status and title when she merged all of her people and cities with Eden City not three days ago. Standing five foot nine with a luscious and firm elfin body, the robe did nothing to hide her full breasts and long legs, nor the deep tan of her skin. She tossed aside the towel she was using to dry her hair and rushed to the edge of the bed.  


“Nya Istel what is it?” She gasped, sitting on the bed and taking Aihola’s hands in hers.


Aihola, Queen of the Drow Elves and now half vampire with wolf blood mixed in looked at Tarifa’s sapphire eyes briefly before shaking her head. They had been together for almost a year now, as friends, as Queens and as the deepest of lovers. They had taken a Spartan mate only a month before, a man they both had loved, but a man not fated to survive. He had been killed while saving the shield generator that protected Eden City, and in the process saved Aihola’s life. Her vampire genes allowed her to feed on blood to heal wounds sustained in combat, it was a benefit of the vampire experiments on her and her people, but it had made them half vampire. She and Dekton had been seriously wounded, Dekton mortally so, and he had begged her to feed on the last of his blood to heal what she could and not leave Tarifa behind. That moment came rushing back to her now.

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

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


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


“Dekton… please… you can’t leave us.”


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

Aihola looked quickly at Tarifa and shook her head slowly. “It was a dream Tarifa, nothing more.” She spoke.


“The same dream you have had for three days now Nya Istel.” Tarifa spoke. “You wake up in a cold sweat with fear in your eyes.”


“I will be fine.” Aihola said as she threw back the sheet and got out of the bed.


Tarifa watched as she walked across the room towards the shower, and she felt a powerful stirring inside her looking at Aihola’s naked body. She smiled seductively and untied the top of the robe.


“Mistress…?” She spoke in an alluring tone of voice, falling willingly into the role as slave to her Drow Mistress. It was a role Tarifa played with her, for her, always being submissive in their bed. Aihola was a Drow and they were dominant in almost all that they did, and Tarifa had taken on this role as a show of her love for Aihola. And while Aihola might play the role of Mistress, she would never deny Tarifa anything in or out of their bed. She loved her too much. “Do you wish me to help you wash Mistress?”


Aihola’s amber eyes flicked briefly at Tarifa before shaking her head. “We have to meet with Martin soon. I will bath and we can eat before the meeting.”


Tarifa looked at her stunned as the door closed behind her. She had not even elicited a response from Aihola, and that had never happened. She reached out telepathically to touch the mind of her lover and found she had dropped some very powerful mental shield sin place around her mind. They had never closed each other off like this, and now Aihola was shielding even Tarifa from her thoughts. Aihola had taken Tarifa’s blood twice to save her life, and many times during their moments of exquisite pleasure together. It afforded them a stronger connection than most, but now Aihola was blocking her and that worried Tarifa.

THE KING’S TEMPORARY RESIDENCE

The emotion was thick in the room, and the only ones who seemed to sense it were Gorgo and Isabella. Gorgo had returned to their home with her son’s three Queens at his urgent Mindvoice message to them. She had spent many hours with them since the first day, and found all of them to be extremely intelligent and astoundingly beautiful and all of them were completely devoted to Martin. Gorgo knew of the relationship the three of them shared, as they were not shy in the least about the fact they enjoyed each other as well as Martin, and surprisingly Gorgo did not find that strange. Each of them was independently powerful, more powerful that Gorgo had sensed in Alpha females, even herself, and that was one of the reasons they were drawn so to each other. 

Gorgo found Anja to be a brilliant physician and had watched her save countless lives even without the knowledge of what she had within her power to control. She would need to go to her home world soon and discover that talent, for when she did Gorgo had no doubts Anja would become the most powerful healer within the Union.

Dysea was not the typical elf female, and Gorgo found her refreshing and above all honest. She did not possess many of the arrogant traits as elves that Gorgo were accustom too, and what her beauty would not change Gorgo had no doubts Dysea’s strong will would. 

Aricia was the youngest and most interesting, as she was of pure Lycavorian blood and had the boundless energy of the young, yet conducted herself in the manner of a Queen so naturally. Her lavender coco scent was strong and pure, and Gorgo had seen her in action on the field of battle beside her son. Gorgo’s keen nose detected something else on Aricia but it was a lingering scent, faint and barely in the background, and she dismissed it right away after discovering the keen mind and excited questions from Aricia about the world they had entered into without fear.

Now however, Gorgo could detect the scent of anger wafting from all of them, and all of it was directed at her son. They had listened to the vampire child tell them everything she had already told Martin in the stars above, their anger simmering as the story progressed. Their anger incensed even more so by Isabella, who sat beside this Yuriko and provided her support and comfort as she spoke, her son standing behind her, his hands resting on the shoulders of Isabella as well as this Yuriko. Walter Carson who Gorgo knew as Dymas and Guardian of the Line, was also present and also being hit with the anger of the three Queens in their auras. Riall had joined them and now stood beside her, attempting to stay out of the conversation, while feeling the anger building in the room.
“…so I have been traveling off Earth whenever I could, using forged documents and travel papers to search for Lisisa whenever given the opportunity. My funds were limited and I was not able to search as thoroughly as I wanted, but I have never stopped looking. I know she is out there somewhere. And she is alone.” Yuriko finished, taking a deep breath as she felt Martin squeeze her shoulder.
“This is my fault.” Walter spoke suddenly.

All eyes went to him. “What do you mean Holy One?” Dysea asked.

“Just before the comet Yuri came to me for a physical.” Walter spoke looking at Martin. “We discovered she was pregnant then.”

Martin’s eyes went wide. “You knew! You knew and you didn’t tell me!”

“The comet came only hours after we discovered this.” Walter spoke. “We were separated afterwards as I told you. When we saw each other again, she became my assistant. I have told you this. I asked her what had happened to the baby and as with Yuriko she told me the child had died.”

“Lisisa did not die!” Yuriko snapped. 

“Why didn’t you tell me this Walter?” Martin asked.

“What was the point Martin?” He spoke. “As far as I knew Yuriko and your child were dead. I did not see the purpose in bringing it up when we rediscovered each other, or at any other time afterwards. You had found Dysea and Anja, and then Aricia. There would have been no point.”

“No point?” Martin snapped. “You didn’t think I should know I got Yuri Pregnant? I didn’t think that was possible. Is it?”

Isabella nodded slowly. “Normally it is not possible for our two species to interbreed because of the differences, but considering the pureness and strength of your blood and that of Yuri’s, it is strong enough to overcome these differences. And it apparently has. When Lisisa started to show signs of being able to shift, Yuri knew she could never let our father find out. That is why she sent the child away.”

Martin turned to Anja, “Anja?”

“What do you want me to tell you?” She spoke with obvious anger in her voice. “That it’s possible? Obviously we already know the answer too that now don’t we?”

Martin looked at her confusion in his eyes at her hostility.

“This information must not leave this room.” Riall spoke quickly. “If this were to get out and become public knowledge it could very well ruin the King before he even takes the throne in The Acceptance Ceremony.”

“Riall that is unimportant!” Gorgo snapped. “This is not the time to be thinking of such things.” 

“Gorgo you know this to be true.” Riall spoke.

“I know we are talking about a child of my son’s!” Gorgo barked. 

“A half breed child!” Aricia’s voice entered the conversation now, cold and uninviting, her azure blue eyes locked on Martin. “You knew this.” She spoke.

“Aricia this is the first I have heard about it.” Martin defended himself.

“How could you not know you made a child with that vile monster of a woman?” Aricia snapped. “The moment she conceived you would have felt the child’s aura, especially given your own power. Do you expect us to believe you did not?”

“Little Wolf is right Martin.” Dysea spoke firmly, her anger under better control than Aricia and Anja who were showing outward signs in their scowls.

“I did not even know what I was!” Martin snapped back at her, his own eyes narrowing now. “How could I know that?”
“It is instinct in the males of our species!” Aricia barked out. “Ask the Guardian! He will tell you! Dysea told Anja and I your father told you this very thing at Thermopylae. He felt you in your mother’s womb when you were conceived!”

“My father knew what he was when he realized that!” Martin told her. “I did not know what I was when I was sleeping with Yuri.”

“Is that why you let her go Martin?” Anja asked softly. “You let her go because she gave you a child?”

Gorgo knew instantly what was happening. They were angry with the knowledge that none of them would bear Martin’s first born child. It was typical Alpha female behavior, possessive and territorial, and she needed to squash this before it went any further. She leaned forward to speak but Martin beat her to it.

In a flash of silver light his Shi Viska appeared on his arm and came crashing down on the thick metal table with such force it cleaved completely through it, everyone scattering back from their chairs and coming to their feet gazing at him in shock. His eyes had fully changed and his fangs were out in anger as he glared at his mates. He was an angry Alpha male upset with his mates for some action they had conducted, in this instance… basically accusing him of lying to them.
Martin glared at them for a long moment, the three of them standing close to one another by instinct. When he spoke his words were not filled with anger but with hurt. “I have never lied to you, any of you. About anything I have ever done. You have free reign within my thoughts to go where you wish, and I have never stopped you. I would keep nothing from you. We are more than the sum of our instincts and genes, and that is why we are better than the very animals that we can change into. That you would question me, accuse me of lying to you, any of you, after what we have shared? When you have seen the part of me that no one else ever will? The part I don’t even show my own mother? Perhaps I made a mistake turning you Anja; turning you Melda Min. And perhaps I made a mistake ever going to Sparta in the first place.”
Martin took a deep breath and looked at Riall. “Admiral… we’ll continue this conversation with Bella and Yuriko on the LEONIDAS. I’ve suddenly become unwelcome in my own home.”

Martin turned and without a second glance back he walked out of the house with Yuriko on his heels. Isabella glanced at a wide eyed Dysea quickly before turning and moving to the door. She stopped and looked back at them standing there. “It is very unlikely, as powerful as my sister is, given the fact that awareness of his power and history had not been given to him, it is very unlikely that had he even sensed something like that, he would have known what it was.” Isabella spoke softly. “I just thought you should know that.”
Isabella turned and left the house quickly. Riall looked at Walter and then to Gorgo. She smiled and placed a hand on his cheek. “Go Riall. I believe there is some history of our people that I must relate to the Queens before events begin to overtake us.”

Riall didn’t question her and he turned to follow Walter out of the house. Gorgo went to the door and touched the panel closing and locking the door before turning back to look at the three of them.

Aricia stepped forward first. “Gorgo… Gorgo… what just happened?”

Gorgo smiled and bent down to retrieve a toppled chair. “What just took place child is that the three of you challenged your Alpha mate. And you lost.” Gorgo righted the chair. “Since my son has deprived us of the table in his anger, pull up a chair ladies and allow me to relate to you some of the history of our people.”

Gorgo sat in the chair and watched as they retrieved more of the toppled chairs and faced her. “I teach at the main University of Apo Prime during the day and the times Riall is away playing his fleet games as a soldier of the Union. I have had the opportunity to read quite a bit on the history of the Lycavorian people, much of which even I did not know.

“Our people… Lycavorians… we have not always been as we are now. There was a time… before the High Coven came where we were very much like the animals that we can become. We were ruled by instinct alone. What the three of you just did, challenging Martin as you did? Ten thousand years ago you would have been killed for such action, without question, without hesitation. Lycavorian females were not allowed to choose their mates as they are now. We were primitive then, and once the young females came of age, they were taken by whatever Alpha got to her first, often times quite brutally in fact. Our females were so consumed by lust it mattered not to them as long as they curbed that lust to mate. Often times they regretted it once the lust had past, but by then it was too late. Every year they would go through this, and if their mate was late or absent, then any male could claim them at the peak.” Gorgo let her dark eyes drift to Aricia. “Only you would understand this Aricia, as you just recently came of age, into estrus or “heat” as some would barbarically call it. You felt it did you not; the overwhelming desire, the need to mate and find your soul mate?”

Aricia blushed deeply even under her tan. “It was… it was overpowering at times.” She said, “Especially after… after Martin came into my life.”
Gorgo nodded. “Your body told you he was the one, but your mind had not fully comprehended it. Now you know why you affected my son as you did. He could smell it on you… and it burned his blood just as much as it did yours. The only difference is that you were able to control it until the Alpha came that you desired above all others, the strongest and most likely to be your match in not only body but love as well, and then you surrendered to it.”

“Martin... he told me… he told me he would not force me to do something if I was not ready.” Aricia said softly. “He fought it... controlled it until I… until I was ready.”
Gorgo nodded. “He fought the urge to take you whether or not you wanted him too. You will have to deal with it every year, the desire and lust due to your pure blood, but it will be considerably muted now that Martin has claimed you and you him, mainly because you are so much in love. That is what Martin’s grandfather started. He gave our woman the choice, and he brought our people out of the dark ages. Had you gone through the same cycle ten thousand years ago, you would not have had the strength or choice that our females do now. You would have been taken regardless of your desires, and your wishes, and in the grips of this lust, you would not have cared. It is what Martin’s grandfather did when he chose his grandmother. She had just come into estrus, and they were very much in love. Instead of surrendering her to whatever Alpha got to her first Resumar took her away until the Centennial of the Moon. It was her decision as well, and when her time came they mated under that moon. Needless to say… the other Alpha wolves were not happy because Eliana was exceptionally beautiful and strong, and they knew she would have bred strong children. Eliana however loved Resumar and she knew the only way to keep herself for him was to do what they did.

“Resumar was challenged afterwards… and he fought and killed three Alphas that were foolish enough to challenge what he did. A fourth he injured severely, and that is when the schism among our people happened. As a young King, Resumar was loved and worshiped by the vast majority of our people, yet when this happened, the older wolves rebelled against him. He banished them to another part of our original home world, intent on bringing our people forward, and these families escaped when the Coven came, leaving many of our people to die. There are nine families of them left and they have developed their own small collection of planets, but they are no where near as large as the Union. And they have stubbornly remained true to the traditions of our past which was so violent and unfair. They keep slaves… they treat their mates as possessions and not even real people… I shudder to think of what they still continue to do.” Gorgo leaned forward in her chair. “It was not uncommon for an Alpha back then to claim two, three even four mates, so it does not surprise me that my son has done this with you. What you need to understand is this… my son is an Alpha male. And if I am to understand correctly what I have been told, he is the most powerful Alpha male to have lived since his grandfather. You are his mates… and he loves you with all that he is. He will not take any others without your approval. He will never lie to you; he will never stray on you no matter how much he is enticed or drawn; he will die for you without question or hesitation; and he will always trust the three of you above all others, no matter what it relates too. The three of you, and perhaps in the future Isabella as well, you will be his power, his strength. Never forget that, never doubt that.”

Gorgo could see the shame of their actions taking hold in their faces and she shook her head quickly. “I am not scolding you… far from it. You were reacting as any other female Alpha wolf would if suddenly it was discovered your mate had a child not of your blood. It is instinct in all of you now, for though you may be elf and Hadarian,” She looked at Anja and Dysea. “You are now wolf as well. You are territorial and possessive, that is your instinct now. What you need to do is not let that instinct override what you know in your mind is not true. Isabella is very correct in what she said, and you should listen to her in all matters concerning the Coven.” Gorgo sat back. “Martin is wolf, and if this Lisisa is his daughter, he will not abandon her for anything regardless of what she may be. That will be in his blood as well, in anyone’s blood, the instinct to protect your children. All of you are exceptionally intelligent and I have no doubts you will do what is right. Just remember so will Martin.”

Gorgo got to her feet. “I will leave you now to reflect on what I have told you my Queens, and I would be happy to relate to you anything of our history that you may have questions about in the future.”

Gorgo turned and moved to the door. She glanced back at the three of them as she opened the door and she thought she saw a tear rolling down Aricia’s cheek as she walked out.
ENURRUA


CITY OF ATLATUS 


The shop was in one of the seedier portions of Atlatus, but then again, with the exception of the families and those they chose to support, there were not many sections of the city that were considered relatively safe. A city of seventeen million, Atlatus was the largest city on Enurrua and the capital. It is where the heads of the families always met when needed, and where most of the financial decisions were made. The criminal element was very much active, though Chetak allowed them to exist as long as he got his cut. The city was filled with a wide variety of species, though Lycavorians were the most prominent, and they were the only species that was not subject to the harsh rules and laws governing activity. If you were not Lycavorian, were not considered useful in the least, you could not obtain a job, nor could you eat in any of the establishments across the city. Most of the non-Lycavorian residents were those who had been able to set up small vendor stands and made enough credits to buy off the local secret police. The ride into the city to this small shop had taken close to an hour, and now Chetak sat across from the ancient looking woman, Joric at his side. 
“I don’t like being told I have to wait woman!” Chetak snapped at her.


The woman lifted her veiled face as she poured the tea into the mugs, her auburn hair touched with gray now but her obsidian eyes still very bright. “I have no doubt.” She replied in a gravelly voice. “However… I am not one of your lackey’s Chetak… and I will not be treated as such.”


“This is important!” Joric told her.


“Yes I gathered that.” She replied. “Yet nothing is so important that it can not wait until a reasonable hour to discuss.” She finished pouring the tea and sat back in the chair across form Chetak and his son. She lifted her mug to her lips and sipped the tea, noticing that neither Chetak nor his son reached for theirs. She laughed softly and shook her head. “Your paranoia will kill you one day Chetak.” She spoke.

“It has kept me alive all this time.” Chetak replied holding up his hand and stopping Joric from replying. “Why should I change?”


“I have not poisoned your beverage Chetak.” She spoke. “If I had wanted you dead, you would be dead, many times over by now.”


“Do not be so sure woman.” Chetak spoke leaning forward and taking the tea.


“Times are changing Chetak.”

“Did you receive the information or not Tablina?” Chetak asked impatiently.


“Oh I received it, yes.”


“Can you do it?” Chetak asked.


“The better question I believe is why would I want too?” Tablina spoke. “What you are suggesting is… questionable at best.”


“Don’t toy with me Tablina!” Chetak growled. “Will it work or not?”


“Oh it will work.” Tablina spoke. “I have reviewed the data you sent to me, and she is indeed showing the first outwards signs. I would estimate seven weeks before she comes into full estrus, give or take a day or so, if your data is accurate. If you were able to get a more detailed medical scan I could be sure.”


“So it is The Lunmai?” Chetak asked. 


Tablina nodded, “The second estrus after coming of age. At first glance I would say yes. As I said a more detail medical profile would insure this. It affects only one in a hundred billion Lycavorian females so we would need to be sure. Your Eliana was the last if I am not mistaken.”


Chetak leaned forward. “Don’t test me Tablina.” He said obvious rage in his voice.


“Your threats will not work with me Chetak.” Tablina spoke. “I am the only one with the skill to do this and you know it. Making the serum is difficult, not to mention it is against our most sacred laws, dating back long before you.”

“What do you want?” Chetak asked her bluntly.


“I want Anemoa.” Tablina replied without hesitation. 


Joric’s eyes nearly erupted from his head and he came to his feet. “You want a planet?” He demanded. “That is insane!”


“Is it?” Tablina spoke getting to her feet. “Sit down boy, before I make you!”


“You can not…”


“Joric,” Chetak barked. “Do as she says.”


“Father she wants a planet!” Joric spoke still in shock.


“Sit down!” Chetak nearly shouted glaring at his son.


Tablina smiled and moved gracefully to the small table in the room where she picked up the data pad. “I had my own sources do some checking after I got your message Chetak.” She spoke turning back around and tossing the data pad to him. 


“Your own sources?” Joric gasped. 


“You don’t live as long as I have and not develop sources Joric. Someday… if you reach my age… which I doubt… you will understand that.” Tablina spoke. “You are going after the mate of the son of Leonidas and the grandson of Resumar.”


“You said the serum would work.” Chetak spoke.

“And it will. Once in her blood it will do what it’s supposed too. It will overwhelm even her control and with the right manipulation, which I’m sure Joric will provide… she will bed even your buffoon of a son.” Tablina spoke.

“Then why should I give you Anemoa?” Chetak asked putting his hand on Joric’s arm and stopping him from replying.


“Do you think I don’t know what this is about Chetak?” Tablina spoke. “This is about the Blood Oath you have sworn. You may have a death wish Chetak, but I do not. When you do this, and you will succeed don’t doubt that, I do not want to be anywhere near Enurrua when he comes for you.”


“He wouldn’t dare!” Chetak spoke. “Once she is mated to Joric he will be able to do nothing! And his handlers will not allow him to do anything! I have thought this out quite thoroughly.”


“And when this female comes out of phase and realizes what has happened?” Tablina asked. “My sources tell me their Mindvoice powers are beyond measuring. And if what they share with each other and these other two females is even half of what I am being told, there will not be a place in this universe that you will be able to hide. That means I want to be as far away from you and your son as possible.”


“If she does not act like the mate of my son then she can be a whore for my men!” Chetak roared coming to his feet, “Enough of this! I will get you the medical profile you need. Just make sure you have the serum ready!”


“And what about Anemoa?” Tablina asked.


“If the serum works and Joric returns with her as his mate I will give you Anemoa!” Chetak snapped. 


Tablina nodded. “Then I will be expecting the profile. I believe that completes our business.” Chetak glared at her and pushed Joric towards the door. Tablina’s voice stopped him. “Chetak… do not make the mistake of betraying me. You won’t live long enough to enjoy it if you do.”


Chetak didn’t answer and pushed Joric ahead of him out of the door. Tablina walked slowly to her window and watched the street below until she saw them come out five floors down and climb into the Runecutter. She didn’t turn at the shuffling of something large behind her, and the click of talons on the floor.


[Mindvoice Shielded] Is this the only way?

[Mindvoice Shielded] I truly wish it wasn’t Isheeni. What choice do we have? It is the only way to save your people and mine. Once Chetak discovered Martin Leonidas lived he was set on this path. His hate knows no bounds, even after all this time. At least in this way… in this way we can at least protect her as much as we are able. As distasteful as I find this to be, had I refused him, he would have gone to another who would not care. And just possibly it will allow us to finally achieve what we both have sought for so long. 

[Mindvoice Shielded] Will she be strong enough? Will they be strong enough?


Tablina turned slowly and looked at the hulking shadow in the center of her room. She stepped forward as the shadow did and then she was standing in front of the Azure scaled beast.

The beast had an elegant elongated body, its azure colored scales becoming finer and less thick on its underbelly. It had four limbs with powerful four digit feet that ended in sharp razor like claws that could rend flesh from bone in seconds. The head was wedged shaped with small nostrils on its blunt snout and two large fangs extending down from its large mouth. Its thick wings were folded gracefully along its shoulders. Four long bony spikes extended from the back of its neck. Tablina reached up to the eighteen foot long and twelve foot high creature and placed her hand on the head as it lowered on the long neck.


[Mindvoice Shielded] He has much of his father and grandfather in him. Tablina spoke. We must pray that is enough.

[Mindvoice Shielded] And if it is not Milady?
  
[Mindvoice Shielded] Then your people will die. As will mine, and countless others across the Universe.


The creature closed its azure blue eyes and lowered its head further brushing against Tablina’s shoulder. [Mindvoice Shielded] Then we will do what we must to succeed.


Tablina nodded. [Mindvoice Shielded] Insure the serum is properly mixed Isheeni. I may not be able to protect her from him in that way, but I can insure she does not have to bear the added shame of having that pig’s child defile her body.


[Mindvoice Shielded] I will make sure.

The creature turned slowly and began moving back out of the large main room. It stopped before its body was completely gone from sight. [Mindvoice Shielded] Will they forgive us for this Milady? Or will they hate us?


[Mindvoice Shielded] The Lycavorian Union is the only thing standing between hope and the abyss. By doing this we can help both our causes Isheeni. By doing this we help the Union survive.

[Mindvoice Shielded] But will their love survive Milady?

[Mindvoice Shielded] I do not know Isheeni. Tablina replied. I do not know.
