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“…syncing the transmission Marshall Pusintin.” The COM officer said. “It should be coming up on your monitor now.”

Pusintin held For'mya by her hair tightly, her hands grasping at his wrists while she was up on her tip toes to try and alleviate the pain that throbbed in her head. Her eyes were tightly shut as she tried to channel the savage pain into anger but it was a losing battle. The left side of her face and jaw where she had struck the chair was beginning to swell and no doubt would be badly bruised if she could not shift to heal the injury. His slap to her face had been like a punch and it had succeeded in causing her wolf fangs to cut the inside of her cheek. Blood leaked from between her lips and her eyes were tear filled. For'mya heard Pusintin laughed heartily and her eyes fluttered open to stare at his cruel face.


“Now that is quite the picture!” Pusintin snarled happily as he looked at the monitor in front of them. “That almost makes me wish I was there to help him.” He yanked her face closer and looked at her. “You should watch this For'mya. You might get turned on.”


Another burst of anger surged through her and she spit blood mixed with spittle into his face with a hiss and snarl. “You fucking pig!” She growled at him.

Pusintin reached up quickly with his hand and wiped the spittle away and then slapped her viciously. She could not move her head back with the blow because he held her in the iron grip and the slap sent twinges of intense pain shooting through her neck and face bringing more tears to her eyes. “You don’t listen very well do you bitch!” He snarled at her. “Look at the monitor For'mya! I want you to see your elf Queen lover about to get her Immortal cherry popped!”


“NO!” For'mya snapped trying to yank her head away from his grip. “You fucking ranne saric ronnus!”

Pusintin laughed at her then. “Such language! Look at the monitor For'mya or I will pin your eyelids open with needles!” Pusintin growled at her. “Look at the monitor upaee!” His other hand grabbed her jaw and more pain cascaded through her body as he viciously turned her head toward the monitor. She closed her eyes tightly. “Open your eyes or so help me I will carve your son into tiny pieces right in front of you wench! And I will make sure you hear every fucking wail he makes! Open your fucking eyes!”


For'mya’s eyes sprang open then and she looked at the monitor. What she saw made her eyes go wide in horror and shame. “Dysea!” She whimpered loudly upon seeing her.


There was no mistaking the platinum blond hair of her fellow Queen and elf lover. There was no mistaking the exquisite and exotic tattoos that adored her powerful body. Tattoos that only added to the passion and desire when they shared each other for For'mya loved to trace those tattoos with her tongue. For'mya could almost smell the sweet wildflower scent, the curve of her wonderfully tight ass and the firmness of her breasts. The memories of their last morning together were so vivid and special. They had ended up feasting on each other while Anja and Aricia devoured Isabella next to them. They knew the right spots to touch and lick and nibble and within moments both of them were screaming out their pleasure. Pleasure they had not stopped giving to each other for two more hours. For'mya could not breathe right now, she could not think straight as she saw her beautiful dear friend, one of only four who were so close to her, her elven lover and fellow elven Queen bent over some strange table completely naked. She was struggling against the bonds that held her, struggling terribly for sweat adorned her body from the effort. She could see four Immortals in the transmission, all of them with sadistic looks of demented torture on their faces, and then the largest of them standing behind her using his large hands to stroke her skin and areas of her supple body that only Martin or they had ever touched.

“You fucking bastard!” For'mya screamed when she saw this. “You sick fucking bastard! I will… I will kill you!” She felt the anger surge forth once more, but even as she struggled against Pusintin’s grip on her she knew she was too weak to fight him.


Pusintin cluck clucked and shook his head. “Such language from a refined elven Queen!” He hissed mockingly.  “She looks pretty good don’t you think! Want to put your thumb on that contract now?” He asked.


“May you… may you rot for all eternity in the fires of Dori!” For'mya screamed as her face became a mask of barbaric hate and anger. 

“Wrong answer For'mya!” Pusintin snarled. He reached over and stabbed the control panel. “Phy'iad… you may proceed! And take your time! I’ll leave the channel open so we can enjoy the show!”


“NO!” For'mya screamed even as he took his hand away and grabbed her jaw once more holding her head in place in front of the monitor.


“I wonder how loud she will scream!” Pusintin asked as the Immortal on the screen took a position behind Dysea and unbuckled his pants. For'mya could see Dysea’s head whipping back and forth and then her voice filled the COM.


“STOP! DON’T! NO! AARRGGHHH!!!! NAUTA MELME!!” 


For'mya tried to close her eyes but his fingers came up and roughly pried her eyelids open. “Open your eyes For'mya you whore! I want you to watch the pain and humiliation that you are putting her through! Here it comes!!”


For'mya’s eyes were tear stained and red but she could not help but watch as the huge Immortal stepped behind Dysea, paced his hands on her smooth hips and rammed himself forward. She watched Dysea’s body jerked brutally and her head came up as her scream of shame ripped For'mya’s heart and will to shreds.


“NNNOOOOOOO!!!!!”

“Shit!” Pusintin shouted. “I think he just sank his whole cock into her in one stroke! How about that!”


“You… will die!” For'mya sobbed. “You will die such a horrible death!”


“I don’t think so bitch!” Pusintin barked. “Let’s watch for a bit shall we!”
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“NNNOOOOOOO!!!!!”




Dysea’s emerald green eyes were wide in pain and utter shock as Phy'iad buried almost his entire cock into her in one plunge. Tears filled her eyes as the pain of the sudden intrusion caused her fingers to open and drop the key that Kr'nak had given to her to open her restraints. She heard him grunt uncontrollably as he leaned over her muscular back and ground his thick cock into her causing stars to explode behind her eyes as the pain grew. 


“Fuck… fuck Elf Queen!” Phy'iad grunted in her left ear. “I’ve… I’ve never had… had anything so tight! Scream for me elf bitch! Scream for me!”


Dysea shook her head back and forth, her hair whipping wildly from side to side as she tried to fight the pain and humiliation of this rape. “NO! Ahhh! Bastard!” She screamed. “It… it hurts!!”


Phy'iad laughed in her ear. “Get used to it elf Queen!” She growled. “You are going to mine forever!” He grabbed her hips painfully and began to stroke into her without regard.

Dysea Leonidas was recognized as a consummate politician and through the years under Deia’s expert tutelage she had learned all there was to learn of the many species within the Lycavorian Union and the differences between them. She had even learned to speak a total of eight different languages fluently so that she could communicate better with those she was supposed to rule. She was considered the most politically active of Martin Leonidas’s Queens especially when it came to education. Dysea could not stand a poorly educated individual who desired to learn and could not due to lack of funding or materials or teachers. Within two years of becoming not only the First Elven Queen and a Queen of the Union she had begun to reform the educational system within the Union with her mother Normya and Isabella at her side. They had traveled to dozens of planets inside the Union and outside their borders in The Wilds, and her mother continued to still do this as mother to the Queen. Dysea’s mother was well known and she had powerful friends throughout the Union not because of who her daughter was, but because she was just as beautiful and equally active as her daughter. They had procured funding and materials and teachers for those people who wished to learn but could not. They had helped half a dozen fledging planetary governments to set up standards of education for all their people and then donated their time and credits to the efforts as they got their systems up and running. Dysea was revered on the elven homeworld of Elear as the Queen who had willingly given up half her power so that For'mya could be named co-Queen because of the royal elven blood that ran in her veins. For the first time in millennia an elf of royal blood once more sat on the throne of Elear and it was due to Dysea’s actions.

Dysea and her mother were in the forefront of elven females on Elear not shying from any attraction or course that their lives took them down. It was commonplace to see Dysea out walking the streets with Bella most of all, but with any of her fellow Queens really, and be unashamed in any way to stop and share a blistering kiss of love with them for all to see. Her physical beauty was also the topic of stories and countless conversations in the cafés on Elear. Not only was she just as exquisitely beautiful as any elven female, her mother matching her in every way and everyone seeing where she inherited that beauty from, the muscular definition of her lithe body was now famous. Dysea Leonidas made it a point to keep herself in peak physical condition. She trained every day rain or shine, she ran in her wolf form three times a week for fifty miles at a time, more often than not with Martin at her side. It was common to see her sparing with Bella in the courtyard of the palace on Elear or going through the rigid training regiment with Iriral that all Bonded Pairs went through. 
Dysea Leonidas was also known for something else throughout the Lycavorian Union. It was not her physical beauty, nor her political savvy; it was because she was widely considered the most indomitable of Martin Leonidas’s Queens. She was afraid of nothing and intimidated by no one. Not long after For'mya had become the official concubine to Martin and the rest of them, Dysea had caught wind of a snide comment made by a junior parliament member in regards to For'mya’s status among them. Against the advice of nearly all of her advisors except her mother, Deia and Melyanna, who went through the same things with the Hadarian Arch Ministry almost monthly, Dysea had marched into the Elven Parliament that day and let them have it with both barrels. When she was done dressing down parliamentary members who were three and four times her age and making them feel no bigger than worms, the junior member found himself assigned to the most remote outpost the Union had, and from that day forward no one had ever questioned the strength of her will and determination.

Dysea drew on that indomitable spirit and strength of will now. 

She clenched her fists and filled her mind with thoughts of her beloved Nauta Melme. The man who could make her wolf blood sing with just a simple caress. A man who had never loved her or any of them any less even though Aricia was his anome. A man who would often times when they were on Elear alone together or with any of their lovers, simply wrap her within the embrace of his powerful arms and overwhelming aura and they would simply talk. Of their children. The past. The future. Not only could her Nauta Melme stimulate her body to the point of blissful abandon and beyond, he could arouse her mind to new heights. As she shut her eyes tightly, she quickly slammed supremely powerful Mindvoice shields around herself to keep her Nauta Melme from discovering what she was enduring. Even as she did this she could feel equally as powerful shields reinforcing her own and she knew it was Cirith. Shields that mingled and blended with hers so effortlessly, so smoothly. It was something she would not even come to realize until later, but Dysea would be the first to notice that this should not have happened for one they had only just met. Cirith should not have been able to so completely blend her shields with Dysea’s own, yet she did.    
[Dysea!] Cirith cried out in anguish. [I will kill him! I will slit his foul throat right now!] She snarled as she began to move and came close to unwrapping the shadows from around her body.

Dysea’s high pitched scream of terror pierced her soul to the core and even wrapped in the shadows as she was Cirith began to sob openly. She cried for what was happening to Dysea and she cried for what she had found. Her father had been wrong. She had been wrong. All these years they had been wrong. Cirith was not meant for the first King Leonidas and his wife Gorgo, destiny was not that accommodating. No… it all came home in this moment of brutal violence. Cirith Esavorna was meant for Martin Leonidas and his Queens.
[No!] Dysea screamed out. [How… how long?]

[Dysea… he is… he is raping you!] Cirith cried.

[He… he may use my body… but he will never have my mind! Never my… never my mind or will!] Dysea echoed loudly. [Tell… tell them to hurry Cirith! Tell them to hurry!]

“Uuughhhhhhhh!!” Dysea screamed out loudly as Phy'iad speeded up his crushing strokes into her supple body.
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“Uuughhhhhhhh!!” Dysea’s loud scream of shame and anguish coming from the large monitor shattered any further resistance that For'mya may have had.


“Damn…” Pusintin gasped. “He’s pounding the shit out of her! Look at that For'mya! I think she’s beginning to like it! You think he already blew inside her? This is great stuff!”


“Stop!” For'mya gasped in defeat.


Pusintin turned his head and looked at her. Her face was a mask of horror and pain, tears streaking her cheeks and mixing with the blood that leaked from between her lips. “What did you say?”


“Stop this.” For'mya rasped out. 


“What was that?” Pusintin grunted.


“Stop this I beg you!” For'mya screamed now. “I… I will… I will do what you wish! Just stop this and leave her be!”


Pusintin reached out and touched the panel. “Phy'iad! Step back!” He barked.


For'mya saw the Immortal’s head come up slightly and then he obediently withdrew his cock from Dysea and turned to face a hidden video drone somewhere in the room he was in. His cock dripped with juices and he had a feral look on his face, his vampiric fangs showing clearly beneath his upper lip.


Pusintin turned back to For'mya and loosened his grip on her hair so that she could drop to the deck flat footed. “Don’t play games with me elf bitch!” He growled. “I’ll make sure Phy'iad fucks her in every hole while you watch! And then you’ll watch as his men have their way with her!”

“Stop this!! I… I told you!” For'mya screamed. “I told you… I would do as you say, damn you to hell!” She stammered. “You… you must let her go! You must let… you must let my son go!”


“No deal!” Pusintin snapped.


“I will do as you want forn ronnus!” She screamed hatefully. “I will… I will do these things! Let Dysea go! If you have… if you have any shred of decency in you… you will not shame her in this way! Let Bryon go! He is… he is all I have left! You have no need of them! You have… you have taken everything from me that I have ever loved!”


“I’m no fool For'mya.” Pusintin snapped.


“What do you want damn you!” She screamed.


Pusintin held up the data pad to her face. “Read it!” He growled.

“I… I already read it!” She barked.

“Not all of it!” Pusintin said. “Now read it! The last paragraph! And then put your thumb there to make it official! Do it!”

For'mya looked down at the pad once more and read it, the dread and shame filling her even as all hope disappeared as the words flashed in front of her eyes. She glanced up at him with horror in her dark brown eyes and saw only the sneer of contempt and hate staring back at her. 
“You… you putrid excuse for a man!” For'mya snarled at him with vicious hate. “Your… your father would… he would disembowel you where you stand for…”

Pusintin yanked on her hair savagely causing her to yelp once more in pain. “I don’t care what you think of me you stupid wench! You are a whore to me! Nothing more! And do not attempt to tell me what my father would do! You didn’t know my father! My brother didn’t know our father elf bitch!” He put his face inches from hers, his eyes filled with savage anger. “Now what will it be upaee! I grow tired of these games!”

For'mya glared at him with equal savageness. “How… how do I know you will keep… keep your word?”

“I’m not giving you my word you dumb bitch!” Pusintin snapped. “You will do it… or you will watch the only two things left in your pathetic life that you care about die slow and painful deaths! And it will be your fault! All of it! Now what is it going to be? No more games For'mya!”

For'mya Leonidas looked at the monitor as more tears streamed from her eyes now. It was all gone now. Martin Leonidas. Her beloved fellow Queens and their children with him. She had nothing left of herself, nothing left except the chance to save all that remained of their family. She shuddered in shame and disgust even as she spoke the word. To save Dysea… to save her son… her words to Resumar only a few months before filled her head.

“There is nothing I would not do to safeguard those I love Resumar. Just as your father and any of your mothers would do. I would endure a life of solitude and pain to insure that those I love were safe. We all would and that is where our power as a family lays my son. We have our disagreements and arguments, no family is without them, but in the end… what has your father instilled in all of you… in all of us?”


“Blood before all else.” Resumar stated softly.


For’mya nodded slowly. “Blood before all else. No matter the pain that may be caused, no matter the reasons behind it, it is never intentional and must always be forgiven.”


There would be no forgiveness for what she was about to do. No forgiveness and nothing would remain but the pain, shame and misery.

“Yes.” She whispered.


“Say it louder wench!” Pusintin shouted in her face.


“Yes! Yes damn you to hell! Yes!” For'mya bellowed even as the tears erupted from her eyes.


Pusintin held up the pad. “Sign it!” He snarled.


No… there would be no forgiveness For'mya knew as she pressed her thumb to the pad and effectively altered her remaining years forever. There would be no forgiveness… but perhaps there would be revenge for all that this foul man had taken from her. Vengeance for what he had done and what he was forcing her to do to save those that remained of her once beautiful family. 

Pusintin pulled the pad back and shoved her to the floor where she curled into a ball and let the tears flow even more freely. He reached out and touched the control panel with a sneer of contempt. 


“Phy'iad?” He barked.


“Yes.” The voice filled the COM.


“I have what I want.” Pusintin spoke. “Do as we agreed and then release her to Laustinos when he arrives.”


“My credits?” Phy'iad demanded.


“Already transferred.” Pusintin told him. “Spend them well Immortal scum. And pray I never see you again.”


Pusintin touched the panel once more and it went dark before Phy'iad could reply. He looked at For'mya on the floor as she gazed up at him. “You bastard! Laustinos! You… you gave her to that traitorous dog! You were to set her free!”


“And she will be free!” Pusintin growled. “She’ll be alive and she’ll be Laustinos’s mate! With my brother dead… once he knocks her up she’ll be bound to him forever just as our old laws say it should be. At least until she kills him.” Pusintin laughed. “If you think I’m stupid enough to allow her to go free and begin to plot against me you are sorely mistaken.”


“And my… and my son?” For'mya barked.


“I’ll hang on to him until you complete your end of our bargain!” Pusintin spoke. “Don’t worry… he won’t be harmed. It’s not his fault his parents are too fucking weak to die with a little honor.”


“Honor! What do you know of honor?” For'mya screamed. “You strike against children and innocents! And you call yourself a man?”


Pusintin sneered at her. “We’ll see how much a man I am when I’m sitting on the throne of the Union!” He spat.


“How… how do you… how do you live with yourself? After all… all the innocent men, women and children you have butchered?” For'mya sobbed.


Pusintin laughed. “Quite well actually.” He stated. “You have an hour before I return. I’ll have everything else you need to sign and then we’ll complete our agreement. Clean yourself up while you’re at it. You’re bleeding all over my deck! One hour For'mya.”

For'mya Leonidas watched as he turned from her and exited out the door of the quarters without so much as looking back at her. That is when For'mya Leonidas, the Second Elven Queen of the Lycavorian Union and Elear broke down completely. Her wails of anguish could be heard by Pusintin as he walked smugly down the corridor. He had half of what he wanted and needed and when he returned she would give him the other half. 


Pusintin grinned. It might even be fun.
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Phy'iad turned back as the transmission ended and he looked hungrily at Dysea’s naked and sweaty body and ass. She was by far the finest elf female he had ever fucked and he grinned savagely as he stepped closer. Perhaps he would keep her and just kill this Laustinos fool when he arrived. The image of Dysea and Osiri on their knees begging for his Immortal cock made him even harder. Dysea’s body heaved with effort, her ass and back covered in sweat, most of it his from having to force himself into her depths. He stepped closer to her and placed his hands on her hips once more.


“Now that my business dealings are done… it’s time to enjoy myself Elf Queen!” He spat loudly. “I’m am going to enjoy breaking you Dysea. I think I will just kill this Laustinos when he arrives! I will enjoy listening to you beg for my cock everyday for the rest of your life far more than any credits I could spend! How often do you have a Queen begging you to fuck her everyday?”


Dysea’s head came up now, her face a visage of rage even as her lips trembled in fear and doubt. “I… I will kill you!” She screamed.

Phy'iad laughed heartily as he positioned himself to slam into her once more. “You will beg for my Immortal cock is what you will do Elf Queen!” This brought laughter from the other six Immortals in the room as they looked at each other and enjoyed the show their commander was giving them. “You are so tight Dysea… and I was close elf bitch! This time… this time Pusintin isn’t barking in my ears for me to stop! This time I’m going to dump my seed into you and watch you beg for more!”

Cirith Esavorna had waited long enough watching as this putrid Immortal slob defiled her beautiful Dysea. She could no longer stand by and watch. She took a step forward, beginning to will away the shadows when someone beat her to the punch.


“Phy'iad!” Kr'nak bellowed stepping forward almost too fast for an Immortal and stopped in front of Dysea’s head.


Phy'iad looked at his most senior commander as he readied himself to shove his cock into Dysea once more. “Kr'nak my friend!” He laughed. “I will share her with you for your loyalty to me! As soon as I have broken her you can have her!”


“Before you break her Commander… I wish to look into her eyes and watch as her will dwindles away!” Kr'nak barked. “If you will allow me!”


Phy'iad laughed. “So be it!”


Kr'nak dropped to one knee in front of Dysea, her wide emerald eyes staring at him in shock and the beginnings of betrayal. She watched him as he bent over and quickly retrieved something from the floor and pressed it into her palm. “Strike well Dysea Leonidas.” He softly whispered to her. “Strike well.”


Dysea looked down into her hand and saw the restraint key and a powerful surge of hate and anger and glee rushed through her. Never again would Dysea Leonidas doubt the honor or fortitude of the Akruxian people. Cha'talla had made her see that nothing is out of reach with what he had built on Kranek. Cha'talla taught her that even the most hated of enemies could become the very closest of friends and family. Cha'talla had taught her all this, made her see that it was all possible, and Kr'nak’s actions had just reaffirmed all that Dysea had come to believe and honor these last months. She didn’t hesitate in her actions and pressed the blunt end of the key to the small indent in the restraints. She heard the soft beep and looked up instantly and saw Kr'nak smile.


“CIRITH! NOW!” Kr'nak screamed as he rose to his feet, pivoted toward the door while bringing up his SA80, and he pulled back on the trigger with unrestrained glee.


Phy'iad looked up with wide eyes from where he had been staring at Dysea’s ass and saw a flash of shadow movement directly to his front. His eyes took in his most trusted commander as he sent a blistering barrage of concentrated fire at the three guards nearest the door, watching as their unsuspecting bodies began to do a macabre dance of death as they absorbed the full force of an entire two hundred round magazine of heavy caliber kinetic projectiles. As his head twisted around to follow the flashes of shadows his eyes grew even wider when the tall vampire female unwrapped the shadows from around her taut body, the distinct flashes of steel easy enough to discern as she set upon his other three men. Phy'iad had always prided himself on his ability to prepare and never be caught off guard. He was always one step ahead of those who either wanted him dead or whom he wanted dead. He had never been defeated in single combat by anyone he had faced, Lycavorian, Kavalian or even fellow Immortals, though he would never admit that he had never fought fair.  He had grown to incorrectly consider himself totally indestructible. As he watched with wide eyes, the first lethal downward slash of those dual blades that purebloods so favored, Phy'iad saw the throats of two of his men begin to fountain blood high into the air in arcs so lofty they reached a full meter across the floor. As weapons clattered to the ground and dull like sounds of explosions and alarms began to sound in his base Phy'iad turned back to push himself away from the restrained elf Queen.


What he found however, that was something completely different. 
What he found was the image he would take to the grave, for it would be the last thing he saw in this lifetime and it was fitting in an ironic sort of way for all he had done. What he found was not a restrained Dysea, but a fearsome she-elf wolf with evil black ringed emerald eyes glaring at him with a crazed lunacy he had never witnessed before. 

The pain was almost non-existent his brain told him as he turned and saw those black ringed emerald eyes of fire staring back at him. He saw a wild mane of platinum blond hair that curved elegantly around four inch high elven ears and flawless facial features. He saw soft lips now curled back to reveal the most vicious set of wolf fangs he had ever seen on a female. Long, wolf thick, flesh piercing fangs with smaller but no less sharp and lethal fangs on the inside of those larger ones. His wide eyes saw that mask of undeniable savagery and for the first time in his thousands of years of life Phy'iad of the Immortals felt fear. It would be all he felt except pain before death took him.


“I told you… I told you I would kill you!” Dysea’s voice sounded strange even to her as she spoke those words with evil glee and twisted her right hand with all of her combined elf and wolf strength.


Phy'iad of the Immortals felt the sharp tug on his body and his wide eyes looked down as his large cock separated his from body and dropped to the metal floor covered in blood. He watched as blood spurted out of the newly created opening in his body and it was then that the horrific pain reached his brain and he opened his mouth to scream. The sound never came out as Dysea lifted the second of the blades Cha'talla had crafted just for her. They were perfectly balanced and weighted just for her, and over the last few weeks Dysea had quickly discarded the dual Shakur fighting knives she had carried for years in favor of these exquisitely forged blades. She lifted the second of these blades and drove it through the bottom of Phy'iad’s jaw and deeply into his twisted brain.


“No man touches me but Martin Leonidas!” Dysea screamed into the dying Phy'iad’s face, spraying spittle across his cheeks and open eyes. “No man!”


The first plunge of the blade into his chest severed his Immortal heart in two cleanly, but Dysea did not stop there as she leaped upon him in the grips of a berserker rage, using all of her strength to plunge that blade into his chest and abdomen over and over again even as his body fell over backwards to the floor beneath him and she rode him down.


Cirith turned towards the sound even as she twisted the jaw of the third Immortal brutally to the right and drove her blade into the back of his head behind his ear. As she twisted the shaft of her knife cruelly his body went limp instantly, the expert knife thrust completely severing his brain stem and then the blade mangling the entire rear portion of his brain. Cirith stepped back as he joined his comrades on the floor of the room, his blood mingling with theirs as it spread rapidly across the ground from the mortal wounds that no amount of blood they could ever ingest would heal. Her cobalt blue eyes fell on Dysea and she watched for a few seconds as Dysea plunged her blade into Phy'iad’s body over and over, blood gushing from his chest in half a dozen locations and showering her naked flesh. 


“Dysea!” She sobbed as she began to move for her.


Kr'nak grabbed her arm however and held her back. “No Cirith Esavorna.” He spoke firmly. “Let her… let her be!” 


“Kr'nak she…”


“She is exercising the demons inside her Cirith… for what he was able to do!” Kr'nak spoke softly, his own face splashed with blood from the wounds of the men he had killed. “Orthagyrrh Cirith. Natha k'olahin d'ilta quortek lu'ilta shar.” (Redemption. A cleansing of her soul and mind.)

Cirith tore her eyes from Dysea and looked at him. “Orn il tlu...?” (Will she be…?)


Kr'nak nodded. “In time.” He stated as another explosion sounded, this one shaking the interior of the base. “Come. We must secure the door to this room before they make their way here and discover Phy'iad is dead!”


Whatever thoughts were running through the minds of Phy'iad’s men, not one of them was concerned with finding out why their commander was not storming out of the main control room and fighting with them. 

They were far more concerned with staying alive in the face of a concentrated attack by individuals who not only knew war… but were masters at it. The twenty-seven Immortals that were occupying the area near the reinforced steel doors at the main entrance to their base and laughing as they watched their commander fuck the elf queen were confused. Confused by the sudden loss of the feed from the main communications room and the sounds of explosions and weapons fire. They turned from the monitors to watch as the massive doors opened without a command from them. The main entrance to the Immortal base opened into a wide expanse of flat prairie like grounds. There were an even dozen defensive positions from which they could get behind and hold off an attacking force three or four times their number for hours.


Of course, those positions had to be manned in order for them to actually work. 


With over half their number of three thousand six hundred Immortals actively loading equipment and supplies aboard the many smaller shuttles within the three hanger bays of the base and shuttling that equipment to their ships in orbit, none of the exterior defensive positions were occupied. As the main doors swung to the sides and completely opened the twenty-seven Immortals saw two things. 
The first thing they saw caused whatever smiles they had on their faces to vanish in an instant. They saw a single Lycavorian Spartan in full armor standing proudly beside a strange looking but easily identifiable Immortal because of the bone spurs, but this one had a head covered with dark hair. An Immortal that had deeply tanned skin and not the normal grayish pallor of death color. A Immortal that wore similar body armor as the Spartan but no helmet. That Immortal held only two swords and the Spartan a single Nehtes. Behind them stood two massive dragons, one with scales that were deep blue in color and the other with greenish scales and yellow wings.  Behind those first four figures the Immortals saw the second thing and this made their blood go cold in fear. What could only be described as two hundred pairs of eyes that burned with determination and bearing no mercy or pity in them in the least. A combination of Lycavorian Spartans and these odd looking Immortals. All of them staring at Phy'iad’s men as if they were the main course of a fine meal.


“Knock… knock motherfuckers!” Denali Leonidas called out loudly, echoing the words of a game his mothers Anja and Aricia would play with them as children. 
Denali Leonidas had changed over these last days. The second of Martin and Aricia’s pureblooded Lycavorian sons had always been the one to make the others express amusement with some comment or joke. His bravery and skill were without question, but he was also the most playful of them. The easiest going and the one who could make everyone laugh with their brother Arrarn. That still remained inside him, but Denali had grown through the horrors of the last few days. He had grown and it was because Androcles had given him command without question. He realized this not only because he was his brother, but because Androcles knew that Denali Leonidas was capable of so much more. As Cha’talla and the Immortals had discovered so much about themselves in the last days, so had Denali. He had discovered what his father had already known, what Andro had already known. Denali was a natural leader. One of those leaders that was born and not made. Denali would never take anything for granted ever again. He would not waste one moment of life and he intended to live and to lead just as his father did. With all that he was. He had shown this to Lisisa his beautiful cousin, now his precious mate and wife just the night before. He had taken her with more passion and desire and instinctual nature than he ever had before and it had her howling out his name in heavenly abandon. Now he would rescue his first elven mother and then they would return and he would stand beside his brother and father as they exacted Spartan justice on those who had done these evil things to their family. 

The Immortals sensed that Denali’s words must have been a cue of some sort, for both the Spartan and the strange looking Immortal stepped to the side and the eyes of the Immortals went wide in horror as all of them realized what was coming next. Aradace and Vollenth each inhaled deeply and unleashed their own version of Spartan and true Akruxian justice. A single stream of superheated breath and one of pure flame erupted from their maws with impeccable control and merciless power. Nearly three thousand degree heat combined with fifteen hundred degree flames caught the twenty-seven Immortals in the heart of the conflagration and twenty-seven Immortals died within six seconds. Skin peeled from bone, flesh melted from the pure incinerating heat, internal organs burst and this was followed and dwarfed by the roar of two hundred men and women as they lifted their weapons and roared out their combined anger and battle cry. Denali Leonidas and Cha'talla were the first to sprint forward without pause, Aradace and Vollenth following without a moment’s hesitation and then the rest surged forward after them.


“NO MERCY!” Lisisa screamed as she ran an Immortal through his thick chest with her Nehtes, her voice reverberating among the valley walls and rising above the sounds of steel and weapons fire. That a shout could come out of such a diminutive figure was amazing in and of itself, but it was unmistakable and utterly clear.

“WE STAND HERE!” Narice’s voice echoed equally as loud, blood already staining her helmet and uniform as she twirled around next to Lisisa, her dual blades already saturated with Immortal blood.


It would have been almost comical to look at and witness had the blood and body parts not been flying. Jeth and Deneth plunged directly into the mass of bodies right behind their Bonded Sisters, their psychic shields flaring brightly as projectile rounds bounced harmlessly in all directions. Jeth’s massive body crushing several Immortals beneath his nearly eight tons of muscle and power. Jeth looked nothing like his mother Isheeni, growing to be almost identical to his father in every way. What he had inherited from his beloved mother were the wickedly curved and savagely sharp talons so common to Firespitter dragons. It was these talons that he used with utter devastation. And while Deneth lacked Jeth’s years of training, he did not lack for bravery or skill. He simply used his talons to cripple and his wings as armored battering rams that crushed bone instantly. He also had no problem with snatching Immortals up within his powerful jaws and crushing their bodies before flinging them through the air. One he even used to battered two of his comrades into pulp using his TK power before flinging the lifeless body nearly a hundred meters away into the trees.

Four hundred pounds of high explosives had rendered the rear southern entrance to the Immortal base nothing but a gaping hole. The combined team of Lycavorian and Akruxian engineers had worked feverishly to set the explosives and then they had intentionally triggered the proximity alarms to warn the Immortals inside the base that there was someone outside their base that wanted in. Just as the doors began to open, the Lycavorian Chief Engineer triggered the explosives with a glint of evil madness in his eyes as he turned and looked at his six fellow Spartans and four Immortal warriors who had been part of his team. Denali and Cha'talla had insured that all the units were integrated so that they could build cohesion and further the bond that they had already begun to form. Six Lycavorians and four Immortals had carried four hundred pounds of explosives between them with nary a problem and they now watched with pride as their work paid off.


The southern entrance was closest to the three hangers in the base and as the alarms began to sound, nearly a thousand Immortals under Phy'iad’s command had massed near the doors. The ensuing explosion killed nearly a hundred outright, crushing or shredding their bodies and injuring just as many. The remaining seven hundred plus Immortals, assuming they were under attack by Lycavorian forces, rushed from the base into the newly created cloud of dust and dirt to do battle. And that is when Lisisa and Narice brought them screaming out of the sky with the rising sun at their back. Jeth and Deneth were the only ones to get blasts of their breath and flame off before the two very petite but highly skilled women plowed into the first ranks of the Immortals without pause and twenty additional High Coven dragons followed suit with piercing trumpets of anger and pride less than ten seconds later. They had their baptism under fire on Kranek, led by a pureblood vampire Princess they all knew and respected and a half breed Union Princess who had helped to forge them into what they were now and fought with ferocity unmatched. As they traveled here they talked among each other, plotting and planning, merging what they had learned about each other and their success and mistakes on Kranek with what Androcles Leonidas and his siblings had taught them. They were no longer untested or unsure of themselves and as they roared out of the sky and fell upon the Immortals without hesitation behind the two petite females who led them, they unleashed that knowledge and skill now.


Talons ripped open flesh, wings snapped forward and crushed bones, psychic shields flared but did not fail and the slaughter was on from there. This fight was not about survival anymore. This fight was about the criminal Immortals and their actions. These male and female vampires had gone to Earth unfocused and without purpose. Yes… they had bonded with their dragons, but had no idea what they could accomplish together. Androcles and his siblings had taught them that. They taught them they could be so much more than what the Empress had planned for them to be. This battle was about the Immortals attempting to take the elven mother of the man they all revered now. This battle was about choice and how they had all chosen to live the lives that first Androcles and then his brothers and sisters showed them they could have. This battle was about retribution for what the Immortals had a hand in perpetrating. Now they would learn the folly of their actions and it would forever seal the paths of almost eighty souls moving into the future.


Danarla stood on the ridge to the west of the small valley watching impatiently as the battle waged below them. She had three hundred Spartans and Immortals manning nearly a hundred and twenty heavy weapons emplacements on the ridge she physically stood on, and on the opposite ridge across the small valley from where she stood. Heavy weapons that they had muscled to their locations together without complaint and with practiced ease. She had Chain Cannons which fired 40mm projectile shells from belt felt drums that rested on the ground. She had Plasma Pulse turrets that were powered by the cumbersome battery cell packs that rested next to them, and she had automatic Plasma Grenade launcher turrets which were a newer weapon only now making its way into the Union inventory. In truth Danarla had never seen so many heavy weapons emplacements lined up in the lethal manner they were right now. Decades of fighting the High Coven and Immortals and now she found herself commanding Immortals who followed her orders without question. Immortals that looked to her for leadership. How sardonic were the gods of fate and war she thought. Danarla knew the difference however, and these were Immortals that no longer looked or even thought like those she had fought or seen. These Immortals were led by a man many had thought long dead and who now followed a path of honor, pride and deed she could not deny. A man whose two oldest sons were now married or about to be married to half elf females that they worshiped more than their own lives. One of whom was her very own daughter.


Whatever doubt that may have resided in her body, whatever worry she may have had for As'hia, it quickly evaporated the instant she held her youngest child in her arms once more. Whatever discord or doubt she may have had about As'hia’s future was irrevocably erased when she saw the way Lynom gazed at her, the way his scent spiked with her next to him and the way As'hia, her youngest, most reckless but the most skilled of her three daughters cooed out her eternal delight in his powerful arms. As'hia had not been a very powerful Mindvoicer before all of this had occurred, certainly not on the same level as her mother who was considered a high level Tier Five Mindvoicer. What As'hia had shown her within her mind and the simple ease with which she now projected her thoughts was shocking to say the least. As'hia was now easily a Tier Six if Danarla was any judge. As'hia had shown her all that had happened to her and the way Lynom had protected her and saved her and then finally surrendered to her all that he was. Seeing this and then As'hia doing the same, that was something Danarla could not, something she would not deny. Danarla had watched as her daughter sat between his legs, leaning back against him intimately as they finished making their plans. She saw the way Lynom absently nuzzled her elven ears without thought, the way her hands stroked his forearm or thigh. Danarla had glanced at her elven husband who she so loved and knew he could see the same things. She knew her husband was stubborn and as obstinate as any elf, but he had pursued her with a single minded determination that had finally won her over. Her elven mate was not the largest man who had ever shared her bed, but he was the one that had burned her senses more than any other in her life and that included Lycavorians. He was larger physically than most elves, tall and powerfully built, and Danarla had burned his wonderful scent into her brain within the first hour of meeting him. In the time on Kranek, dealing with everything and worrying for their youngest daughter, it had brought them far closer than they had ever been before and they had rekindled the passionate lovemaking that their duties had caused to slip in these last years. A new day was being born all around them on this foul planet, but a new era had already been well underway with first Tir'ut and Princess Normya and now Lynom and her daughter. It was an era that Danarla and Ta’lon had every intention of embracing completely. 

The flash of movement from the dust shrouded entrance brought her attention fully back to the present and she watched as dozens of Immortal teams began pouring from the entrance carrying what could only be T19 Dragon Killer missiles. Right behind them were hundreds more Immortals preparing to fall upon the survivors of the missile barrage they thought they were about to unleash. Danarla had other plans however.


“All placements!” She barked into her implant. “Targets acquired! Prepare to engage!”


Danarla felt a sense of pride as she heard both Immortal and Lycavorian respond to her orders and weapons were charged and locked. She was about to become the first Lycavorian to ever lead Immortals in battle and that simply made her flush with pride. Danarla saw the first missile team stop and bring their missile launchers up.


“FIRE! FIRE! FIRE!” Danarla screamed. “KILL THEM ALL!”
The first rank of missile toting Immortals had dropped to their knees in preparation of targeting and then firing the T19 missiles they had. The missile team commander was barking out orders at the top of his lungs as some five hundred more charged their weapons behind them and waited to throw themselves into battle and kill the survivors of what they knew would be a slaughter with so many T19 missiles. No dragon would be able to survive the barrage they were about to unleash. As his head turned to check on all of his teams he thought he heard a female’s voice in the distance to the side rising above the din of dragon trumpets and the screams of the dying. His eyes darted to one side of the valley entrance and grew wide when he saw dozens of figures moving about within the treeline above them. He could almost hear the clatter of heavy weapons as they were locked into place. His eyes cut to the opposite side of the valley and he saw her then. Some four hundred meters away, dressed in Spartan armor and standing beside what could only be a plasma turret. He saw her mouth move, heard her words carried on the wind and he swore he could see her look right at him as the entrance to hell opened and reached for him and his men.


 One hundred and twenty heavy weapons opened up at the same time, large chain cannon turrets, plasma turrets, even plasma grenade launchers and the cacophony of sound drowned out even the dragons as they trumpeted out their glee. The hundreds of Immortals had made the mistake of massing their troops together tightly as they exited the base. They had forgotten their training in the years since leaving the Coven and becoming mercenaries and slavers, and that simple fact would spell their eternal doom today. The plasma turrets and 40mm chain turrets did not discriminate in the least and in seconds that small valley was running red with bright red blood as Immortals were literally chopped into grisly bits of flesh and bone. They were mowed down as if some great invisible hand swept down and crushed them into oblivion. T19 missiles exploded from direct hits and added their own explosive force to the conflagration, not one of them leaving the launchers. It wasn’t really fair by any standard of warfare, but then again war was never about being fair, and the pirate Immortals of Phy'iad’s group learned a harsh lesson that would be taught many times in the future when it came to the Lycavorian Union and those men and women who led their troops.

A fair fight was only fair in the eye of the victor.

To the Immortals behind the weapons emplacements, it was about the future. All of them had been present for Cha'talla’s speech after they had won on Kranek. All of them had willingly embraced the path Cha'talla had set them on more than two decades ago. On Kranek they had been free to chose their own paths and lives and they all had done just that. They witnessed the acceptance they received from the elves and others they had rescued or helped once these men and women realized that their Immortal tribe was very different. Many had Akruxian Immortal wives and based on what their Matriarch Mother Esther had done for them, many were inspired to return and see their wives. To show them the true Akruxian people. The younger Immortals, those that were not married, were now stirred to discover all they could about their people of old. They would no longer be afraid to go out into the stars and interact with others without fear and hate in the eyes of those they wanted to befriend. Now they knew they would no longer be looked down upon by others. Cha'talla had given this back to them, this sense of duty and pride and history. Now they were being led by a Lycavorian female with excellent experience whose own half elf daughter would soon be the Blessed Wife of another of Cha'talla’s sons. Her elven husband had moved among them without fear as they traveled here, talking with many of them as an equal and with respect and even sharing laughter despite the circumstances they found themselves in. These Immortal scum before them had chosen the wrong path in life and now they would extinguish that blight upon their species and their history forever. Word had already gone out among all of them from both Cha'talla and Denali Leonidas. They would take no prisoners this day. Any among the millions of their people still within the High Coven who chose to stand against the future would fall before them. That is what they all swore this day.
Danarla kept careful watch on the valley before them, listening to her implant as well and waiting. That single word sounded over her COM implant and every single COM implant worn by Lycavorian or Akruxian in the valley. 

“EXECUTE!” 

One hundred and twenty heavy weapons shifted fire just as some twenty dragons soared skyward, many lifting their Bonded ones directly out of the mass of bodies with TK power and depositing them in their saddles as they screamed skyward.

Lisisa felt the dragon armor close around her legs and she looked behind her as Jeth’s massive wings propelled them skyward. She saw Narice and Deneth on her right, and even from the distance between them she could see Narice’s cobalt blue eyes alive and bright. They watched as those heavy weapons altered their fields of fire with unerring accuracy and as they cleared the tree tops of the mountains around them, leaving battered and broken bodies of hundreds of Immortals on the ground below, that single-minded wave of death obliterated whatever remained.

It was here that Lynom, Tir'ut, Normya and As'hia and the nearly eight hundred Spartans and Immortals came charging over the top of the ridge they had been hiding behind and plunged through the gore and blood. Danarla caught a quick picture of her youngest daughter as she stood beside Lynom and then they led that combined force into the Immortal base without hesitation.

EARTH

EDEN GROUND COMMAND
SOUTHERN UTAH


It was truly abandoned now.

From the looks of it, no one had been here since Ben and his tech heads had striped it bare almost twenty-six years ago. Most of the buildings still stood and that is where Daniel Simpson now sat. On top of the administration building looking out over what had once been the base they called home so many years ago. Scrub brush and dust now covered most of what had once been a thriving Air Force Base with a hidden secret beneath it. Danny couldn’t bring himself to enter that portion of the base, there were far too many memories and it was painful enough as it was. Danny caught his scent on the wind even as the soft flutter of Elynth’s wings disturbed the still air. He heard the soft scraping of two sets of boots on the sand blasted tarmac below and then the shift of air as Andro used his TK power to lift himself to the roof where he sat. Danny didn’t want to turn because his son looked so much like his father that it would make the pain of loss return even harder. Danny reached out across the space in front of him, holding the neck of the beer bottle in his hand.

“This is where… this is where it all started for us.” He spoke softly. “This is where we discovered what we could do. It sure as shit scared the hell out of us!” Danny spoke before he downed the last of the warm bottle of beer and then tossed it to the side to join the nearly six cases of others in the pile. He turned and reached inside the case that was beside him and pulled out two more, using his strength to twist off the tops. He held one out behind him. “Beer?”


Andro walked up behind the man he called Uncle Danny. The man who had taught him almost as much as his father. About being a Spartan, a wolf, a warrior and a man. He squatted down next to him, taking the beer without question, his eyes drifting to the pile of empty bottles and then to his uncle who took a long pull of the tall bottle. The beer was cold surprisingly and Andro lifted it to his lips and took a long drink as well. It had been a long time since he had tasted beer, they only pulled it out for very special occasions, and it felt immensely refreshing as it went down. He glanced over at the pile of empties once more and then out over the tops of the buildings as his uncle was doing.

“How much have you had?” He asked. “You’ve been out here for almost four days.”

Danny chuckled. “You know… Anja says it would take nearly three hundred bottles of beer before a Lycavorian got really drunk.” Danny lifted the one in his hand. “Three hundred and nine and all I got is a fucking buzz. Ain’t that a bitch?”


“Aunt Anuk and Aunt Nayeca are worried about you. You won’t answer them.” Andro said softly. “You won’t answer anyone… and you are not known for using the full power of your shields Uncle. You have been working with the Feravomir I see.”

“Yeah… well… I ain’t real good company for anyone right now.” Danny answered. “No sense in them having to deal with that.” He looked at his nephew. “How’d you find this place?”

He asked and then held up his hand quickly. “Never mind. You knew where I’d come… you have his memories.”


“Yes.” Andro said softly again. “The Kavalians have… they have taken my mother For'mya Uncle Danny.”


Danny cut his head sharply and looked at him. “What do you mean taken? She was in the Senate Building with Deia!”


Andro shook his head. “We pulled Tenna from the rubble nearly thirty-six hours ago. She’s badly injured but alive. They… they took my mother before they brought the building down. Laustinos was helping them.”

“Laustinos! That nubous pencil dick creeper!” Danny snarled.


“I went to the Kavalian embassy… they told me they would kill her if we attempted to retaliate against them for what they think they have done.” Andro continued evenly. There was nothing he would keep from this man who had a part in raising him. “What was I supposed to do? Denali, Lisisa and Cha'talla are going after the Immortals who took my first elven mother and Resumar is so deep in Kavalian space with his ass hanging out it isn’t even funny. Janae is missing and…”

“Janae?” Danny rasped out. 


Andro looked at him and nodded. “I brought Anton and Cihera back to help Zarah find her.” He said. “I don’t believe she is off world. She was either taken by another Kavalian team which I strongly suspect, or she has gone into hiding.”


Danny shook his head. “If she went into hiding she would have contacted you by now. That was the plan. Seventy-two hours and she reports in.”


Andro nodded. “Which leads me to believe that she has been taken and they have done the same thing to her that they did to my mothers. They have blocked her Mindvoice abilities.” He said. “Quite a bit has happened since you have been here Uncle Danny and now I need you to help me.”


Danny looked at him for a long moment and then turned back to the horizon. “I… I let your father down. He should be here… not me. He… I have other brothers… blood brothers… but he was…”


“The brother of your heart?” Andro said softly.


“I let him down Androcles.” Danny spoke nodding his head. “I let him down and now he is… now he is gone. I wouldn’t be any good to you or to anyone. What you and Elynth did that night… that was fitting. He would have… he would have liked that.”


Andro took another long pull from the beer and smiled. “Actually… he chewed my ass for destroying the clinic like that.” Andro saw Danny’s eyes whip around once more to look at him wide eyed. “What did you nubous do that for? Do you know how much it cost to build that clinic? How many people it served? Your mother will have your mida for that!” He said trying his best to imitate his father’s deep voice. He met his uncle’s eyes. “My father isn’t dead Uncle Danny. And neither is my mother.”

“Ah… don’t you start with that sibfla about how they will always be with us!” Danny spat looking away once more. “I got that from my mother and sisters before I left Sparta! It drives me nuts!”


“No Uncle Danny… they aren’t dead.” Andro insisted seeing his uncle turn to him once more. “They are on Curila 6. He… he was hurt… but he’s recovered now. He… you know him as well as I do Uncle. He always has plans within plans in his head… faking his own death was one of them. He had discussed it with my mothers, but the plan was not even close to being complete. When he saw what was happening… he made a split second decision and had Yuriko use the SGT system to teleport him and Torma off Earth.” Andro got to his feet as Danny rose to his full height of six foot four and stared at him with wide eyes. “He was injured badly… but Filrian healed him. He did not expect the enormity of what my bastard uncle Pleistarchus and the Kavalians would do. He was locked in a Mindvoice loop for two and a half days because he could not feel my elven mothers. Yuriko called for help.”

Danny’s eyes were wide as a litany of emotions smashed through him. “Not… not dead?” He finally was able to stammer.


Andro shook his head. “Yuriko called my mother Anja and she went there. I… Elynth and I discovered this when we entered the clinic. For lack of a better description it was some sort of delayed Mindvoice recording from our fathers. That is why I destroyed the clinic. To protect this knowledge. What you saw that day… it was a clone of my father and the remains of Javier Moran’s dragon made to look like Torma. It came as… it came as quite the shock to us as well.”


“Why… why didn’t he tell me? Why didn’t you tell me?” Danny growled angrily.


“He couldn’t… he was locked in this loop within Mindvoice as I said. It took my mothers to bring him out of it. Perhaps thirty-six hours ago.” Andro said evenly not taking offense at the tone of Danny’s voice. “And I have been dealing with far more than you know Uncle. While you may not consider yourself a very good Mindvoicer and you do not use the skill as much as you should, penetrating your shields would require that I concentrate and focus intently. I haven’t had time to shit let alone concentrate on anything except what the Kavalians have done. I’m sorry.”


“Arrgghhh!” Danny screamed as he turned and heaved his beer bottle far out into open space watching as it curved downward and shattered on the ground some three hundred feet away. “What a fucking idiot I am!” He swore loudly now. “I should have known! I should have known Pusintin couldn’t kill him no matter how good a plan he had! I’ve been around your father since we were knee high to god! I should have known he’d have some slick plan up his sleeve! Fuck!”


“If it makes you feel any better… he had us all fooled initially.” Andro spoke. “It’s not the way he planned it… and it got away from him for a time.”


Danny whirled around. “Curila 6? He’s on Curila 6?” He gasped.


Andro nodded. “Yes. With my mothers and Yuriko… and all those who made it off Hadaria before the Kavalians took it.”

Danny’s eyes grew wide. “Kavalians? Hadaria?” Danny stammered. “Andro… does he know about…?”


Andro shook his head slowly. “Not yet. I haven’t told him yet for fear of what he will do Uncle Danny. We only found out early yesterday. He can’t feel her within Mindvoice but he refuses to believe she is dead. I must be the one to tell him she is not and that the Kavalians have taken her.”


“Fuck Andro! He’ll go nuclear!” Danny hissed. “Jesus… it will be just like it was with your mother twenty-six years ago! He’ll start killing shit… and he won’t stop until he gets her back!”


Andro nodded. “I know… and that is why I need you to go to Curila 6 and make sure he doesn’t do this.”


“What?”


“The entire scope of the Kavalian plans have not been made known.” Andro said. “They wanted my elven mothers for a reason and we don’t yet know what Laustinos has told them or what information he has given to them. We are still trying to determine how badly he betrayed us. Marci has nearly half her people working on that. You need to go there and make sure he stays dead. If the Kavalians discover he is alive, they will undoubtedly kill my mother and then come after him again. They may even launch a full scale invasion. There will be no stopping him then. He will lay waste to everything and there will be nothing we can do. I can’t let him do that. Too much is at risk right now.”


Danny reached out and grasped Andro’s shoulders. “I need a ship! I need… shit… I need my gear! I…”


“Uncle Danny… there are others going with you.” Andro spoke. “You know of the Pralor people and what… how our history intertwines?”

Danny looked at him oddly. “Yes. Your father and I talked about it several times. What does that have to do with what is happening?”


“Well… the Pralor that my father has been talking too… his name is Wayonn and he is here now.” Andro said.


“Here? On Earth?” Danny stammered. “Wait a minute! I thought the Pralors were all dead and gone.”


Andro shook his head. “Ummm… no.” He stated slowly. “He was… he was my great grandfather’s Oracle Uncle Danny… this Wayonn. He is a Pralor who is wolf… just as our ancestor Sumar was and he is here now with about a dozen representatives of the Lycavorian Protectorate.”


“Lycavorian who?” Danny gasped.


“The Lost Ones that Canth told my father he would need to find.” Andro said.


“The Lost Ones?” Danny said shaking his head trying to process all this information. “I thought… I thought we got them off Lycavore a long time ago.”


“They were only a small part of what Canth meant.” Andro spoke with a small smile on his face. “A very small part. No… the Protectorate is… well they are pretty fucking big for lack of a better description. This Wayonn… he needs to see my father… talk with him. There are some others that are going as well that need to speak with my mother Anja and Aunt Sivana. They are… they are different but they are our friends. At least I do not sense anything nefarious from them. I do not know if they speak for all of their people however. I need you to take them. You and I… we are the only ones who are capable of holding him in check Uncle Danny. You know that.”


“No one holds your father in check boy!” Danny said quickly. “You of all people should know that.”


Andro smiled. “You have more influence over him than you think Uncle and that is why you have to go. I have one of the new TAUR’OHTAR-Class Escorts in orbit waiting for you. There’s a MENKLA on the other side of the base waiting to take you up to her.”

“Shit!” Danny spoke looking around. He bent over quickly and picked up the half empty case of beer and practically tossed it into a surprised Andro’s arms. “Take this.” He snapped as he turned back around and squatted next to where there was a pile of equipment. “I know… I know your father.” Danny was saying as he pulled something from the small belt pouch. “He’ll want someone’s ass Andro!” Andro turned and dropped the case of beer back to the roof as Danny stood back up. “Hey... that’s the good stuff! You know how long it took me to gather those cases from across the country?” He complained. 


“No.” Andro replied. “And you have drunk too much. You won’t need it where you are going. None of you will.”


Danny met his eyes. “None of us?”


“Leave your gear here Uncle Danny.” Andro spoke. “I’ll have someone collect it. Ben has sent some new equipment and the others are waiting.”


“Others?” Danny asked as he saw Elynth’s huge form swoop down out of the blue sky and settle lightly to the roof of the building.


Andro nodded. “Yes… others.” He spoke as he leaped up into the saddle. “Time for you to meet them.”


The MENKLA transport and STRIKER DT sat quietly on the worn landing pad, nearly twenty men and women gathered near the lowered ramp of the MENKLA and talking amongst themselves and with Anuk and Nayeca. Wayonn stood with Dutkne, Naesta, Jomann and three of the Vanari security detail about fifty meters away from the MENKLA. Wayonn turned from watching those men and women interacting and looked at Jomann.

“Jomann… do you know these individuals?” He asked.


Jomann nodded his head. “Indeed I do Val’istar.” He answered. “But only from history books that I studied as in school as I was growing.”


Naesta looked at him. “History books?” She asked.


Jomann nodded. “They were the original members of the King’s Guard when he returned to Earth.” He spoke. “They were part of what was once called SEAL Team Twelve. It was an abbreviation for Sea Air and Land. They were the premier Special Operations forces of the time on old Earth, before the Passing of the Comet as it is called. That unit of the King’s, it was the most successful and decorated unit of old Earth time. And the most feared. Those men and women you see there had a hand in training the first hundred or so Durcunusaan with General Vengal. They are… they are perhaps some of the most lethal men and women anywhere in the universe if the history is accurate.”


Wayonn looked at Dutkne quickly. “Why is Androcles sending them to be with his father Dutkne?” He asked.


Dutkne met his eyes. “I do not know grandfather.” He replied. “Company perhaps?”


“Company?” Wayonn gasped. “Company my…” Wayonn began to stammer as Dutkne smiled. The sound of Elynth’s trumpet silenced him as she swooped in low and flared her wings only a few meters away. They watched as she settled to the ground and Andro leaped casually from her back followed by the huge black skinned Spartan. He landed just as gracefully as did Andro and it was obvious he had flown and been around dragons for some time. 

Danny stood wide eyed as he looked at the men and women gathered around the rear of the MENKLA transport. “Well dip me in sibfla and call me fucking stinky!” He gasped as he saw them and didn’t hesitate in his actions. Androcles smiled as his uncle broke into a run and was met halfway across the distance separating them by Anuk and Nayeca. He stepped up next to Jomann and Dutkne as Danny laid a blistering kiss on first Anuk and then Nayeca, crushing both of them in his arms.


“Androcles… these men and women that you are sending with us?” Wayonn spoke to Andro as he walked up with the small pouch in his hand that held three data pads. “Why are they going?”


“They are my father’s friends Val’istar.” Andro answered. “What more reason should there be?”


“Your father has many friends… the majority of them not as lethal as Jomann tells us these men and women are.” Wayonn answered.


Andro looked at Dutkne and Jomann quickly and then back to Wayonn. “Perhaps.” He said softly. 

“You know something you are not telling me young man.” Wayonn spoke sternly. He looked at Dutkne and Jomann. “All three of you do.”


“Do you not wish to go now Val’istar?” Andro asked.


Wayonn looked at him. “Helen told me that you and your father could be infuriating at times. She said you both could be incredibly deceitful and utterly ruthless.” He stated. “I see she was correct.”

“My father does not know about my mother yet Wayonn.” Andro spoke. “When I do tell him, the more people around him who know him and that he trusts the better. We can’t have him going off on a killing spree to get her back.”


Wayonn met his eyes. “Why do your words fill me with a sense of dread and not relief young Androcles?”


Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “It must be my charming personality.” He stated nonchalantly.


“Rensibfla!” Wayonn spat. “What are you going to do?”


“After we see you off, Dutkne is going to meet my sister Zarah and Lucia and help them to find Janae. You know who she is and the importance of her to our family and our history.” Andro answered. 
Wayonn nodded. “Helen has shown me within her thoughts yes.”

“While Dutkne is doing that Jomann and I are going to meet with Marci, she is in charge of the Krypteria for the time being, our Intelligence organization and some others and we will try to determine how much damage Laustinos has done and what he may have told the Kavalians. There is also the burial arrangements for those that were killed. The Feravomir wants me to be visible for the next few days so that we can further the façade that my father is dead.”


“Your elven mother Dysea?” Wayonn asked.


“I haven’t spoken to my brother Denali yet… but if something had gone terribly wrong I would have felt it by now.” Andro said confidently. “Their attack was to begin two hours ago and I expect to hear from him soon.”


“Resumar must complete his mission Androcles.” Wayonn spoke stepping closer. “That ship can not fall into the hands of the Kavalians.”


Andro nodded. “I agree Val’istar… and now that Shiria is with him I have complete confidence in my brother to complete his mission. They will be delayed for a few days until my Aunt and Uncle reach them, and then all of them can return here.”


Wayonn nodded. “Good.” He stated. “I will feel much better knowing Shiria is safely out of Kavalian space.”

Andro stepped closer to him. “Can you rid my father of this Xaxon’s presence Wayonn?” He asked softly.


Wayonn nodded confidently. “Yes. His darkness is not part of your father’s foundation Androcles. His experiences and memories and his blood have allowed him to grow without a corrupt bone in his body. No matter what he has had to do in the past… no matter the greed and temptation that he has been confronted with… he has always remained true to who he is. Just as you have. I will grab onto that and use his own pureness to purge Xaxon’s essence from within him.”

Andro nodded slowly. “Good.” Andro turned to Naesta and held out the pouch with the three data pads to her. “Naesta… this is from your mother. You left before she was able to finish them.”


Naesta looked at him as she took the three data pad pouch. “What is it?” She asked.


“I believe that one pad has your mother’s official request to open diplomatic relations with the Lycavorian Union on behalf of the Vanari Empire and the Board of Regents. She wanted you to present it to my father. It is just a formality really, since I have already done this very thing.” Andro said with a smile. “The second pad has my personal command Com channel on it, as well as that of Jomann here. I have assigned official designations to you, your mother, brother and sister, as well as their own COM channels so that you can speak with them privately whenever you wish. Just enter your code into any COM panel and it will automatically encrypt the transmission between you and whoever you are trying to reach.”


Naesta glanced at him and gazed into his eyes intently. “Why would you do that?” She asked softly.


“It is a sign of trust Naesta.” He spoke. “I believe for you to begin to truly trust me and my people, despite all you may or may not have heard and been told about us, then we need to establish trust. This is how I will begin building that trust. You seem to be the only one who still wavers in indecision and while I understand that, it is up to me to prove to you otherwise. This is the beginning.”


Naesta looked down at the pouch in her hand and then back up to his eyes. “They… they say you and your father… they say that you have never broken a vow or promise that you have made to someone.”

Andro’s lips curled up slightly and he tilted his head to the side. “That depends on who you ask.” He answered.


“Promise me you will find and rescue my sister.” Naesta spoke.


“Naesta that…” Wayonn began to speak but Andro’s words stopped him.


Andro took her hand in his and brought it up to his lips. Naesta saw the intensity of his eyes, how they burned with intelligence and wisdom and determination unlike any she had ever seen. “That Naesta Re Mydala… that is a promise I will gladly make… for I intend to keep it.”


Naesta saw the spark and twinkle in those azure eyes and something inside her… some small little voice told her that Androcles Leonidas already knew who her sister was even if Sadi and the others did not think he knew. “What… what is on the third pad?” She stammered finally.


Andro released her hand and smiled. “Reading material for the trip and when you are not busy with other things. Your mother told Sadi that you like to read and she asked me to give it to you. It is a non-fiction audio and holonovel of some historical significance to the Lycavorian people, written by one of our most renowned playwrights. He was alive during the years after The Black Day and has chronicled historical events throughout our history. He teaches now at the University and updates this particular novel every few years and releases a new edition. Sadi had this from his classes at the University and she thought it might give you a perspective you have not had before.”


“Have you read it?” Naesta asked him.

Andro chuckled and shook his head. “Oh no.” He replied with a smile. “It is not first among my reading preferences. Not since I got out of school.”

“What is it called?” Naesta asked.


“Pascius izou shylon for bara alee.” He told her in the ancient language. “Peace unto Death and Back Again.” Andro spoke.


Danny held Anuk in one arm, Nayeca in the other and he stared at the men and women in front of him as a rush of feelings and emotions swept through him. Some of them he hadn’t seen in more years than he cared to remember. He watched the tall Hispanic looking man step up to him.


“Jesus XO… you damn sure ain’t got any better looking through the years.” Pablo spat playfully. “I’m better looking than you now and that ain’t no joke!”

Danny burst out laughing and the two men embraced as the others crowded around quickly. Danny felt an overwhelming feeling of brotherhood wash over him as he grabbed hands and embraced those men and women who had survived with them through those first years and went on to build their own lives here on Earth once they had discovered their true nature and who Martin was. Kenneth, Cody, Pablo… all of them that had returned to Earth and survived that High Coven attack outside Mountain City. It was as if he was swept back twenty-six years and it felt so right. Those men and women who had survived had gone about building their own lives, the majority of them right here on Earth. They had maintained contact through the years, but as with the natural course of things, they had drawn apart as events and their lives went in different directions.

Danny held Cody at arm’s length and looked at all of them. “How… how did Andro find all you guys?” Danny asked.


Kenny chuckled. “He didn’t.” He answered. “She did.” He stepped to the side and Danny followed his gaze to see the vampire clone that was Julie Collins rise from a squatting position on the ramp of the MENKLA transport, Colin Walsh next to her.
 She had a sheepish look on her face and held up the small transmitter. 

“I got… I got back early last night and my… my parents gave me my old gear back.” She stammered. “I found our Team Transmitter in the stuff and since I knew what Androcles was going to do I activated it. Seems it still worked… even after all these years.”


Danny looked down as Anuk held up the identical transmitter in her hand. “We heard it going off in our closet. It woke little Melancton.”


Danny took the transmitter and turned back to Julie. He moved up closer to her and noticed she didn’t back down and nor did Colin. 


Julie Collins. That was her name and those were the memories she carried within her. She had fought emotions and feelings all of her life, knowing that she was a clone and not really understanding why she felt she should be something else. She had felt the call of the wolf even though she was now a vampire, for those were the memories she carried. This is where she had come to find out who she was, and before she had left with Resumar Leonidas, that is the vow she had made to herself and to the man and woman who were her parents. When she returned early last night, they had been waiting for her, without question or pause. They had stayed with her while she talked with Androcles at his villa and then they had gone back to their home in Sparta. Her home now they had told her. They had not slept at all, refusing to let one moment slip by since they had rediscovered her. The warmth of their home and their arms was a feeling that Julie had found she could not live without and it was these sensations she had been lacking all of these years. These sensations and emotions that had finally been the catalyst for all of the memories she held within her head to come rushing back. They knew what she had to do, but knowing that she would be among men and women who she had regarded as family so long ago made it easier for them to accept for they knew she would be safe and among those who would protect her.

Julie stared at the man she had once considered a dear brother, a man she had once had a scorching physical relationship with. “I… I may be a vampire now after what that foul bitch did to me… but I am me. I am Julie Collins. I have my parents back… my family and I will get my life back eventually too. I don’t intend on losing that ever again.” She looked at Colin and then back to Danny. “We… we are still the same people inside Danny. We… we were part of this team… this pack once and we want to be again. It will… it will finally bring us back home because you… Martin… all of you… you are our family.”


Danny didn’t hesitate and drew her into a bear hug of an embrace, pulling her head to his chest and reaching out to grab Colin by the shoulder. “Then… then welcome home Jules.” His growl sounded suspiciously like a sigh of happiness as Julie let the tears flow at the name they had called her so long ago. 

Anuk and Nayeca held each other close their eyes moist as they watched. Both of them knew Danny had taken Julie’s death hard, feeling as if somehow he had not been there for her. They also knew this was a second chance he would not let slip by.


“So what’s the OP Danny?” Kenny asked as Danny pushed Julie away from him and he used his fingers to wipe away the tears on her cheek. “We know the Skipper ain’t dead. All of us can feel it despite what everyone is saying. He’s too ornery to die so easily. What the hell is going on?”

Danny held Julie tight as he turned to look at them. “No… Marty ain’t dead.” He stated. “Your mates know you are going to be gone for a time?”


Kenny laughed. “Ah… Ti’ara couldn’t kick me in the ass fast enough!”


“Kind of hard to miss that fat ass too!” Cody declared with a snort.


“You’re one to talk Cody.” Julie blurted out almost without thinking. “We had to carry your lard ass out of Pakistan. Or did you forget that?” Her eyes were wide after she said it but it brought a round of laughter from all of them.


Cody nodded his head. “Sure enough!” He stated. “If I recall… you pampered me so well too. Told me I was shit sorry for getting shot in the ass.”

“It was the only thing sticking out!” Colin popped. “They couldn’t miss it!”


Danny roared with genuine laughter now, feeling better than he had in days and shook his head as the others joined in and first Cody and then Kenny gave Julie long heartfelt embraces while the others crowded around. He looked around quickly. “Where’s the Master Chief?” He asked.


“Watching all you pansies swapping spit like it’s old home week!” The gruff deep voice sounded and they all turned to see the ebony skinned man come walking through the group and right up to Danny. His head was still as bald as ever, but he hadn’t changed in years, nearly the equal in size to Danny in every way. 


“Jesus!” Kenny muttered. “Twenty-six years and he’s still a fucking prick!”


Tony laughed as he held out his hand and Danny grasped it. “The Skipper’s boy gave us all new goodies to learn about on our way to Curila 6. He ain’t no shit Danny… that boy is too dangerous.” Tony said motioning to where Andro stood. “Take’s after the skipper.”

Danny nodded. “That he does.” He said.

“Well… it’s all loaded no thanks to these slack asses!” Tony said. “We’re ready to go… just give the word.”


Danny turned to Anuk and Nayeca. He drew his elven anome tightly against his right side while pulling their Drow Mistress just as close to his opposite side. “I… I have to do this.” He stated softly.


Anuk lifted her hand and placed a finger to his lips. “You do not need to explain anything to us Daniel.” She spoke.


“Without Martin and what he did that day on Lycavore… we would not have you today.” Nayeca spoke softly. “He is your brother… if not by blood then by everything you have shared through the years. He needs you now.”


“Until Anja returns I am the senior medical officer on Earth.” Anuk spoke. “I need to meet with Eliani and begin planning Asset and Recovery Operations. There… there are still many we have not recovered from the Senate Building and some may still be alive.”


“Just promise us that you will not do anything stupid Daniel.” Nayeca said. “We need you and so do your children.”


Danny nodded. “I promise.”


Anuk snorted very unladylike and reached up on her tip toes to kiss him hard. She gripped his face tightly and nibbled on his bottom lip as they parted. “Like we believe that.” She stated with a smile. “Just come back to us.”


Danny leaned over and nuzzled her elven ear and jaw seeing her eyes close in bliss. He repeated this action with Nayeca as well, drawing both of them even tighter against his body. “That is not something you ever have to worry about.” He said softly.


“Good.” Anuk spoke. “Now go.”


Danny nodded and turned as Andro walked up with several men and one women he didn’t know. A young woman with medium blue skin and stunning green eyes. Danny detected the scents of Wayonn and Dutkne and he could smell the pureness of their wolf blood and something else that was equally as strong. It was… it was vaguely familiar to what he smelled in Andro and Martin and he realized this must be the Pralor blood that ran in their veins. Danny looked at Andro.


“This… this is Wayonn I take it? The Pralor.” He said.


Andro nodded. “And Dutkne.”


Danny looked at Dutkne. “What was that?”


“Dutkne.” Dutkne told him.


“Du… dutk…” Danny struggled with pronouncing the name, or made it seem so as Andro was smiling.


“Dutkne!” Dutkne told him again.


“Ah fuck it… I’ll just call you Duke.” Danny snapped holding out his hand while Kenny and the others laughed gently in the background.


Andro chuckled softly and Dutkne smiled. He instinctively knew that this man Andro called Uncle was not being disrespectful in any way. It was how he was and in fact he was trying to break the tension during their first meeting. He gripped the offered hand and shook it firmly. “Close enough.” Dutkne answered.


Danny looked at Wayonn then and held out his hand respectfully. “Sir?” He stated.


Wayonn looked surprised as he took the offered hand. “Daniel Simpson.” He spoke. “The man who Martin deems his one and only true brother. A sincere pleasure to finally meet you in person.”


“Yeah… well… when I catch his skinny ass I’m going to knock him upside his corroded Spartan brain for pulling a stunt like this without telling me!” Danny snapped.


Andro motioned to Naesta now. “Uncle this is Naesta Re Mydala. She is a member of the Vanari Empire from the Beta Quadrant. Naesta carries her mother Devra’s offer to open official diplomatic relations with the Union and some important questions for my mother Anja. Take good care of her.” 


Danny bowed his head to her slightly. “Count on it. Master Chief!” He barked.


“Yo!” Tony echoed from near the ramp where he was sharing a handshake with Colin Walsh. He covered the distance to where Danny stood in a short sprint.


“Get our guests settled into their seats will ya.” Danny spoke. “I want to get gone.”


Tony motioned to the ramp and stepped to the side. “Right this way.” He spoke.


Danny turned to Andro as the master chief led the others towards the MENKLA. He saw Jomann step up behind Andro and looked at the three of them standing there. “You’re sure about For'mya?” He asked.


Andro nodded. “The Kavalian Ambassador admitted it to me. It hasn’t yet become public knowledge… but it will I’m sure.”

“Why Andro?” Danny asked. “Why would they do this? They have to know how we will respond.”

“They will use every advantage they can to insure we don’t respond in that way. The Ambassador said taking my mother was to insure this but I don’t believe him. He tried to tell me all of this was because we were training the High Coven dragons and they wanted us to remain out of their war against them. Personally I think it’s all a bunch of rensibfla… but my hands were tied. I won’t risk mother’s life.” Androcles said. “They are planning something else but I don’t wish to do anything until Denali contacts me and Resumar tells me his mission is complete.” He said in reply.


Danny nodded. “I’ll tell your father when I get there.” Danny spoke softly. “You need to focus on keeping things together here, finding Janae and keeping our people on their toes. You know what he will want to do Andro?”


Androcles nodded. “And you must keep him from doing it Uncle. You know that.” Andro answered. “At least for a time. He will know that he must remain dead for now or they will surely kill my mother and he will not risk that either. I don’t know fully what it is they plan but I’m reasonably sure that it has something to do with my bastard uncle trying to claim leadership of the Lycavorian Union in some way.”


Danny looked at him with wide eyes. “You have got to be kidding me?” He gasped. “He can’t do that! The Union and Spartan Senate would never allow that after what he has done. He can’t be that vain and stupid Andro. Can he?”


Dutkne chuckled now. “I have found that those who crave power are perhaps the most vain and stupid individuals in the universe.” He stated. “And it seems our species has our fair share of them.”

Danny looked at him and nodded his head. “True enough.” He stated. “These new toys are for us to use when the time comes I take it?”


Andro nodded. “You know Uncle Ben would not send you into the void without new toys to play with. We have them too and I intend for Sadi and the others to become very proficient in their use as well.” Andro stepped closer to him. “They have hurt us Uncle Danny and as much as it burns my ass to admit, they caught us flatfooted and unprepared. Now we have to react to what they do… at least for a time anyway. Tell my father he needs to give me time, the time I need to discover what it is they are after before he goes off the deep end.”

“And then?” Danny asked.


Andro met Danny’s dark eyes with azure orbs that burned with deep anger and revenge. “Then? Then Uncle… we are going to erase even the memory of the Kavalian Empire and my traitorous, cockbreath, sorry excuse of an uncle Pleistarchus from existence forever.”


Danny smiled savagely. “Yep! Like father… like son.”

BELID


It was certainly a sight that would forever be remembered, at least by those who were present to witness it. A tall and muscular Spartan Prince standing beside an even taller and muscular Akruxian Immortal. Where once stood enemies now stood allies, fellow warriors and family. And a sight to see it was. What lay behind Denali and Cha'talla and the men and women who had followed them was nothing short of total devastation. Scorched walls and corridors, blood stained floors and countless bodies heaped upon one another like stacked wood. As if some unseen hand had guided them, the two hundred Spartans and Immortals had formed a phalanx around Aradace and Vollenth in the main corridor. The outer row of the phalanx was comprised of Lycavorians with Shi Viskas extended and forming the impenetrable shield. The inner row was comprised of Akruxian Immortals who used their superior height to extend their SA80 rifles over the top of the shields and rip out one lethal burst after another. When an enemy got too close he was impaled upon a Nehtes or had body parts hacked off by the powerful swings of the Immortals wielding swords. In the center of this phalanx Aradace and Vollenth moved with measured steps, using their TK power to fling attacking Immortals about like broken rag dolls or send a searing blast of flame or superheated breath down a corridor they moved past, usually succeeding in killing dozens of Immortals who thought themselves safe. There were no orders tossed out, no question about what they would do, Cha'talla and Denali at the point of the phalanx and leading them relentlessly down the corridor at a fast but even pace. To some of the older Immortals among Phy'iad’s band of mercenary thugs who had fought on Earth with him three thousand plus years ago as well as a quarter century ago, the horrors of those times came rushing back when they saw that phalanx relentlessly moving down the corridor and massacring everything that came at it. Many of them remembered the vicious bite of the Spartan blades and spears and how they had died in droves flinging themselves against such an daunting and unyielding force. They remembered watching a quarter century ago as those same Shi Viskas lopped off heads and limbs of their fellow Immortals without as much as a pause. It was even more of a slaughter this time around as Aradace and Vollenth gave them a devastating force that the Spartans of old did not have. 

And now, as then, they died.

T'lolt was the only one paying attention to where they were in the main corridor and as soon as he came to the corridor that would take him where he needed to go, he reached down, grabbed Esther’s arm and barked the order that would send them forward.

“Break now!” 
Fully half the Phalanx turned instantly and as if once more they were guided by some higher power, Aradace broke with them and she became the center of the smaller Phalanx once more. Esther Suira was completely out of her realm here and she knew it as she clung to T'lolt’s belt as they moved. She had fought before; she had killed before, but never on such an colossal and concerted scale. Her Blessed husband knew he would not keep her from this battle and he had insured that short of a bomb dropping on her she would be protected. She wore a complete Mark IV ArmorPly black body armor suit with full Spartan helmet. The helmet was almost too large for her head and she found the Mark IV suit to be cumbersome and uncomfortable. She had never worn more than the lightweight Coven Scout armor into battle and she felt very much out of place. She had never seen death on such a scale as this now and every meter they advanced down the corridor, the complete awe she felt towards her husband, his brother and every one of the men and women surrounding her grew by leaps and bounds. She had been talking with many of them only hours before this battle, and now she saw nothing but resolute determination in their eyes and a deadly killing rage. 

They moved much faster now, almost a sprint really, Aradace’s nearly four tons making the metal floor shudder under her weight. The phalanx was much looser in shape, but still very deadly as the dozen or so Immortals who rushed from an adjoining corridor discovered all too quickly. They fell against the tidal wave of anger and pride surging forward. As they rounded the corner and saw four Immortals and three vampires firing their weapons down either side of the corridor from the short hallway and door they were guarding T'lolt sounded off once more.

“Left and right! Secure!”

The Immortals and vampires guarding the doors turned quickly as the rush of nearly forty bodies and one very large dragon came at them. As they reached the corridor intersection, six Lycavorians slammed their shields into the floor and six Immortals squatted behind them and unleashed blistering rates of fire down either corridor at any who were fool enough to show their heads. A third wall formed behind them covering them from the way they had come as T'lolt practically dragged Esther up to the large door and glared at the Immortal soldier who stood there wide eyed.

“What is your name boy?” T'lolt snarled.

“R… R’vorl.” The young Immortal gasped in shock when he looked upon what was very obviously an Immortal, but one with deeply tanned skin and even hair.
“Well R’vorl… I am T'lolt… brother to Cha'talla and Second Commander of the Tribe of Cha'talla.” T'lolt shouted. “I have brought the Blessed Wife of Cha'talla and Matriarch of our Tribe to work her magic on the female elves that srow s'xor go'h of an Immortal Phy'iad has been holding. They are inside?” (Scum sucking pig)

“Yes… yes Second Commander.” The young Immortal stammered.

“Then open the door young Akruxian!” T'lolt snapped. “I do not wish to let my brother destroy this entire base by himself! Between him and his sons there will be nothing left for us honest Akruxians!”

The young soldier turned quickly and punched in a code on the control console. The door began to lift quickly and Esther removed her helmet as she began to see female body parts huddled together wearing very skimpy clothing. As the door rose completely, her dark eyes narrowed in anger at what she saw. She saw many of the younger elf females crowded around the older blond one who was talking to them. Esther could see the anxiousness on some of their faces and she knew immediately what it was. The sounds of the battle no doubt was carrying to them inside this room and their only thought would be that if the Immortal that had broken them died, they would die as well. The scientist and doctor in Esther surged forward and she lifted the helmet from her head tossing it to the floor as she strode into the room. 

“Who is Osiri?” She snapped out.

Osiri scrambled to her feet quickly as the pureblood female vampire walked confidently into the room, three very large Immortals and only slightly less larger Lycavorians slightly behind her and carrying large packs. At least Osiri thought they were Immortals. They had the bone spurs of the Immortal people, and the somewhat sunken eye sockets, but their skin was tanned almost bronze in color and two of them had dark hair while the third had dark blond hair.

“I… I am Osiri.” She stuttered.

Esther marched right up to her. “I am Esther Suira… Blessed Wife to Cha'talla.” She stated. “I have brought the medicine. Which ones are the most affected?”

Osiri couldn’t help but gasp in relief as tears came to her eyes. She motioned quickly to the seven females who she had pulled close to her. “These seven here.” She stated confidently. “They have been prisoners almost as long as myself. This… you can cure them Esther Suira?”

Esther nodded her head. “Yes I can.” She motioned to the six men assigned to her. “Spread out and begin injecting the others. Be patient and soothing as I told you. If you have difficulty call for me or Osiri.”

The three young Immortals and three Lycavorians nodded without hesitation and began spreading out. Esther turned her pouch around in front of her and drew out the hypoinjector. “Roll up your sleeve Osiri.” She stated.

Osiri hesitated and her hands went to her abdomen. “It will not… it will not hurt my baby?” She asked.

Esther looked at her wide eyed. “You are with child?” She gasped.

Osiri nodded. “Almost sixteen weeks.” She answered immediately.

“Phy'iad’s…” Esther began to ask angrily.

Osiri shook her head quickly. “Never!” She hissed in revulsion. “I would not bear that monster a Gangorian slug to call his own!” She brought both hands up closer and held her abdomen as only a loving mother could. “No… this is the strong Akruxian son of Kr'nak. My… my own Blessed husband.”

Esther looked at her in shock for a moment and then she stepped closer. “That is a story I would very much like to hear one day.” She said as she held up the injector. “And no… this will not harm your child.”

“Esther?” T'lolt called from the doorway. She turned quickly and looked at him. “The serum Esther!”

Esther did not hesitate and drew out the second injector tossing it to him. She turned back to Osiri as T'lolt caught it. “Let’s get you and the others taken care of.” She stated. “The battle is not yet over and we may have to move quickly.” 




T'lolt looked at R'vorl and held up the injector. “Hold out your arm Immortal.” He spoke gruffly. 


R'vorl looked at him hesitantly. “Second Commander I… I am not sick.”


T'lolt reached up quickly and slapped him. Not hard, but with enough force to get his attention and that of the others who were watching. “This skin is not Akruxian boy!” He barked. “This… this twisted skin is what the Coven cursed us with!” He rubbed his palm on his cheek and held it out. “This is who we are! Now hold out your arm so that you can fully leave the past behind and grab onto our future! All of you do it now! Besides… before this day is done… any who look like you will be executed and we wouldn’t want that to happen to you by accident now would we?” The four Immortals stepped right up to T'lolt then and he grinned. “Welcome to the future of the Akruxian people!”


T'lolt pressed the injector to their arms and as he finished the third one he looked up and saw Aradace watching intently. He saw her nod her massive head in what he could only ascertain was approval and then she moved back towards the three protective walls of bodies they had formed.


As with Denali Leonidas and Cha'talla, the scene at the southern entrance to the base was different but no less awe inspiring. Two huge brothers, both half vampire and half Immortal, leading a charge of nearly eight hundred Spartan and Immortal soldiers that would have caused Spartan warriors of old to smile in unrestrained glee. Beside them were two half wolf and half elf females that they called their Blessed Wives, clearly half their physical size but no less lethal it seemed. Normya was a pilot by nature and by choice, but she was also a Leonidas and as such she was as lethal a fighter as any Spartan ground soldier. 

Lynom and Tir'ut split their forces upon entering the Immortal base, the brothers taking prearranged routes and the brutal rout was on. Those Immortals who were still scrambling for weapons or to discover what was happening outside their base were fell upon with no mercy and no hesitation. Even those that were not armed in any way were struck down without pause or compassion. For As'hia it was a revelation really. She had seen Lynom angry before, and she had seen what he could do, but this day As'hia discovered just what the man who had stolen her heart and soul could truly do. She and the others were hard pressed to keep up with Lynom, for he was a whirlwind of death unlike anything they had ever seen. Using both his ability to blur and his precise use of wrapping the shadows around himself, Lynom was devastation to all who stood or attempted to stand against him. Already he had chopped down nearly forty Immortals, his cobalt blue eyes filled with killing rage and the moment As'hia spied that look she knew why. He was making them pay for her pain and humiliation. He had held it in for so long, held that burning brutality back by force of will alone and now given the free reign that he had, Lynom was intent on making them pay for the perceived crimes against his soon to be Blessed Wife that As'hia did not even remember. It must have been the Lycavorian blood within her, but coming to discover this made As'hia want him more intensely than she had in their short time together. Even splashed with blood as they all were, her wolf blood had begun a slow burn for the man who had made her his, and she promised herself that the moment they were alone together again she would show her handsome mate just where he stood in the corridors of her heart and soul. 

The twin columns of death had swept along either side of the Immortal base like a cleansing wave. In their wake they left broken and shattered bodies. No Immortal who followed Phy'iad was spared the wrath of the tribe of Cha'talla. All of them knew this was to be their coming out party as it was called. This is where they would make their path known to all, and their Lycavorian Spartan brothers and sisters would stand with them to the end. They fought as one entity, meting out death and injury to those who stood against them. 


Though they would not know it for many years, Veldruk had known what he was doing when he released the toxin into the air of the Akruxian homeworld. Even then he had been plotting to take the Lycavorian homeworld as well, yet he knew that at all cost he could not let these two peoples form an alliance. They were two species too entrenched in a code of honor and tradition. They were far more alike than anyone knew except Veldruk. He knew that he could not allow them to come together for it would mean the end of the High Coven. No matter their ability to blur and wrap the shadows around themselves, if the Akruxian and Lycavorian people had ever come together, the High Coven would never have been able to stand against them. The combined force of will and determination and the honor with which the two species lived their lives would have made them unconquerable by the Coven if they had ever joined forces. Veldruk knew this and he acted in such a way to insure that this never happened. 

Yet destiny and fate could only be denied for so long before two irresistible forces of the known universe finally collided. This day on Belid would see that collision and it would witness the birth of something that had been delayed for nearly twenty-three millennia. An event that had been barreling toward its culmination for that entire time unseen and unknown. This day it would no longer be unknown or unseen. This day that collision would scream out its birth as any newborn leaving the womb of its mother and that scream would send chilling shockwaves throughout all of known space, nowhere more loudly than within High Coven space.
Yes… that day of reckoning was finally and irrevocably upon them.


The two brothers came together as they sprinted around the corners of the large main junction in the corridor and skidded to stops. As Immortals and Lycavorians took up positions all up and down the corridors Tir'ut and Lynom moved close to one another with the women who were their lives.


“This is the main corridor!” Lynom announced with wide cobalt blue eyes. “The main command and control center is a hundred and fifty meters that way.” He spoke pointing down the corridor. 


“Why are we not meeting more resistance?” Tir'ut almost shouted.


Lynom shook his head. “The east landing bay was almost empty.” He stated. “If they were already beginning to shuttle up to their ships…”


Tir'ut nodded. “We found only three transports in the west bay.”


“They were closer to leaving than we thought brother.” Lynom declared.


Tir'ut turned and motioned for the burly Lycavorian to come forward. Though over a thousand years old, the Lycavorian had volunteered to be Tir'ut’s second in command. He had smelled something in this half breed that made him trust Tir'ut. “Garna… have we heard from Admiral Thodius?”


The Lycavorian shook his head. “Not since he reported that he had taken down the two BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnoughts and was blowing the sibfla out of the rest of their ships. He sounded pretty pleased with himself.” The man answered with a grin.


“Have him break a ship away to low orbit and scan the surrounding terrain of the base.” Tir'ut ordered. “We must be sure they will not come in behind us if they are outside.”


Normya took his arm. “Wait Tir'ut.” She declared squeezing his arm and closing her eyes. Lisisa? She reached out within Mindvoice.


Sister! Lisisa’s voice filled their minds as Normya expanded the connection to those of them gathered together. Normya… have you gotten to mother yet?


We are close Lisi. Normya answered not bothering to shield anymore. It didn’t matter anymore with the attack underway. We have not met as much resistance as we thought. Are you circling the base? Can you see anything?


Narice and I are circling above the others. Denali contacted me and he and Cha'talla are almost to the door to the command center and T'lolt has secured the prisoners. We have been burning those who attempt to escape through what appear to be hidden tunnels and Arrarn has made three ground support passes into the valley, but not many have attempted this. Danarla is beginning to move her heavy weapons to the actual entrance to keep anyone from coming in behind you! Lisisa answered instantly.


Lynom looked at Tir'ut when he heard this and he nodded. “We caught them as they were moving their troops up to the ships.” He stated. “It is the only explanation.”


Tir'ut looked at Garna. “Break off three platoons Garna. Have them begin sweeping back to gather any of our people who may be wounded or have fallen. Get them away from these scum.”


“Done.” Garna spoke before moving back and barking orders.


As'hia nodded. “I will tell those following us.” She stated getting to her feet clutching the Nehtes in one hand and the K12 in the other.


Lisisa… can you and the others burn an area large enough for our STRIKERS, G9s and MENKLA transports to land at or near the southern entrance and begin taking off wounded? Normya asked.


Give us ten minutes and we will make it so. Lisisa spoke. Then Narice and I will join you.

Tir'ut and Lynom looked up when they heard the nearby trumpet of a dragon. “That was either Vollenth or Aradace.” Tir'ut snapped.

“Close too.” Lynom echoed. “They must have reached the main door.”


Tir'ut nodded. “Then let us join them brother.”


Cirith came up behind Dysea cautiously as she saw her wiping blood from her face and neck with the remains of Phy’iad’s shirt that she had torn off. She was still completely nude, blood saturating her entire upper as she knelt next to the now very dead and mangled body of the once formidable Immortal Commander. Cirith knelt just behind her and quickly stripped out of the body armor she wore and nearly tore the separate fatigue top off herself.


“Dysea?” She spoke softly watching as her black ringed emerald green eyes turn to focus on her. She held out the top to her and watched as Dysea took it with a nod. “Dysea are you…?”


Dysea tossed aside the blood stained rag and pulled the top on over her nakedness. As she turned to look at Cirith once more she nodded her head. “I am… I am ok.” She spoke softly.


Cirith reached out and placed her hand on Dysea’s shoulder. The wolf blood in Cirith did surge a little as she touched Dysea’s skin, but she controlled it easily for she had never allowed that part of her to fully come out for fear of being discovered. Cirith watched as Dysea reached up and took her hand, squeezing it tightly.


“I… I told him not to touch me Cirith.” She stammered.


Cirith glanced over to Phy'iad’s body and then back to her. “Yes… yes you did.”


Dysea squeezed her fingers tighter and took a deep breath. “I will be fine.” She stated quickly reaching up to caress her cheek. “Are… are you injured?” She asked spying the blood on Cirith’s cheek and neck.


Cirith shook her head quickly. “No… no it’s not my blood.” She answered. “I am…”


The sound of the main doors beginning to open caused both of them to turn. They watched Kr’nak begin to back up towards them in a hurry, keeping his SA80 leveled at the door. “I did not open it!” He exclaimed.


Dysea snatched up the blades that Cha’talla had forged for her and watched as Kr'nak got down in one knee in front of her. “Stay behind me, both of you, as long as possible!” He barked over his shoulder. “I will draw their fire and then…”


Dysea gasped loudly over the sound of the door opening and they looked at her as a warm smile began to spread across her face. “No.” She whispered.


“Lady Dysea it could be…” Kr'nak began to say.


Dysea felt the warmth of family and love wash over her, first from Denali and then Normya and finally Lisisa. She almost broke into tears as her children reached for her without pause and she reached up to put her hand on Kr'nak’s shoulder as soon she could feel Cha'talla’s now powerful presence within Mindvoice. “No Kr'nak… it is my family.” She said slowly.


They turned back to watch as the main door rose about halfway up and continued to rise even as two large bodies rolled under the door and they could see the massive, talon equipped feet of the dragon just beyond. Denali was the first one to his feet, his senses causing him to center and focus on his first elven mother instantly. He didn’t hesitate and sprinted across the short distance as she stood up to her full height of five foot nine and allowed him to sweep her into his arms. The tears flowed freely for Dysea now and she cried out in joy as her son’s arms crushed her to him and lifted her off the floor heedless of the blood that still stained her arms and small parts of her neck. Denali instinctively shifted his body around, putting himself between any threat that could still be present and his first elven mother. There was commotion outside the room once more as the door fully rose and locked into place and then Normya burst into the room with Tir’ut on her heels.


“MEDWAH!” Normya screamed as she darted forward and both Deni and Dysea helped to lift her up into their embrace. 

Cirith stood beside the trio with a smile of happiness on her face as Cha'talla came up to her. She turned to face the huge and famous former Immortal Captain to Veldruk of the High Coven with wide eyes as she gazed at him. Gone was the warped gray skin that all Immortals had and in its place was the smooth bronze colored skin of a deep and healthy tan. Her eyes darted to those Immortals she could see setting up positions just by the door and they were all the same. That they were Akruxian was easy enough to discern with the prominent bone spurs along their jaws and the edges of their hands and wrists, but Cirith had never seen an Immortal without the grayish and sometimes deathly pallor of skin. She turned back to look at Cha'talla as he gazed at her with a smile.

“It seems much is not as you left it Cirith Esavorna.” Cha'talla said.

“You… you are Cha'talla!” Cirith gasped.

Cha'talla nodded as he saw the single Immortal who stood just behind her stiffen and his eyes grow wide. “That would be me.” He said gently. “Of course… I no longer look as I once did. None of my people do.”

“How… how is that possible?” Cirith stammered.

“A tale for another time perhaps.” Cha'talla spoke. “You have stood with Dysea Leonidas who is considered a precious member of my tribe Cirith Esavorna. In our eyes that makes you a member of our tribe as well.” Cha'talla took her hand in his. “I ask that you remain at her side for now. Normya tells me that you have a connection to her and no doubt she will need that.”

Cirith looked quickly to where Dysea and her children were still entangled in the embrace and she nodded her head. “That is not something you need to ask of me.” She stated looking back to him.

Cha'talla nodded. “Good.” His dark eyes cut to where the body of Phy'iad was on the floor nearby and he winced slightly when he saw the injuries he had suffered. His eyes took in the part of Phy'iad that was no longer attached to his body and he turned back to Cirith with narrow eyes. “He did not…?”

Cirith shook her head. “He tried… but he did not listen to her when she said not to touch her.” She answered. “It made her upset.”

“So it would seem.” Cha'talla said with wide eyes. “She is herself though?”

Cirith nodded knowing what question he wanted answered. “As much as she can be herself after someone tried to brutality rape her.” She answered. “I know what you are asking Cha'talla and the answer is no. Kr'nak made sure that did not take place. He is the one who released her restraints so that she could take action.”

Cha'talla looked at Kr'nak once more and nodded as he turned back to her. “I must see to our defenses but our medics will be along shortly to see to any injuries you might have.” He stepped up to Kr'nak as Cirith turned back to where Dysea was and moved closer to her and Cha'talla took notice that Kr'nak stood firm and did not back down from him. “And what do I do with you Immortal?” Cha'talla asked.

“I will not… I will not beg for forgiveness of my past sins!” Kr'nak spoke firmly. “Nor will I espouse my actions this day! I would dishonor myself if I did and I will no longer do that for anyone’s sake.”

Cha'talla nodded his head. “Good.” He spoke. “We cannot however live in the past and let our sins dictate to us how we live our future Kr'nak. We can only change and attempt to make things right in the eyes of the powers that look down upon us.”

Kr'nak looked at him for a long moment. “Are there… are there higher powers that look down on us Cha'talla? As our people used to believe.” He asked softly. “Or have they forsaken us because of the choices we have made?”

Cha'talla reached around and removed the injector from the belt pouch at the small of his back. He held out the injector to Kr'nak. “They were not our choices Kr'nak.” He stated holding the injector up. “They were choices forced upon us by others. This is our choice. This is our choice to throw off everything of the last millennia and begin again. As our people once were. As… as Dysea and her family have shown we can be again. You have already started down that path with an elven female you have taken as your Blessed Wife. Would you kill for her? Would you protect her with every ounce of blood in your body?”

Kr'nak’s chest puffed out at the mention of Osiri. “Without a second’s thought.” He spoke firmly.

“Then take this Kr'nak and once and for all throw off this foul skin that the High Coven infected us with. Throw it off as so many of us have thrown it off and begin your life again as a true Akruxian Immortal.” Cha'talla stated. 

Kr'nak didn’t hesitate and brought the injector to his neck and held it there. He triggered the hyposyringe, felt it pierce his skin and Cha'talla smiled as another of his people was saved. He turned back to see Dysea watching him. He felt a surge of intense anger when he saw the blood on her body and the state of dress she was in, but a quick glance at where Phy'iad’s cooling body lay reminded him that Dysea had made him pay for his crimes. Cha'talla stepped closer to her and then she was hugging him tightly in happiness. He returned the embrace as modestly as he could for Cirith’s top did not cover a whole lot and then held her at arm’s length.

“You… you should not have come!” She scolded him gripping his arms tightly. “But I bless the gods that you did.”

Cha'talla smiled. “I do not abandon my tribe members in need.” He stated softly. “Just as you would never abandon any of your pack. Is that not true?”

Dysea nodded her head. “Yes.”

“Then we must get a ship down here and get you off this foul planet.” He snapped.

“NO!” Dysea exclaimed.

“Mother we must!” Denali agreed. “We must get you off this planet now!”
Dysea looked at her third oldest son and once more even she could do nothing but marvel at how they had raised their children. Not one of them had ever considered her or For'mya or Anja or Bella anything but a mother to them. It was not something that any of them had ever questioned or thought about and it was strictly taboo to even mention something of that nature in a joking matter. Dysea had never heard any of her children talk in such a disparaging way to one another for it would be an insult of the highest order to any of the Leonidas children. Dysea doubted she ever would hear of such a thing.

“I was fighting beside your father and mothers before you were a spark in anyone’s eyes Denali my son.” Dysea spoke gently. “I can take care of myself. That ronnus Phy'iad mentioned something of Laustinos coming here to claim me as his prize for helping Pusintin.” She looked at Cha'talla. “We know the Kavalians began all that has happened?”

Cha'talla nodded. “We have not spoken to Andro since just after entering the system but that is what he told us. He also said…” Cha'talla stopped and Dysea’s eyes narrowed.

“What? What did he say Cha'talla?” Dysea looked at Denali. “Deni?”

“They have taken our mother For’mya.” Denali answered. “They are holding her prisoner as we speak and we don’t know where or why. They still believe that father and our mother Aricia are dead and they believe Phy'iad has you still. I was going to contact Androcles as soon as I knew you were safely off this world.”

Dysea shook her head. “No.” She stated. “Taking… taking For'mya makes no sense in the least. Even if all of us were dead she would never betray the Union or our values. It is not in her nature. If she believed us all dead she would never help the Kavalians.”

“Andro believes our uncle is making a play for the throne of the Union and he is going to use our mother as some sort of launching point.” Normya told her. 

Dysea looked at her daughter. “That does not make any sense either.” She stated. 

Cha'talla took her hands. “What is it you want to do Dysea?” He asked her.

Scathing emerald eyes met his. “I want to be here when Laustinos shows up. I want to be here to question him in the most painful way I can imagine while I look into his eyes, for then I am going to lay him next to Phy'iad.”

Cha'talla nodded his head. “Then so be it.” He stated.

