CHAPTER FIFTEEN
DAY THIRTY-SEVEN
APO PRIME

OFFICE OF PRIME MINISTER DEIA

Deia insured the door was locked behind her and then turned to look at the men who had just entered her office. They had come in through a little used entrance of the main government building, further deserted by the hour of the evening. She had just spent the last five hours with Gorgo and Dasha in the sub-basement of the University sifting through mountains of scrolls and data pads and even some hand written documents dating as far back as twelve thousand years. Olalla had contacted her on their private channel to request this meeting, and Deia had informed her closest aide Aspon she would be returning home for the evening. After insuring she had been seen by half a dozen security monitors and people leaving for her home on the outskirts of the city, Deia moved through the back allies and side streets to return to her office.

Deia was nearly fourteen thousand years old now, and up until this past month had never felt the years as she did now. She had seen far more war and death than most, the brutal murders of her beloved sister Eliana and the man she had adored, King Resumar. The wiping out of all their children except for the embryo of Leonidas, which was spirited away from her sister’s womb in a last ditch effort to save their bloodline from extinction. Deia still remembered that night like it was yesterday. 
The Hadarian healer had removed Leonidas’s two week old embryo from Eliana’s womb and placed it in a specialized transportation container. Resumar’s elfin concubine and Eliana’s closest and dearest friend and lover then carried the embryo through a raging battle with the Immortals and High Coven Troops sent to assassinate Resumar and Eliana and every one of their seven children. Assassinate them for Resumar’s declaration that they would no longer be slaves to the High Coven. The elfin concubine, who had been a fixture of Resumar and Eliana’s life for almost a thousand years, since the remaining Elf leaders had created her position to show their commitment to Resumar, succeeded in her mission in getting the embryo to a ship that would escape the planet they were on. And then she disobeyed Eliana’s instructions to remain with the embryo and save herself, and instead she fought her way back to the King and Queen who she had fallen in love with so devotedly. Together the three of them had killed nearly a hundred Immortals before they fell.

Deia remembered the years of fighting after that night, the constant bickering and indecision among the rebel leaders as they met and tried to plan assaults and tactics. They grew in number, but their organization lacked cohesion and dedication. The elfin home world Elear was still occupied by the Coven, the Hadarian homeworld as well. The Hadarian elders had gone into hiding, suspending the ritual of the Ascension until such time as their planet was once more free. They fought together but were not a Union.


Leonidas’s stand on Earth changed all that. It rallied them together like no time in their past, and within a year they had established a government and military and began shaping what they had today. Now the son of Leonidas… the infant King they had long thought dead, he had returned. In their overwhelming joy at his return and his stunning defeat of Xerxes and the High Coven Princess Yuri on earth, Deia now realized Vistr had been so very correct in his statement from the LEONDIAS I. Deia had never once stopped to ask Martin what he would do; she had never asked her King what he would do. They had been in such a rush to honor Resumar’s memory and what he had started, that they had forgotten the very nature of their people. Lycavorians were by instinct a passionate species, violent in many respects but tender in others. Resumar had stopped the barbaric instinctual practice that took choice and emotion away from their females, and that had started them on the path to the future. Deia remembered that she had never seen him in the same room with Eliana and not touch her in some affectionate way. He was always pulsing her with his aura, allowing it to caress her just enough to let her know he was devoted to her. Remembering that as she now did, Deia knew Resumar never intended for their people to be stripped of all their instincts. He was going to teach them how to harness those instincts and make them better than Chetak and those who followed him. His death altered that, and Lycavorians ended up denying their inbred instincts for millennia. That pompous arrogance may very well have doomed them all if they could not stop what was happening now.

Deia moved to the long counter bar in her office and began pouring drinks for them three men. L’tian and Olalla she knew and trusted implicitly, the third man was an associate of Olalla and she would need to tread carefully until she knew more. She moved over in front of the desk and handed L’tian the Aspin Brandy he enjoyed so much and handed Olalla his usual dark colored Lycavorian ale.

“I don’t believe we have met, so I don’t know what you drink.” Deia spoke as she moved back to the counter. “Can I offer you something?” The man was definitely Lycavorian, but his scent was more pungent and wild.


“Ale would be fine Prime Minister.” He replied. His voice was deep and even, and Deia could tell he was calm and very much in control. Deia considered herself to be an excellent judge of age, and if she was right, this man was relatively young, barely a thousand years old.

Deia nodded and poured another glass of ale, moving back to the front of her desk and handing it to him before going to the chair across from the three men and sitting down. She looked at the man. His hair was dark brown and long, almost wild, his gold flecked green eyes also wild and they twinkled in the light of her office.

Deia finally turned to Olalla. “Olalla… would you care to introduce your associate.”


“Deia this is Asomus.” Olalla replied. “He is a representative of…”


The man leaned forward quickly and met her eyes. “I work within Senator Dalkor’s office Prime Minister.” He said. 


“Deia this is Dalkor’s youngest son.” Olalla spoke.


Deia’s eyes never left his face and she sipped her strong tea. “And what exactly can I do for the son of the esteemed Senator Dalkor of the People’s Republic?”

The young man removed three data pads from inside his jacket. He began placing them on the table in front of her. “This is the complete financial history of the Lycavorian People’s Republic, to include our most recent acquisitions here in the Union.” He spoke tapping the first pad. “This is the list of two more acquisitions my father has been instructed to make.” He said tapping the second. He let his finger linger on the third pad. “This is the list of every agent Chetak has buried within the Union, to include their duties and responsibilities, as well as their covers. I believe you are most interested in the Talracian Ore project, since two of the men working within that project report to my father, one of which is a clone created by the High Coven. And my father obviously reports to Chetak as you know.”


Deia could feel her heart beginning to race as she leaned forward in her chair. She looked at Olalla and then L’tian, who sat elfishly impassive as always. She made no move to pick up any of the data pads and simply let her eyes linger on Asomus.

“What exactly would Senator Dalkor’s son be doing with this information?” Deia asked, “If it is accurate at all. And why would he be here offering it to me.”


“You are trying to keep the Union from falling apart from the inside Prime Minister.” Asomus spoke. “I want to help.”


“The Union is not falling apart from the inside young man.” Deia spoke.


“But it is Prime Minister.” Asomus spoke. “Chetak fulfilling his Blood Oath against the King was only the beginning. He wishes to ultimately control the Union.”


Deia snorted. “That will never happen!” She spoke.


“It’s already begun Prime Minister. The King is so distraught over his pureblood Queen being taken from him; he throws himself against the Planet of Hell’s Forgotten Souls.” Asomus spoke. “Yes he is winning… but will he survive? The High Coven descends on that planet now with more firepower than at any other time you have tried to take it. My father intends to announce in one week that the King has fathered a half breed child with the Vampire High Coven Princess Yuri. How well do you think that will be received? And my father intends to use every innuendo and rumor he can to make that fact worst than it really is.”

“And what do you want in return?” Deia asked.


“I want to be named Regent of the People’s Republic. I want full status as a member of the Union with all its privileges and bonuses.” Asomus spoke evenly. “Once this crisis is passed… I will wait five years.”


Deia looked at him. “Five years for what?”


“You will step down and name me as your successor.” Asomus spoke.

ENURRUA  

“Holy One it has been hours!” Aihola spoke softly.


“Be patient Aihola,” Walter spoke as he opened the ration packet and pulled out the protein bar. “This location was many kilometers from where she was transmitting. They will find us.”


“Could we have been detected as we were landing?” Aihola asked.


“That isn’t possible Lady Aihola.” The female elf spoke from further inside the small transport. She wore a Union flight suit that hugged her elfin curves as she walked slowly down the small ramp to where they were sitting holding a ration packet as well. Her dark hair was short and pulled back tightly. “This area of the planet appeared to have no sensor coverage on it at all for some reason, and I mimicked the trajectory of a small meteorite on approach just in case. That is why our initial entry into the atmosphere was so rough. I apologize for that.”


“So we were unseen Tibyana?” Walter asked.


The female elf nodded, “Unless someone walks up on us yes.” She replied.


Walter chuckled softly as he popped part of the protein bar into his mouth. “You mean like the nine men and five women who are currently watching us, and have been for the last hour, Tarifa among them if my nose is accurate.”

Aihola sprang to her feet. “What? Where?” She started to look around frantically.


“They are a hundred meters west of us in that stand of rocks!” Walter spoke.


Aihola turned and glared at the jumble of boulders and dirt to their west, using her elfin vision to focus and try to see something. “I don’t see anything Holy One.” She said softly.


“They are there.” Walter spoke. “They are staying downwind of us, but I was able to catch their scents when the wind shifted slightly an hour ago. Tarifa’s scent was particularly pure, more so than I have ever known it to be.”

Thud


Walter looked up quickly as he felt the reverberation in the air. Aihola turned when she felt it to, her amber eyes going to the sky as it grew lighter.


Thud


Thud


Walter got to his feet slowly as did Tibyana.


“Holy One what is that?” Aihola asked wincing at the concussion of air so close.

“I don’t know…” Walter spoke softly, his own eyes searching the sky.


“She is our friend.” The new voice spoke, and they all whirled to see the fourteen men and women now only meters away their weapons out, but not directed at them completely.


Tibyana backed up defensively. “By the gods!” She gasped amazed they had gotten so close.


Walter smiled. “Well done my friends. Well done indeed!”


“Nya Istel?” Tarifa’s voice carried from behind the large man with dirty blond hair, and Aihola recognized those violet eyes. They would be hard to forget.


“Tarifa?” Aihola gasped moving closer.


Isra brought his rifle up and leveled it at her, freezing her in her spot as Tarifa stepped up beside him. “Tarifa… she is… she has the scent of a vampire.” He gasped looking at her.


Tarifa nodded with a small smile as she put her hand on Isra’s arm and gently pushed the rifle down. “Yes she does Isra.” Tarifa spoke. “She is a Drow. And she is my Mistress.”


Tarifa broke into a short sprint and Isra watched as his mate embraced the dark skinned white haired elf with all the passion she had embraced him with at night and in his arms. He knew Tarifa had a Drow lover, and the images of her he had seen did not do her justice. She was every bit as beautiful as Tarifa, though her body was shorter by several inches and she wasn’t as amply endowed in the chest area. The uniform she wore hugged very sensuous curves yet Isra did not realize that she was also vampire. He could smell the wolf in her faintly, telling him she was at least partially wolf, but the rest of her was vampire and Isra didn’t know what to make of that.


Isra certainly did not know what to make of the extremely passionate kiss Tarifa was currently sharing with the Drow either. Their bodies were pressed tightly together in the embrace, and it was obvious that they knew each other very well.


“I am Golna.” The beefy Lycavorian spoke as he walked up in front of Walter. “I must apologize for not revealing ourselves before now, but we are a hunted people and I needed to be sure.”


“No apologies are needed.” Walter spoke with a smile. “I understand completely.”


“May I know your name sir?” Golna asked.


“His name is Dymas, Golna.” The female voice spoke from the side, causing heads to turn. “He is the Guardian of the Line of Leonidas.”


Walter turned and his eyes flew open when he saw Aricia. 


This was not the Aricia who he had last seen in Sparta. This was a different Aricia, a more feral Aricia. She was leaner now, the dark brown uniform she wore clinging to her body, her black hair hanging even longer than he remembered and wrapped tightly in a long pony tail. This Aricia radiated anger and hatred, and pure unadulterated power. Her face was the same, flawless and satiny but her azure blue eyes were void of any emotion.

“Aricia?” He spoke softly.


“Hello Uncle.” Aricia spoke moving towards him tentatively, as if she didn’t know she would be accepted.


Walter solved that indecision for her by stepping up to her and enveloping her within his arms. He felt her tense for a long moment and then she relaxed and allowed her head to rest against his chest, his cheek pressed to her head as he held her tightly. He pulled her back after a moment and looked at her, noticing that no tears fell down her cheeks, and no emotion flickered in her eyes.


“I told them it was safe to approach you after Isheeni and I checked the surrounding area.” Aricia spoke to him.


Walter shook his head. “Isheeni?”


Aricia nodded turning and looking up into the sky. Isheeni… it is safe. You and Torma can land now.


Thud


Thud


Walter turned quickly as the deep boom of air swept over them again. His eyes grew even wider and he heard Aihola let out a very unnatural scream of fear as the two monsters appeared from over the ridge and were upon them instantly, massive wings flaring as they landed behind Aricia as gently as butterflies, their massive clawed talons digging into the hard earth beneath them. Walter backed up instinctively as Isheeni moved quickly to stand beside Aricia, her massive head centimeters from Aricia’s shoulder. The even larger obsidian colored dragon simply settled to the ground as Tarifa let out a soft gasp of glee and without fear moved directly over to him.

“Uncle… this is Isheeni.” Aricia spoke, reaching up to rub the back of her hand under Isheeni’s razor sharp tooth filled mouth. “She is a dragon.”


“May the gods preserve me, so that my eyes are not playing tricks on me?” Walter muttered. 


He is the Guardian Aricia? Walter heard the female voice fill his thoughts and his eyes grew even wider.


Yes… and he is powerful enough to hear us Isheeni. Aricia answered. You can speak with him.


Isheeni turned her own azure blue eyes to Walter. It is an honor to meet the Guardian of the Line. She spoke. I am Isheeni of the EonuaEquz, dragons in any other tongue.

And I am Torma. The deep male voice spoke.


Walter’s eyes darted to the massive black dragon only a few meters away and then back to Aricia. He bowed his head slightly. I… I am Dymas of Sparta.

Guardian… are there others coming? Isheeni asked.


Tarifa looked at Aihola from where she stood next to Torma. “Nya Istel come here! Don’t be such a coward. Torma won’t hurt you.” Tarifa spoke almost playfully as she reached for Aihola’s hand and drew her close to the huge bodied obsidian dragon.


Aihola took in the thick nearly eight meter long body. She could see the obsidian scales rising and falling easily with the breaths the dragons was taking, his head watching her from that long neck, his yellow eyes almost twinkling in delight. She reached out slowly, and before she could react, Torma had lowered his head enough so that her hand fell flat upon the top of his head and Aihola gasped.

Aihola looked at Tarifa. “It… it is amazing my love.” She gasped.


Tarifa nodded quickly. “Aricia tells me that there are hundreds of them all over the planet! Hundreds Nya Istel!”

Golna and Isra stepped from the back of the transport with Tibyana and looked at Walter. “Guardian… we can carry much of what you have brought with you. We have a hidden landing field where your pilot may fly your ship so it is not detected. It is well guarded and it will be safe there.”


Isra looked into the sky. “We should leave soon Tarifa, before the sun reaches too high. Especially with the extra equipment we’ll be carrying.” 


Tarifa nodded, still holding Aihola’s hand, “Golna how long until we can get back?”


“Isra is right.” Golna replied. “If we leave within thirty minutes I know a shortcut that will put us in the tunnels within five hours where we can travel in the coolness.”


“Where is your base?” Walter asked.


Golna motioned to the mountains in the distance. “There.” He answered. “It looks further than it is.”


Aricia looked at Isheeni. You and Torma should return to our cave. I will call if I need you.

Isheeni nodded and leaned her head forward, brushing up against Aricia’s shoulder gently. Be safe Aricia.


You as well Isheeni.


Walter and Aihola watched in awe as Isheeni and Torma leaped into the early morning sky and were gone with four powerful flaps of their wings. Walter looked at his niece. “You have acquired some rather interesting friends Aricia.”

Aricia met his eyes for a long moment and once more Walter so no emotion in them. No life as he had once seen.


“We should go quickly! Golna is right.”

LU AUTUMN MOON-CLASS FRIGATE
VISIONARY

Anja looked up quickly, her jade green eyes expectant as Atropos settled to the table where she and Seanna sat. 


“Anything?” She asked.


Atropos shook his head slowly. “I was able to speak with Andreus briefly. It appears they found a deeper level underneath the garrisons they were attacking. An engineering crew finished burning a tunnel to it with lasers. The King… he knocked Andreus out using some sort of silver knife that protruded from his knuckles, then he told Kmyla to remove him from the room. Then leaped into this tunnel as he destroyed the room around him with what Andreus describes as diamond shaped projections of his mind that he has been using as weapons. He throws them from his fingers and they are brutally fatal to anything they touch. I was able to tell him my Queen… about our sister and everything that has happened.”


Anja nodded. “I… we must remain strong.” She said softly.


“His powers are manifesting themselves.” Eurin’s voice spoke from behind Seanna. They turned and Seanna began to rise to her feet, Eurin’s hand stopping her. “I think given your position now Seanna, we can dispense with customary protocol. I do so find it rather boorish myself. May I join you?”

Anja nodded. “Please Eurin.”


Eurin settled at the small table with them. “The King… as I explained… due to the pureness of his blood, his Mindvoice powers will begin to manifest themselves in pseudo physical form. He will be able to use it as a weapon, forming small psychic shapes of varying degree and power. What your friend described is referred to as a psychic knife. It would be one of his most powerful weapons, able to use it to interrupt brain function as he did with your friend, putting them to sleep, or actually using it as a knife, causing massive damage to any part of the body it touches. If he has learned to adjust the level of the power he projects as what you say suggests, then he has learned instinctively what it took Resumar years of training and practice.” Eurin sipped the mug of tea she had brought with her.

“And Aricia would have these abilities too?” Anja asked.


Eurin nodded. “Her blood was nearly as pure as the King’s, and just from the sample I saw, her Mindvoice abilities, like his, could not be measured.”


“Queen Dysea and Isabella are on their way back to Apo Prime with the Oracle.” Atropos spoke. “They are using a ship similar to this and extras of these engine coils so that they can arrive within hours of when we do.”


Anja shook her head slowly as she sat back. “All of this and now we learn that Dekton was a clone as well.”


“The clones are surprising.” Eurin spoke. “We did not know the Coven had advanced so much technologically in that regard. We never pursued it because many of us in the Union consider it immoral.”


“The Coven is not so limited Divine One.” Seanna spoke.


“Dekton… our Dekton was one of three clones.” Atropos spoke. “They believe one; if not both of the other two are on Apo Prime. It is stunning to me that we could not detect this in him.”


Seanna shook her head. “Do not question yourself Atropos. Given the information Queen Dysea sent to Anja… there is no way anyone would have discovered it. He was exceptionally careful.”

Atropos looked at her. “Is it possible to duplicate someone’s scent though? Everyone is unique. It is how we have lived all of our lives, how we have raised our children, found our mates. It is so much a part of us.”


Anja nodded slowly. “They did it.” She spoke. 


“The real Dekton… he was a pureblood.” Atropos spoke. “Surely someone must have detected his scent was different, his daughters… anyone who knew him?”


“His daughters were half vampire Atropos, and according to Dilios’s report, both of them are falling apart with grief. It appears they now have lost their father twice, and have been calling a clone their father for years.” Anja spoke softly. “Due to their vampire genes, their sense of smell would not be acute enough to detect that. Panos and Dilios both say the difference was so slight that even they thought nothing of it. They merely assumed it was something he had ingested during the time he disappeared from Sparta.”


“One of these clones works for this special projects division on Apo Prime.” Seanna said. “What makes them think the second one that still lives, has left Earth?”


“Deia believes it was this clone that falsified the medical request on Aricia that essentially confirmed what was happening to her as this Lunmai fever.” Anja spoke. “Once her physical was completed, he transferred that information back to either the clone on Apo Prime, or someone else who got the information to this Chetak person.”


“And he used that knowledge to fulfill a Blood Oath over ten thousand years old.” Eurin spoke shaking her head.


Anja nodded. “They believe it was Tarifa and Aihola’s Dekton who planted the bomb that almost killed Martin and Dysea. There was some unusual flight traffic between Eden City and Sparta by this clone just before the bomb was triggered. Dysea and Isabella are of the mind that once one of the two remaining clones conducted his attack on Helen, he would have departed on one of the warships that were coming and going until Jamerl shut that down. They are tracking the seven ships that left before Admiral Jamerl froze outgoing travel, but two of the ships show one additional crew member than normal.”

“They are checking this now as we return to Apo Prime.” Atropos spoke getting to his feet. “We should arrive by the end of the day tomorrow. My Queen… I will return to my quarters and make further preparations.”

Anja nodded and touched his arm. Since Martin had permanently assigned Atropos to her, they had established a personal Mindvoice connection in the event it was needed.


We will make this right Atropos. Anja told him.


It will be right when I can hold my sister in my arms and beg for her forgiveness. He replied. Then it will be right.

Anja squeezed his arm and watched him move from the table before turning back to listen to Eurin who was still talking with Seanna.

“The Coven was advanced enough to either transfuse or duplicate enough of the real Dekton’s blood to keep some of its pureness.” Eurin spoke looking at Anja now as well. “The virus both Lycavorians and the vampires carry in their blood is unique to your particular species, but it is not hard to create from a medical sense. It would be no where near as potent, but it would allow him to change completely someone who was already in one regard half wolf, as this young female elf Tarifa was.” She looked at Anja closely. “It is no different with you my Queen. You already had the King’s DNA in you from your previous relationship many years ago if the history you haven given us is accurate.”

“It is.” Anja replied sipping the coffee in front of her.

“It was not enough to bring about the slight changes that you experienced with Daniel Simpson because it was only one night, but because of its pureness, it left enough of a remnant that it called to you when you were reunited. I surmise it is one of the biggest reasons you did not stay with this Daniel Simpson. The Lycavorian genes that had taken hold in your system had tasted the pureness of the King’s blood and wanted no other to fully claim them. It is a cruder explanation than I would like to provide but essentially it is accurate.” 

“So in some small sense I have done the same thing as Aricia?” Anja spoke softly.


Eurin nodded. “Both you and Queen Dysea have his blood in you now. He changed you, and because of that pureness… only he will be able to affect you in the way your blood will want. It is also the reason that neither you nor Queen Dysea has become pregnant yet.”


Anja’s eyes grew wide. “What?” She gasped. “Are… are you saying we won’t be able to have children?”


“Oh no…” Eurin spoke quickly seeing her alarm. “No at all, my Queen. You are Hadarian… Dysea is elf… both of you have been turned less than a year. It takes at least eighteen months for your body to fully complete the change down to the molecular level. Right now you can shift and you have all the senses and strengths of a wolf… but the change will not be fully complete for a few more months. Then you will be as strong as you will become. You will know when that happens, because in essence your blood will tell you to seek out your mate because you are at your most fertile period. That occurs twice each year in pureblood Lycavorian females who are mated. Usually once a year in those who have been turned. In unmated females… it stimulates the urge to… explore options shall we say.”

“Why hasn’t Aricia become pregnant then?” Anja asked. “Once she came into our lives, she and Martin shared far more moments together. Mainly because they are both pure wolf and have the stamina of a damn machine.”

“I can offer a theory,” Eurin spoke. “I would need more information to confirm it, but I believe it would explain it.”


Anja nodded. “Please go ahead.”


“You have said she connected with you before you actually physically met her correct?” Eurin spoke.

Anja nodded. “Yes… we saw her first in our minds at a moment of great stress. It was actually Martin’s mind… but yes… so…”


“Even then they reached for each other.” Eurin spoke. “Even though the King claimed her as he did, they only came together emotionally. Her body would have recognized the Lunmai was approaching, and would have kept her from becoming with child until during the actual fever itself when she would have been the most fertile.” Eurin stopped as her eyes grew wider. “That… that would mean…”

Anja’s eyes also grew wider at the same instant that Seanna’s did.


“That would mean whoever made this Urezoban drug purposely kept her from becoming pregnant by using the Sirtin.” Anja gasped out.


Eurin looked at her. “Yes… and Urezoban is made from the inner lining of a dragon egg. And we are currently heading for the only planet in the universe that I know of that has dragons on it.” Eurin sat back. “I do believe there is quite a bit more going on here than we first realized my Queen.”


Anja nodded. “I agree.”

UKWAV

Yes! Good! To your right now, quickly!

Martin dropped into a combat crouch and snapped out with his Nehtes, impaling the Immortal through the midsection, the spear head erupting out his back from the power of the thrust. He wrenched it out and lifted his Shi Viska, slamming it forward into the face of the Immortal, the razors slashing deeply into the gray colored skin and lifting the Immortal into the air.


Behind you son of Leonidas!


Martin whirled around, swinging the Shi Viska back with all his strength, the edge of the shield smashing into the head of the Immortal rushing him, the snapping of his neck audible in the sterile confines of the corridor.


The one hundred and fifty meter drop had been bad enough, the landing even worse as he smashed into the half melted computer console, a jagged edge slicing deeply into his leg as he bounced over the top of the console and landed hard on his back, the air leaving his lungs in a rush. He groaned as pain surged through his veins, igniting his anger at his own foolishness. Of all the things he had done up until now, this had to take the cake as being the most fucked up and stupidly ignorant thing yet. Aricia had chosen her path; she had discarded him, what he thought they had together, discarded him as if he was nothing.


How many dead?


How many had he killed for not being able to accept that? How many had he led into oblivion on this foul planet because he could not bear the betrayal?


Yes! Feel the rage! Use it! Now! To your right! 


The words had sprung into his mind as if someone was shouting next to his ear. He surged off the floor, springing to his right to see the two Immortals charging him. In a flash of silver/white light the Shi Viska appeared and his Nehtes extended and he attacked.


He had attacked again and again, the voice in his mind directing him in every direction, stumbling down the corridors of the strange facility, his leg trailing blood wherever he went. How many had he killed so far?


Twenty.

Thirty.

Forty.

So lost in his cloud of rage he didn’t keep count. None of them came close to matching his speed and utter strength warrior to warrior. He became incensed that none of them could strike him, hurt him. His Shi Viska was like a bullet, leaping from his arm, cutting Immortals in half, loping off limbs and heads. He was covered in blood, the dark color coating his black armor. The pain in his leg was forgotten as he slashed and sliced his way forward.

Good!

Above you now!

You are fast boy!

To your left! Behind the door!

Martin plunged his Nehtes through the solid metal door, hearing the howl of pain as the spear head burst out through the Immortal’s chest in the small room.

Two more coming around the corridor! Go right!

Martin dove forward releasing his Shi Viska and watching as it sped away, turning in a blink down the next corridor. He heard the stifled screams as it tore into flesh and then came back to his arm dripping blood.

Wonderful control! Incredible! Behind you once more Spartan!
He was on automatic now, beyond feeling any pain as he rolled and swung his Nehtes like a club, the razor sharp spear head impacting the shin of the Immortal and taking his leg off below the knee. As he fell screaming in agony Martin drove the Nehtes down through his back, the eight foot spear impaling the squalling vampire soldier and pinning him to the floor. Martin started to yank it out but it snagged on something in the floor and no matter how much pressure he applied it would not budge.

It’s stuck fool! Reach for it! Inside you! Use it! Look up before you lose your head!

Martin’s head came up, his eyes now in full wolf mode, yellow/gold in color. His fangs burst from his gums in a shower of blood and salvia. He saw the Immortal raise the sword and Martin lifted his hand, the diamond shaped projection of his psychic power forming instantly. Martin flicked his hand forward and that silvery diamond shaped projection punched through the Immortals chest like a cannon going off, tossing the body back five meters, blood and tissue showering the corridor behind him.

Yes! Reach for it! Use the rage! Use the betrayal! Use it or die! Here they come! Six on your right!

Martin spun around to the right, his Shi Viska forgotten and lifted both of his hands, more diamond shaped projections forming. He released the blood curdling scream and began throwing them down the corridor faster than the eye could follow. The bodies of the Immortals kept piling up then, huge gaping wounds in their bodies, their blood splattering across the corridor, showering the walls, becoming a fine mist of red that bathed Martin in it. He could taste the blood and its power fueled him, made him stronger. It caressed his face, his hands forming and tossing the psychic energy diamonds almost without aiming.
Such control! Such power! Feel it! Control it! It’s consuming you! Burning you! Beneath your skin! It’s pulling at you now! 
Martin began walking towards the Immortals, his Shi Viska launching from his arm with barely any thought, screaming down the corridor, washing it with blood and body parts.
Betrayal!

Betrayal!

She betrayed you! 

Yes! Martin’s mind screamed.

She betrayed you!

Yes! He screamed even louder.

She betrayed you!

She betrayed me! Martin screamed, his hands coming together and forming the softball sized psychic projection. I loved her! I would have died for her! I would have destroyed worlds for her and she betrayed me!

NO! YOU BETRAYED HER, SON OF LEONIDAS! YOU BETRAYED HER!

Martin’s wolf eyes flared wide. “NO!” Martin screamed raising his hands.

You betrayed your mate!

“No!” Martin screamed as he saw the Immortal rush around the corner. He shoved his arms forward and the psychic projection leaped forward, obliterating the body of the Immortal in a spray of blood and bone.

She needed you and you betrayed her!

“Fuck you!” Martin screamed forming another ball in his hands and sending it down the corridor. “I loved her! I loved her!” The granite and rock showered Martin, slicing into his skin slamming into his body armor and tearing through it.
The Immortal appeared in front of the glowing board on the wall.

You betrayed your Soulmate and now you can’t forgive yourself fool!
Martin shook his head back and forth, tearing his helmet from his head, cutting open his cheek as he did. “No!” He shouted.

Yes fool! 

“I didn’t… I… I love her.” Martin gasped… his voice. “I love her! I… I won’t let you take her from me!”

The Immortal stood there shaking his head. I have already taken her son of Leonidas! She is mine now!

The shroud of rage that filled Martin was unlike anything he had ever experienced. A huge black wave descended over him and he lifted his hands. “You will never take her from me! Never!” The psychic energy ball sped down the corridor annihilating the Immortal. “I won’t let you! She is mine!” The second ball of psychic energy erupted from his hands and slammed into the glowing board on the wall, sparks showering forth. “Never! She is my mate! Mine!”

Martin lifted his hands and focused all his concentration and released the last ball of psychic energy. It ripped into the glowing board surrounded by sparks and the concussive wave rippled out with flame and debris, surging down the corridor and engulfing Martin completely. He felt the wave of heat and the burning of his lungs as he was tossed through the air like a ragdoll, grunting as pieces of rock and steel smashed against him endlessly. He slammed into the unyielding wall and heard several of his ribs break like dry timber, the pain lancing through his battered body as he slumped to the floor.

Martin’s yellow/gold wolf eyes grew wide as the wall of flame reached for him.

“I’m… I’m sorry Little Wolf. I wasn’t strong enough.” The words slipped from his lips as he started to close his eyes.

A brilliant white light flashed in front of him and he was there. He stretched out his arms and amazingly the flames split left and right down the adjoining corridors. Martin slumped lower to the floor, the pain and exhaustion wracking his body. He could no longer lift his arms, he no longer wanted too.

He had betrayed the only woman who would ever hold his soul; betrayed her by not following his instincts; betrayed her by not being who he should have been. 

His half closed eyes watched out of focus as the figure turned towards him slowly and looked down. Martin groaned in agony as he lifted his arm, pulling at the top of his body armor. His fingers barely followed the instructions from his brain as he pulled on the simple leather tie around his neck until the coral red pendant came out. Martin wrapped his hand around it tightly and looked through blurry eyes as the figure squatted down.
Now the healing can begin my King. The voice said.

Martin Leonidas closed his eyes and allowed the blackness to claim him.


For’mya grabbed for the support of Riall’s larger body as the very ground beneath them felt as if it was rearing up, her eyes opening wide. The engineering crews were working as fast as possible trying to extract the debris from the entrance to the tunnel. For’mya and Riall were in the next room going over maps of the garrison trying to find some other way in when the ground heaved beneath them.

“Admiral Riall! Admiral Riall!” The voice was shouting from the gaping entrance into the first garrison they had captured.


Riall grabbed For’mya’s hand, steadying her as he pulled her into the corridor moving for the entrance.


“What is happening? Riall snapped. “Is it an earthquake?”


“Admiral look!” The Spartan motioned with his hand to the south while handing him the macrobinoculars. “The fourth garrison has been breached!”


Riall snatched up the macrobinoculars and directed them to where the Spartans were massing for their assault on the fourth and last garrison. Past them in the distance he could see gouts of flame and black smoke reaching for the clear sky, huge chunks of rock and concrete lifting into the air before falling back down. Riall slammed his hand down on the communicator built into his body armor.


“Ceneu… Komirri! Have you begun your attack?” He asked.


“Riall… sensors are detecting massive explosions within the garrison!” Ceneu’s voice echoed. “There was some sort of massive power feedback surge an instant before the explosions began. It came from the below the garrison! There are breaches in the tunnels all over Riall! The King… he must have done something beneath the surface!”


“Move a wing of AUTUMN MOON Frigates into low orbit to provide support! Vistr… attack now! Do not wait! Attack now!” Riall barked.

“Understood!” Vistr’s voice echoed.


“For’mya… your STRIKERs! Get them to provide low altitude support! They…” Riall turned and saw her looking down the corridor to where the engineers were working. He reached out quickly and took her arm. “For’mya!”


Her dark eyes turned to look at him wide and moist from tears. “Martin…”


“For’mya… he chose you as his concubine because he knew you were strong, stronger than most of us!” Riall spoke. “You have proven that over the last weeks Star Commander. He has given us an opportunity now, and he would expect us to take it For’mya! He would expect you to take it!”


For’mya stared into his face for a moment before reaching up and touching the communicator on her armor, “All STRIKER flights! The fourth garrison has been breached! Launch immediately with full payloads and move to cover the advance of our Spartans! Individual Flight leaders report to General Vistr when on site! I’m returning to the LEONIDAS I and will join you shortly!”


Riall squeezed her arm. “I will contact you immediately For’mya! I swear to you!”


“Do not let him die Admiral!” For’mya told him.


Riall nodded and watched her march off her face set in determination. He turned as Daniel and Anuk came running up the tunnel from where they had been helping the engineers. Dan saw the flames and smoke in the background.


“Holy shit!” He exclaimed. “I’ll get back to…”


Riall shook his head. “No Daniel Simpson! Andreus has spoken with his brother Atropos who guards Queen Anja.” He turned to look at Danny. “Queen Aricia was taken from the King against her will. She was drugged Daniel… she did not betray him in any way.”

Danny and Anuk’s eyes went wide at this information, Anuk reaching up to grab her mate’s arm. “You aren’t shitting me are you Admiral?”


Riall shook his head. “No. There is much going on that we have not heard about while we have been here. I need you to remain with Andreus. When we pull the King from that tunnel Daniel… when he hears what Chetak has done to his Queen…”


Dan nodded. “Yeah… this is all going to look like a picnic compared to what he will do.”


Riall nodded. “Exactly, and only you and Andreus together will be able to subdue him.”

ENURRUA

Isra sat next to Walter and Golna, his violet eyes watching where Aihola and Tarifa were in the small cave off to the side of where the rest of them sat. It had been a relatively quick six hour trip back from the landing site, Walter and Aihola keeping up easily in the mountains due to their excellent conditioning. Whenever they stopped to rest, Tarifa was never apart from her, always holding her hand in hers, their bodies touching in some fashion. It was easy enough for Isra to see the love between the two of them as he was no fool. 

Isra knew Tarifa had a Drow female lover, yet he had not known they were so closely entwined or that Aihola was half vampire. He had also not expected to feel this way seeing them together. He had hoped perhaps Tarifa would remain with him. What he felt for her was beyond anything instinctual he knew that. She had touched him in a way he hadn’t expected, and now seeing her interact with the half vampire Drow female in much the same manner as she had with him in the last few weeks caused his heart to ache in a way he had never felt before. When he saw Tarifa’s eyes go wide and her head fall into the Drow’s lap and began to sob uncontrollably be came to his feet quickly, feeling his mate’s pain within their Mindvoice connection. His head snapped around when he felt the strong hand curl around his arm.


“Sit down Isra.” Walter spoke softly.


“She is my mate!” Isra snapped. “She is in pain!”


Walter nodded slowly. “Aihola is also her mate. And she has just been told that the man they both loved was in fact not who they thought he was.”


Isra settled back to the rock he had been sitting on. “What do you mean Guardian?”


“The Spartan… Dekton… the one who they thought was their mate until he died in the Battle for Eden City on Earth. He was a clone. A High Coven clone who was using them to gather information.” Walter explained. “He is also responsible, so we believe, for an attempted assassination attempt of the King and Queen Dysea in Sparta.”


They looked up as Isra’s mother knelt beside them holding the tray of small bread and meat pieces. She looked at Walter with an almost affectionate gleam in her eye. “I knew my nose was right.” She spoke softly. “She wasn’t turned by a Pureblood.”


Walter shook his head. “No.”


“Why does she turn to… to the Drow instead of me,” Isra hissed. “I am her mate!”


Walter looked at him. “Tarifa and Aihola have been together for over a year now.” He said. “They have endured more in that year then most do in their lifetimes, and they have endured it together. They are synonymous with each other. There can not be Tarifa without Aihola, and there can not be Aihola without Tarifa. That is how deeply the love they have for each other goes.”


“She is not full vampire is she Guardian.” Gallais spoke.


“No. She has many of their strengths, but she does not need blood to sustain her. It will heal her if she is injured, but she does not need it to survive.” Walter spoke. “Her mother was the Drow Queen on Earth, and Aihola and her brother were the result of the Coven forcing her mother to breed with her mate who they had turned into a full vampire. They wanted to breed killers… what they got were Aihola and many like her, half vampires who do not lust for blood, and who still have their morals and values. Aihola came into Tarifa’s life at a time when she needed an anchor… Aihola gave her that anchor… and they fell in love. Dekton… the clone… he wormed his way into their lives, became part of it, and now they found out it was all a lie.”


“They loved him?” Gallais asked.


Walter nodded. “Yes.” He looked at Isra. “I can smell you within her Isra, smell her all over you. You have permeated her being just as deeply as Aihola has young man. Give them time Isra… be patient… she is wolf now… and she will live just as long as you. Let them heal each other. If my nose is right, forcing her to choose between you and Aihola, regardless of what she feels or may not feel for you, it will only end up hurting you. You are in her blood now Isra and that is not something she can deny for long, as Dekton never affected her as you have because he was a clone. Allow that to stand for now and provide her the strength she needs.”


“I… I do not want to lose her.” Isra said softly. “She is… she has become the only purpose in this life for me now.”


Walter nodded. “I know… just understand that they are a package deal so to speak. Be patient young Spartan.”


Isra looked at him. “Guardian… I am no Spartan.”


Walter looked at him. “No… then perhaps we will have to change that based on what I have seen.” His eyes cut sharply to the right at the movement and he saw Aricia enter the cave at the far end, the azure blue scaled dragon squeezing down to follow her. They settled near that entrance away form the others and Aricia leaned back against Isheeni’s side as she nibbled sparingly at the food on her plate. “How long has she been like that?” He asked softly, “Empty of all emotion.”

“As long as we have known her Guardian,” Gallais replied softly. “How long has it been now Isra?”


“Nearly three weeks.” Isra answered glancing back quickly to where Tarifa and Aihola were. “She hardly speaks except to the dragons. The blue one there, Isheeni, they are almost never apart. I think the black Heavyhorn is the blue one’s mate.”


“All she craves now is to get Joric within her hands so that she can kill him.” Gallais said. “What they did to her… I don’t know how she can stand being near them? She is stronger than I.”


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


Gallais met his eyes surprised. “You don’t know?” She asked.


“Know what?”


“The dragons helped to bring her here.” Gallais spoke. “Tarifa discovered what they did to her and told me one night. They gave her some potion that they had made. It caused the Lunmai fever in her to overcome her to the point where she was unable to resist that pig Joric. In essence they did to her what they do to all our females. They forced her to submit to him, and the dragons helped Chetak to do this.”


Walter’s face twitched in growing anger. “She… she did not betray the King?”


Gallais looked at him as if he had gone mad. “Betray the King? Guardian… that poor child is dying inside because she believes the King hates her for betraying him when she did not. We know what Chetak did, forcing the King to watch as Aricia screamed for Joric to claim her. That was not her Guardian. They forced that upon her with the drug they used to increase the power of the Lunmai.”


“Gallais you are speaking the truth to me?” Walter gasped.


Gallais nodded. “There would be no point in lying to you Guardian. She is filled now with nothing but hatred and rage. I… I watched her kill an entire Hunting Party of Chetak’s men, her and the dragons with her. There was no emotion in her eyes. No pity, no remorse, only death. All she desires now is to kill Joric so that death can claim her. If only there was a way to show the King this so that he could save her.”

Walter turned and looked at Aricia. The azure colored dragon had lowered its head close to her face and Aricia reached up to rub the huge head under the maw of teeth. Aricia turned to look at him from across the cave before leaning her head back against Isheeni’s muscular side and closing her eyes.

Walter shook his head slowly. “The King… the King may be lost to us as well.” He spoke softly.

LEONIDAS I


“What do you mean stopped?” Komirri spoke coming to his feet. “All of them?”


The sensor operator nodded his head. “Yes sir, all of them. The entire High Coven fleet that was coming here has just stopped.”


Komirri moved to the long range sensor station. “But why?”

VAMPIRE HIGH COVEN
REVERENCE CLASS-DREADNOUGHT

BLOODFEAST

Veldruk stepped onto the bridge of his flagship, slowly striding down the long platform until he was standing in front of the view window and staring out at the mass of ships all around him. His face was unreadable, and no one dared approach him.


“Admiral… the sensor scans are accurate?” Veldruk finally asked.


The white haired vampire nodded as he stepped closer to his High Lord. “I checked them myself Milord. There is no mistake.”


Veldruk nodded slowly. “This son of a dead King is much stronger than I first thought.” He spoke softly.


“Milord Veldruk…” The Admiral asked. “Do I order our Fleet Groups to continue on course Ukwav? We stopped at your order Milord.”


Veldruk stared at the stars in front of him. “No.” He whispered to himself. “I will take my own advice and pick my battles.”


“Milord excuse me, I did not hear your order?” The Admiral spoke.


“Admiral how long will it take before my daughter’s ship rendezvous’ with us at this location?” Veldruk asked.


“Her frigate should be joining with us within the hour Milord.” The man answered. 

Veldruk nodded, “Very well.” He turned and looked at the man, walking up to him slowly and placing his bony hand on the man’s shoulder. There were few that the Vampire High Lord called friend. This man was one. “Drdron… you are nearly as old as I… and one of only three I call friend. That is why you command my flagship.”


“You honor me Milord.” Drdron spoke.


“Ukwav was a prison Drdron, a prison for one man. The Union dogs never knew what we hid under the surface beneath our garrisons. Even when they attacked us three times they never knew.” Veldruk spoke. “He will not live long in a physical state, but long enough to decimate our ships and men if we approach now that the son of Leonidas has freed him.”

“Milord… you don’t mean…”


Veldruk nodded, “The Lycavorian First Oracle. The first and most powerful of them, the one who guided that dog Resumar.”


“I thought… I thought you had defeated him Milord.” Drdron spoke.


“I imprisoned his conscious Drdron. And I buried it on Ukwav under the four strongest garrisons we have ever built on a planet.” Veldruk spoke. “The son of Leonidas was able to do something I thought impossible. He has breached those garrisons and freed him. This is a battle we will not win, not with both of them there. No… as soon as Yuri joins with us, set course for home.” Veldruk smiled. “He won’t live long… but long enough to save the son. We are vampires my friend. We are born patient. There will be another time.”


Drdron nodded confidently, “As you order Lord Veldruk.”


“There will be another time.” Veldruk spoke softly.

