CHAPTER SEVENTY-NINE

SCIMITAR


Whatever doubts might have plagued him, they were shattered when he set foot inside the G9 Runner and saw the steel gray sarcophaguses and heard his Aunt’s wail of anguish and joy combined together as one. The sarcophaguses were secured to the deck by heavy bolts and he saw Deia drape her upper body over the one on the right as tears flooded her eyes and fell upon the clear window. Androcles trembled as he moved closer to the center one, perhaps dreading what he would see or embracing it, he didn’t know. His hand went to the surface of the metal sarcophagus as he moved closer to the front of it and through the cold steel he felt it. Reaching past the internal computer keeping the chamber sealed and at optimal power levels to preserve the figure inside, Androcles found what he was searching for. It was the same thing he always felt and experienced when within the tomb of his grandfather at Thermopylae. A unique power that transcended anything he had ever felt. Like the warm pulsing of a great star. Not aware or conscious in any manner, but there nonetheless. Andro got close enough now to look through the small window and he staggered somewhat at what he saw, for it shook him down to his core. Anja and Isabella had hurried up the ramp with Eliani and Dorian and they too saw Andro stagger forward into the sarcophagus.


“Andro!” Anja gasped as she rushed forward. She skidded to a halt, her eyes wide when the soft flare of psychic blue light engulfed Andro and the sarcophagus itself. Deia’s head came up quickly at Anja’s voice with wide, tear filled eyes and she turned to see what was happening. 


“Andro!” Eli screamed as she started forward. Anja and Isabella both grabbed her as Dorian stepped around her with wide eyes.


“Don’t touch him!” Anja hissed.


“Mother… it could be a trap! Something that…” Eliani rasped out. 


“It’s no trap sister.” Dorian spoke softly as he stopped several feet from his brother, just outside the psychic shield that now engulfed Andro and his dark eyes were wide as if seeing something they could not. 


NO! It is… it is a message! Elynth’s voice exploded into their heads and they turned to see her and Ryner both crammed onto the ramp side-by-side.


“Message?” Anja barked turning to look at her. “A message to who?”


“A message to us mother.” Dorian said softly just before stepping forward and reaching out to grasp his brother’s shoulder, the psychic field allowing him to pass through easily, and then closing instantly behind him.


“Dorian no!” Isabella cried too late.


Andro stood beside the sarcophagus now, both hands upon the smooth surface, making room for Dorian on his left. Dorian placed one hand upon Andro and the other on the surface of the sarcophagus. Their eyes were closed as the images and thoughts and memories rushed through them. Emotions, places, people, events. Anja stepped forward and tried to touch them, but her hand was stopped by some unseen force field and she could not push through it. Eliani stepped up to her. 


“Mother?” She asked.


Anja looked at her hand and shook her head. “It won’t… it won’t let me through.”


Deia stood up now and reached out to try and touch the sarcophagus with one hand while wiping away tears with the other. The invisible field kept her from moving forward for only a second, as if trying to determine who she was and then her hand pushed through and Deia was able to move up next to Dorian, reaching out to touch him as well as place her hand on the sarcophagus.


“What is it?” Anja gasped.


“Some sort of… some sort of Mindvoice generated shield. But different from what we have seen before.” Isabella spoke as her hand came up and touched the near invisible shield. “So powerful… I’ve… only Martin has ever generated something like this. It’s not allowing us through though.”


“Fuck this!” Eliani growled. 


“Eli no!” Anja screamed reaching for her too late as Eliani stepped forward… and right through the shield.


Eliani’s eyes were wide as she moved right up to her brothers. Almost as an afterthought, both Andro and Dorian moved slightly to either side to allow her to move closer between them, which Eliani did without the least bit of hesitation. She pressed her body up against her two brothers, unashamed of this action for Eliani knew that she and Andro and now Dorian were different. Just as Fedor and Eirene would be different. Different in many ways than their brothers and sisters, yet still so very much alike. She reached out to place a hand on the smooth surface and Eliani gasped softly as those same images and events and places flooded through her as well. She must have come into the message late for when she was fully drawn into the psychic connection the deep voice was already speaking and she gasped as the voice of her great-grandfather filled her being.


“…Given our lives freely. Do not mourn for us, as it falls now to my blood. Our blood. And to Deia, she who tolerated me for so many years and yet learned all Canth and I could teach her no matter that she thought we were an odd pair. She will be the heart of whatever is to come and whenever there is doubt, turn to her my blood. And it falls to all the others who remain behind. Do not bear hate or rage in your hearts for those who have done this. No matter what they have done, they will be part of our future. Our destiny. Though they see it not. My father Sumar told me this one day as a boy and now in death I understand what he meant. The Immortal whose actions have allowed me to make this message and imbue it within this tomb before my essence was lost forever; he should be honored if he still lives. He did this of his own free accord against the wishes of that vile creature Veldruk. He had not a hand in our deaths, but he will have a hand in the future to come because of his honor this day. 

“Someone will have to kill the High Lord, and that fool woman he calls wife, before they bring ruin to us all in the future by their actions and what they do not care nor want to understand. 

“To the son I will never see, the last of my line, I have passed all I know to him. He will know what to pass to those of his blood so that our legacy never dies. Those of our family, of our blood, only you will be able to see this message and to those of you who witness this, know that we did all we could to prepare. In the time of your greatest fears, turn to them; for they will have the answers you seek within them, though they may not know how. Seek the answers within those who bear my image and my voice. Never bow to anyone my family and my blood! Never stop seeking the answers, for without answers there can be no questions! And always remember where we came from, for that is the essence of who we are. Cuia fas vada carians aur nathos. Aur falyne. Cuia fas vada carians.”  


The psychic shield dissipated instantly after that and all of them gasped with that last surge of power. It was Andro who lifted his head first and allowed his tear filled eyes to gaze at the face in the window of the sarcophagus. The face of his grandfather. The face of his father. His own face. The skin was tanned and weathered, but there was no mistaking the resemblance between them, though the trimmed beard and mustache was thick with gray hair and gave him a distinguished look. As Anja and Isabella moved forward quickly, the last vestiges of that powerful message swept through them as well, their senses and nerves feeling as if they had been fully charged with limitless energy. Deia moved around the front of the sarcophagus that held Resumar and as her hand drew across the smooth surface she was swept closer by Dorian’s strong arm. His eyes were wet with tears, yet there was a peace on his young face, on Andro’s face that she had never seen before. Andro’s arm drew Anja tightly into the small group, holding her against the back of her daughter’s body, his eyes moist as well. It was also Andro who then reached for and pulled his vampire mother close to him, holding her tight as his azure eyes, now fully changed to his wolf persona, opened and he stared at the sarcophagus they all now touched in some manner. 


“Androcles?” Isabella asked softly. “Andro what was that?”


Andro turned to look at her beautiful face and he smiled. “That was our past speaking to our future.” He said softly in reply.


“What… what did they say?” Anja asked.


“You do not need to do your tests mother.” Andro spoke shifting his eyes to her. “There is no question about that any longer.” Andro turned and looked at Deia who was staring at him with wide eyes. “Our past has come home Tenna. Our past has come home.”


Deia released herself from Dorian’s arms and folded herself into Andro’s arms as she sobbed openly. “Our… our soul has been restored Androcles. The very heart and soul of our people.” She wept.

The tears rolled down Androcles’s cheeks as he held his aunt and rested one hand on the smooth surface. “And we will honor them in death as they honored us with their lives and their deeds.” He whispered.

ENURRUA


“Nubous lae!” Martin gasped as he skidded to a halt after sliding down the opening in the floor and landing inside the now brightly lit room.


This caused Aricia and Dysea to turn towards him from where they stood among what appeared to be dozens of dragon eggs. Eggs that still pulsed with vibrant life. They watched Martin turn and catch For'mya as she slide gracefully down the incline after him and both Aricia and Dysea squealed softly in happiness and bolted to her. Their reunion was intense as first she shared a blistering kiss with Aricia and then quickly shifted to Dysea, all three of them pressed very intimately together. Kenny ignored them for he had seen it many times in the past and he moved up next to Martin, as he caught first Eirene who was in Cirith’s lap and then Fedor as they all came down the incline. Aricia and Dysea let out more squeals of delight and they pulled away from For'mya as they greeted Fedor and Eirene. For'mya could only smile in glorious joy and she glanced at Martin who was also watching. There was no hesitation on either Aricia or Dysea’s part, just as there had never been any hesitation among them, and they were quickly embracing Fedor and Eirene as if they were their children as well. Eirene and Fedor were not without their own happiness and Eirene’s eyes were teary while she squeezed her second elven mother tightly.


“How many?” Martin asked as he turned to look at Kenny.


“Near as we can tell skipper, close to a hundred.” Kenny answered. “And that is just in this room. There’s another similar chamber through that door across the room. It’s sealed but I can see them through the glass. And that other room opens into what appears to be some sort of corridor that moves north and south.”


“Where’s Helen and Arzoal?” Martin asked.


“They moved back down the tunnel we came in to find a way to that other room Nauta Melme. We passed a connecting tunnel coming here and Cody went with them.” Dysea’s voice spoke and Martin turned to see her lifting Fedor into her arms and hugging him now.


Martin lifted his eyes and followed several conduits and power nodes along the ceiling and walls. “There’s still power down here.” He stated.


Kenny nodded his head. “It appears to be coming from the other room and then out into the corridor.”


“There shouldn’t be power here Kenny.” Martin said.


“You’re telling me boss.” Kenny spoke with a nod. “When I said eggs, Arzoal just about went ballistic. She tried tearing up the floor before I told them about the other room. Then she went off down the corridor after Cody when he said he could find another way in.”


“Helen, Isheeni and Iriral followed them.” Dysea spoke once more. “Nauta Melme... these eggs... these eggs are over five thousand years old.”


“Man this isn’t good!” Martin said. “We got a Kavalian Task Force bearing down on us and you go and find a cave with five thousand year old dragon eggs in it!” He told Kenny.


“Hey!” Kenny declared defensively. “Aren’t you the one who always told us to be thorough?”


“Shit! Where is Arzoal and Helen damn it!” Martin snarled. “And how the hell is there power in a ship that is supposed to be dead and destroyed.”


They all heard the hissing sound and whirled around to see the large door opening and then Cody and Helen were standing there.


“We are right here.” Helen snapped.


“This should answer your question Skipper!” Cody spoke as he stepped out of the way and one of the gray spider drones appeared from around the corner softly chirping away. They were the same type drones that occupied CS41, only with slightly more beat up outer shells.


Martin and the others moved closer to them. “Drones?” He gasped.


“You better see this Skipper.” Cody said motioning them into the next room.


They quickly followed him into the next room which was much larger and they saw Arzoal on the deck, her head twisting back and forth as she tried to follow the wildly chirping drone that was dancing across her back and around her neck. It even slid across her snout several times, careful not to let it’s metal legs stab her in her eyes.


Martin! Arzoal exclaimed. 


“Arzoal?” Martin asked looking at her bewildered. “Would you... would you care to fill me in?”


Martin it is wonderful! Arzoal spoke. This is... this is Lead Drone 937. He... he survived! He survived and has kept these eggs alive all of these years!


“Yeah... I knew the Drones were tough... but how did he and these eggs survive when you detonated the core?” Martin said. “And how has he got power to the ship after all this time?”


A loud series of multiply chirping noises came from the drone who was still moving around Arzoal’s back as if he had found a new friend. Arzoal watched him for a moment and then he stopped on her back and his legs bobbed him up and down on her scales in place several times.


He detected the core overloading and he established a shield around these two chambers. Arzoal explained. They were connected to the main egg chamber above us but the eggs here needed different climate control to nurture and then hatch for they are pure Firespitter eggs. They were housed in different chambers below the main egg chamber. Drone 937 erected a force field powered by portable quantum generators within the rooms. When the core went critical they were able to withstand the explosion.


“Arzoal... one of your Quantum Fusion Cores going critical should have vaporized this mountain and everything within three or four kilometers around it.” Martin spoke. “None of this should be here!”


Except the entire core didn’t go critical! She explained. Once the drones detected the overload warnings they went into repair mode automatically. They were able to undo my sabotage of three of the four core Quantum Fusion Chambers before the remaining chamber exploded. Most of the drones were lost, but 937 and thirty three others survived! They have been using the three remaining cores to power what remains of the ship. Including these egg chambers!


“How many eggs total?” Martin asked quickly.


“Ninety-seven in this room and it looks like close to two hundred total.” Cody replied before Arzoal answered. “I’m guessing Kenny was right then Skipper. This is what Andro said he felt?”


Martin looked at him. “That makes sense.” He said. “Now the question is why? Why now and why have we never felt them before?”


For'mya looked around quickly from where she stood clutching Aricia and Dysea’s hands. “Where are Fedor and Eirene?” She gasped. “Fedor! Eirene!” She barked turning to go back into the first chamber.


“Mothers! Mothers!” Eirene’s voice echoed and she came around the corner carrying the large greenish yellow egg wrapped in her arms. “The eggs spoke to us mothers! The eggs spoke to us!”


“Eirene!” For'mya exclaimed moving to her instantly and dropping to her knees. “Eirene give me the egg child. You might drop it!”


“We won’t drop them mother!” Fedor spoke as he came up behind his sister carrying an egg with similar coloring as looking just as large in his arms. “We could never drop them.”


For'mya looked at him as he stopped next to his sister. “What… what do you mean the eggs spoke to you?” For'mya asked.


“In our heads. Just like we do mother.” Eirene answered. 


For'mya held her arms tightly as Martin settled to the deck next to her. Arzoal scooted closer across the floor as she listened with wide eyes. “What… what did they say Eirene?” He asked softly.


“They said they could feel her.” Fedor said softly. “They said we were the ones and they could feel her here among them.”


“Feel who Fedor?” Aricia asked gently as she settled to the deck on For'mya’s opposite side. 


Fedor met her azure colored eyes. “They could feel their grandmother.”


Helen gasped loudly and her hands went to her mouth as she felt the massive surge of emotion through Arzoal. “Sister?” She gasped.


It… it can not be! Arzoal gasped pressing closer.


Martin turned to face her now. “Arzoal… a little history might be useful? You know what they are saying?”


Martin… my third daughter from my second clutch. Arzoal spoke ever so softly. Her… her eggs were within the chamber when we destroyed it. Three of them. She was so… she was so livid with rage that we destroyed the chamber that she… she went insane. She would not listen to me or her mate. She left the mountain and attacked Chetak’s forces alone in a fury. They… they killed her but not before she took several dozen of those foul beasts with her.


Mother… mother you never told me this. Isheeni spoke now moving closer.


I could not bring myself to admit that it was my order that killed my grandchildren, and in essence my own daughter. Arzoal spoke in reply looking at her only remaining child. I did not want to burden you with this knowledge Isheeni.


Torma moved into the main chamber now. That is how Androcles sensed them. He said.


Arzoal’s head snapped around to look at him. Of course! She gasped turning back to Martin. We have known for many years that those of my blood would only bond with those of your bloodline Martin.


Martin nodded. “Because of our Pralor blood and our connection within Mindvoice. Yes I know that.” He said.


“We thought Andro and Elynth had tapped some sort of potential that we had not seen yet by sensing the life here from so far away.” Dysea continued excitedly. “We were talking about it only a short time ago.


“They didn’t discover some new power; they only tapped what is already within them. Within all of us!” Aricia said. “Andro and Elynth have always been able to sense their family, in some ways even more deeply than many of us because of their awareness. When they were connected to the Neural Booster for so long talking to Eirene and Fedor they must have sensed it then.”


Sensed what? Arzoal asked.


Aricia turned to Eirene and Fedor as they stood there holding the eggs. “That Eirene and Fedor were to be bonded to the eggs they hold now. To your blood Arzoal. And in sensing this it led us here. They must have felt the connection on a level most of us would not sense.”


Arzoal moved even closer to Eirene and Fedor and lowered her massive head closer to the eggs they held in their arms. But I cannot feel them. She said softly. How…


Arzoal… your shields sister. Helen spoke now. Drop them completely. The eggs within these chambers would not have learned to use shields yet. They are probably calling out for you and you just can’t here them. Martin you should as well. You are a Talon Guardian and…


Martin and Arzoal did so first and both of them were very nearly overwhelmed with the cry of nearly two hundred voices within their heads. Voices and echoes that resounded with joy and happiness at sensing others of their own kind. They could hear words filtering among the many voices, words they understood.


Elder Mother.


Talon Guardian.


Free.


Come for us.    


If dragons had tear ducts, Arzoal’s eyes would have been flooding with tears at this moment as the voices of so many she thought dead sang their songs within her mind. The voices of so many she thought she had killed. The first sounds of cracking shells began and soon it was like a cacophony of cracks and pecking noises and all around them the tips of wings, snouts, talon equipped feet, all of these began to burst through the shells as every egg began to hatch at once. They could do noting but watch in awe over the course of the next few minutes as every egg within the two chambers began to hatch. 


“Son vada carians!” Helen gasped as she turned in her spot and watched.


Martin looked up at Arzoal. “I thought Firespitter eggs couldn’t hatch without optimal conditions!” He barked out.


Drone 937 was bouncing upon Arzoal’s back and chirping madly. Arzoal turned her eyes on Martin. Drone 937 adjusted the environmental controls when we landed on the planet. He made optimal conditions within the two chambers.


“He can do that?” Kenny gasped with wide eyes as shells began to burst fully open and the shapes and forms of so many newborn dragons began to come into view. Green, red, brown, tan, newborn dragons of all colors.


Arzoal’s eyes were focused on two however as she watched two greenish/yellow scaled hatchlings finally shed their shells and roll fully open. One of the hatchlings rolled to the side onto its back as its legs kicked madly. Laughing in pure joy, Eirene bent over and without so much as an ounce of fear reached out and grasped the hatchlings flopping wings. She helped the hatchling flip over and then flame/orange eyes were staring at her intently. Arzoal continued to watch as the darker scaled green dragon was staring up at Fedor who was squatting in front of him without a modicum of fear or hesitation. It was much more subtle bonding than they had ever witnessed, and simple light blue psychic shields burst into existence to engulf both the two dragon hatchlings and Eirene and Fedor, and then they were gone as the two dragons rubbed up against them repeatedly, the green scaled hatchling actually rising up with his forelegs and placing his talons on Fedor’s legs so that he could extend his snout out to touch Fedor’s face.


Where… where is our grandmother Fedor my brother? The soft male voice reached all of them.


Fedor glanced at his sister and a silent message passed between them. They simply assisted their new Bonded Brothers to turn their bodies on unstable legs and then they were facing the massive head that had pushed to within inches of them.


What… what are your names? Arzoal’s words were choked with emotion. Please… tell me your names.


I… I am Kdan. The hatchling in front of Fedor spoke first in a hesitant but clear voice.


I… I am Dnom. The hatchling in front of Eirene echoed.


Oh… oh by everything I have ever believed holy to me. Arzoal gasped.


Isheeni came up beside her mother and extended her head out on her long neck sniffing the two hatchlings. I am… I am Isheeni. I am your mother’s sister.


Have you come for us as our mother told us you would? Dnom asked.


She told you I would? Arzoal gasped.


We felt her die. Kdan spoke. She said she did not realize that we had survived until it was too late. She said you would come for us and that we would be safe and strong one day. She said to be patient, that you would return. We have waited for so long.


Arzoal released a whimper that no one had ever heard from her before and she lowered her head to touch their snouts. Yes. Yes my handsome grandsons. I have come for you. We have come for all of you.


The echo of one hundred and ninety-three new voices within Mindvoice was nearly deafening but Martin heard his implant beep and he touched his finger to his ear. “Go Danny!” He barked out.


“Ah… you might want to hurry up whatever it is you’re doing down there fervon.” Danny spoke. “We’re going to have company real soon. And I don’t think they are coming here for dancing lessons.”


“Shit!” Martin swore. “Are the KADEN transports down?” Martin asked.


“Landing now!” Danny answered. “Sixty, ninety and one twenty of Endy. A hundred and fifty meters out! Jules reports that Captain Katsumi is now covering the Kavalian ship. The GREAT SOUL launched four PROTOSS-Class troop transports nine minutes out from the planet. They’ll be touching down in about six minutes from now. Kind of hard to believe they don’t know we are here.”


Martin’s mind worked at light speed and he looked around at all the hatchlings, knowing there was no possible way he would leave them behind. “Danny… we’ll be topside in under ten minutes. Whatever you do… don’t let those Kavalian bastards get close to this ship. Our numbers just increased by two hundred.”


“Oh sure… two hundred! What the nubous are you talking about?” Danny snapped.

“You’ll see shortly fervon.” Martin told him.

“Jeez! I get all the shit details! Shit! We’ll make it happen Marty! Grab that Muton character on your way out. The Master Chief took him and his son into the ship to get what they needed. He should be just above you according to Tony’s locator.”

“We’ll be topside in four minutes.” Martin snapped. He turned and saw the hatchlings crowding around Arzoal, Torma, Isheeni, Aurith and Iriral in fascination. Everyone seemed to be chattering away at the same time and Martin did the only thing he could think of.

ENOUGH! He barked out in his command voice within Mindvoice.

The reaction was nearly instantaneous as every voice fell silent and nearly two hundred dragon hatchlings turned to look at him along with everyone else. They instinctively knew he was a Talon Guardian and one did not ignore a Talon Guardian, no matter how odd he looked standing among so many hatchlings.

This is a joyous time I understand. But there is danger fast approaching and we need to leave this place. I am Talon Guardian Martin… and that rather large and foreboding black dragon is my Bonded Brother Torma, who is also a Talon Guardian. Martin saw many hatchlings look at Torma in abject awe now. You will need to do exactly as we say. Some of those you see around you are bonded to dragons and I know you all feel the Elder Mother. We need to leave and we need to leave right now. We did not expect to find all of you here, but damned if I’m going to leave you here now. 

Martin… how close are they? Arzoal asked. She had already known his role as Talon Guardian would never allow him to leave the hatchlings here. It was not a question that had ever entered her mind, for it had never entered his. None of them would leave them.

Too close. Martin answered her. We’re going to have to fight our way off for sure. The KADEN transports are landing now. Start the hatchlings moving topside. Get as many as you can into the TYPE II Alpha and then the KADENs. Fill them to overflowing if you have too.

For'mya stepped closer to him. “What are you going to do Martin Leonidas?” She asked.

Martin lifted his 190. “Buy us as much time as I can. Get moving… all of you.” Martin snapped. He turned to Kenny and Cody. “You two just became nursery guards. Torma… you’re with me.”

The hatchlings started chattering again as Martin and Torma made their way out of the chamber and into the corridor that Cody had led Arzoal and the others down. 

Hatchlings! Arzoal barked. They are Talon Guardians and they will die to protect you! I know it is so soon after your hatching, but you must get your legs under you now and follow us. We will not leave any of you, but now you must follow us. As quickly as your talons can carry you.

ARC ROYAL


“No sign they detected us?” Akemi asked quickly.


“Negative Captain. They’re focusing all their arrays on Enurrua!”


“Talk about catching a break.” Akemi spoke as she got to her feet and looked at the holo image of the Kavalian female just to her right. “Lubina is it?” 


“Yes.” Muton’s wife answered.


“Thank you for your trust.” Akemi spoke.


“You... you just saved my people with your actions Captain.” Lubina gasped. “All of us. I cannot... I cannot repay you this debt.”


“We aren’t out of trouble just yet.” Akemi spoke. “We can’t stay here Lubina.”


“I agree.”


“Let me slave your ship to mine with tractor beams.” Akemi spoke. “We have enough power to maneuver even if connected, but you need to drop your engines into standby mode and go with us.”


“I can not say your actions have not earned my trust Captain Katsumi.” Lubina said with  a great deal of respect. “You are moving into a better position to defend your King and Queens I take it?”


Akemi nodded her head. “That includes your husband and your people as well.” She stated.


“Indeed. I will make it so.” Lubina said. “Give me two minutes.”


Akemi turned away from the active transmission. “Stand by to lock on with port and starboard ventral tractor beams! Adjust weight and mass variables to compensate! Once solid lock is obtained come about to course three seven nine three point one and prepare to open fire!”


“Captain! The GREAT SOUL is launching four PROTOSS-Class troop ships!” Akemi’s sensor operator called out. “Estimate ETA to atmospheric entry onto Enurrua is nine minutes ten seconds!”


“Shit! Let the King know!” Akemi barked out. “Starboard batteries to full! All starboard missiles tubes loaded with high explosive concussive missiles! We’ll be too close for Mark22s and I ain’t going to waste them!”


“All batteries online and responding!” The voice echoed.


“Prep a full saturation barrage into the GREAT SOUL! Everything we have! Take her out of the equation and we can deal with the others on our own terms! And jam whatever second class communications they got working! No sense in letting them know we are about to kick them square in the balls.” Akemi barked.

ENURRUA 


Miseo turned at the strange sound and his eyes grew incredibly wide when he saw four huge dragons, one of whom filled the entire corridor completely, come barreling around the corner of the downward spiraled incline that he had seen Martin Leonidas and his dragon come up only moments before. The sounds were what drew his attention and suddenly he knew why.


The blue scaled dragon he now knew was bonded with For'mya was first in line, Eirene perched in the saddle on her back and holding tightly to a squirming greenish/yellow baby dragon that was perhaps two feet long and two feet high. Half a dozen other dragon hatchlings were clinging to the saddle on Aurith’s back, just behind Eirene. The picture was the same for the other three dragons that followed Aurith. Fedor was upon the azure scaled dragon, a green scaled hatchling perched in his lap and trumpeting out a horrific noise that the six behind Fedor were echoing. At least seven or eight resided on the backs of the second two dragons, and then he saw For'mya with three other women and two men herding what could only be several hundred dragon hatchlings along the floor, all of the hatchlings letting loose with that terrible trumpeting noise. Mixed in with those dragon hatchlings were dozens of spider like metal drones that looked as if they had seen better times.

 
For'mya saw him and without thinking she scooped up a hatchling in front of her and made her way to him. “Miseo? What are you doing?”


“Father!” Miseo answered as the red scaled dragon stared at him intently. “He is using his skills to get the map! He’s using different sections to get as clear a map as he can.”


“There’s no more time Miseo!” For'mya exclaimed. “We have to leave now!”


“I know but he...” Miseo stopped talking when Muton came dashing down the corridor to them. “Father!”


“One more Miseo!” Muton declared. “I need one more piece and the map will be as complete as we can make it!”


“Muton... Pusintin is landing troops!” For'mya shouted. “We have to go!”


“One piece For'mya!” Muton barked. “Each section I go to reveals a different piece of the map. I have one more to go to! I have too... or the map is useless!”


“It is useless if you are dead!” For'mya screamed at him. “I will not lose you Muton! Not after what you have done for me!”


“Then help me complete this map!” He snapped.


“Father you can’t...”


“Without the map we are lost Miseo! Without the map we can never go home!” Muton declared. “We have come so far! We can’t just give up now!”


For'mya didn’t hesitate. She turned and lowered the hatchling to the deck ushering it along with the others and her eyes found Kenny and Cody. “Kenny! Your 190!” She barked out holding out her hands.


Kenny didn’t question her orders and easily flipped his 190 to her but the questions in his eyes were evident. “What are you doing?” He asked.


“Keep going!” For'mya barked. “We have one section to go and then we will follow you! Go!” She turned back to Muton. “Where Muton and we must hurry!”


“This way!” Muton hissed as he began to head down the corridor once more.


Danny lowered the macrobinos from his eyes and looked at Martin beside him. “Bring back memories?” He asked softly.


Martin lowered his own glasses and met his gaze. “Yes… too many. And none of them particularly painless.”


“Two ships and roughly three hundred Puma Bane Shock Troops.” Danny said. “The pride of the KFI. Of course that doesn’t include your asshole brother. We just might have a chance here. Why they didn’t land a full load I have no idea. And no fighter escort in the skies either.”


“He’s not my brother Dan.” Martin hissed. “He’s a walking around dead man.”


“Ok… that works too.” Danny said. He brought his glasses back to his eyes. “Looks like a standard sweep pattern. They’re moving quick though, not checking their rears.” 

“They don’t think anyone else is here.” Martin said softly. “That is why no fighters and so few troops. He thinks he’s only after my Kinsoaurgai and Muton’s people. Fucking idiot!”

“Ok… so you got all the brains. Brag, brag, brag.” Danny quipped. Danny pressed his finger to his ear. “Master Chief you got the same thing?”


Martin’s eyes were focused however on his brother who was moving far back of the front line of Puma Bane Troops like the coward that he was. A ring of Puma Bane soldiers covered him like a blanket.


“Fucking coward.” Martin hissed once more as Tony’s voice came over their implants.


“Same… same Danny.” Tony answered. “Trying to catch us between two forces.” 


Martin reacted to this report like the consummate professional he was. He pushed all his emotion to the back. “Master Chief have they broken anyone to go for the LEUGERS?”


“Right out of the shoot Skipper.” Tony answered. “Looked to be about sixty. The rest seem to be heading right for where our people are loading.”


“Then they’re tracking For'mya and the Kavalians in some other fashion.” Martin decided quickly. “Bugs on their clothes or something.”


“Seems like it.” Danny said. “They…”


The massive explosion to their east announced the death of the LEUGERS transport, the pillar of flame shooting above the trees from two kilometers away. They didn’t know that the destruction of the ship killed nearly twenty Puma Bane troops outright.


“Uh-oh!” Danny commented. “That woke them up! They just slowed down and Puss nuts is pissed.”


“Anyone see T19s?” Martin threw out the question.


“Nothing visible.”


“Negative.”


“If they got them, they didn’t bring them.”


Martin looked skyward. Torma?


I am ready.


Say hello to our unwanted guests brother. Martin told him.


Indeed!


There is a single word for a twenty-one meter long, six metric ton dragon encased in shimmering gold Dragon Armor. 

That word is devastating.

Torma dove out of the sky from where he had been circling above the terrain below at five thousand feet with the PSG designed for dragons activated. He thought it hysterical that the little strap around his right foreleg could hide his large body, and he kept flipping it on and off during the trip here driving Isheeni crazy. He was the largest dragon living behind only Arzoal’s twenty-one and a half meters, yet he had amazing grace and maneuvering skills thanks in no small part to his constant training regime with both Martin and his beloved dragon mate. Isheeni was widely known as the fastest living dragon in a straightaway and she could turn on a dime. Torma was not so proud as to not take pointers from his azure scaled dragon mate, and all of these skills had translated into making him perhaps the most lethal of all living dragons. This is what he unleashed upon the unsuspecting Kavalians beneath him.


With demoralizing results.


His wings folded back along the sides, he rocketed downward to five hundred feet where he then snapped his massive wings to the side and sent a crack of soft thunder rolling across the landscape beneath him as he deactivated the PSG and became a hurtling six ton missile with only one intent.


“…find out what the fuck that was!” Pusintin snarled as his eyes took in the pillar of flame and smoke in the distance.


“Marshall… we’ve lost contact with the team moving to the LEUGERS transport!” The Puma Bane troop beside him reported as he listened to a bevy of shouting voices on the COM set he wore over his head. “The Commander of the Second Cadre has sent a scout team to investigate but he fears from the size of the explosion that the LEUGERS has been destroyed!”


“They booby trapped their own ship?” Pusintin gasped. “Why the hell would they do that?”


“He also reports the sounds of ships in the target area.” The officer spoke. “Something passed over his position only thirty seconds ago but he could see nothing.” 


Pusintin looked at him. “Shrouded ships!” He exclaimed. “The fucking Union must be here! Order Popal to go active and launch fighters. There has to be Shrouded ships in the area. It’s the only reason they would have destroyed their only way off this planet! We…”


The soft, rolling thunder made Pusintin turn as the sound cascaded over him. He looked to his west and his eyes grew wide when he saw the massive dragon barreling towards them at impossible speed and encased in shimmering gold armor.


“Dragon!” He screamed too late. “Dragon!” 


As Pusintin threw his body behind an overturned log, concerned only with protecting his own life, Torma rocketed over the top of his position. He let out a deafening trumpet and then cut loose with a stream of super heated breath from only a hundred feet in the air as he came in for a landing with his huge wings flared to the sides. Puma Bane Troops were the finest trained KFI soldiers, each of them undergoing rigorous lessons to control the inbred fear of dragons that all of the Kavalian species held. As the golden monstrosity landed among them, his super heated breath burning a swath of trees and plants and Kavalian troops, that training failed the Puma Bane troops utterly and they turned and ran. Torma had learned long ago how to direct his stream of super heated breath, and even how to make it last as long as he could possibly sustain it. As he swept his head over the area in front of him slowly, that three thousand five hundred degree breath scorched everything in its path. Kavalians unfortunate enough to be in the path of that breath were instantly incinerated. Fur and skin melted and was burnt to a crisp, as the screams of dozens began to fill the area. As he completed his sweep with his breath, Torma looked back to see several burning Kavalians screaming out their pain and staggering to his left. He snapped his left wing forward with crushing power and snarled with satisfaction as the strip of dragon armor that protected his wing bone snapped and crunched into the bodies of the howling Kavalians, sending their now broken and burning bodies sailing into the air in several different directions. 


Several Kavalians who had survived the concentrated blast of heated air popped up from behind the fallen trees and few boulders they had hidden behind and began to fire their weapons wildly at the behemoth that had swooped in silently and devastated their number so effectively. They could only stare wide eyed as their projectile rounds bounced harmlessly off the combined psychic shield and Dragon Armor encased horror in front of them. With a trumpet of contempt, Torma sent his Heavy Horn tail smashing out to apply justice. The one meter wide slab on the end of his muscular tail was also encased in Dragon Armor and combined with the vicious speed it was traveling at, of the six Kavalians who had rose up to fire at him, only one survived the impact. Five of his comrades were killed instantly as that tail shattered nearly every bone in their upper bodies and sent them hurtling through the trees with shocking speed. The lone survivor was saved only because he had been protected from the full force of the blow by his two comrades in front of him. He did not come away unscathed however, as his body was propelled with overwhelming force through the air from the impact and didn’t stop until he slammed helplessly into the base of the six meter wide tree, both of his legs shattered and nearly all of his ribs broken like so many twigs.


As quickly as it had begun, it was over. Torma reached for the sky with a final bellow of anger and quickly engaged his PSG as his massive wings propelled him upward with amazing speed.


Pusintin leaped up from behind the now smoking log he had taken cover behind, his eyes wide in terror. He had never been under fire from a dragon before and to say that it was totally unsettling would be an understatement. He got his wits about him quickly however and grabbed for his junior aide. “Push forward!” He screamed. “Stay in the timber! The dragon can’t attack if you are in the timber! Leave the wounded! Have Kalis meet me at the target location with his team! Do it!” He screamed before turning and looking at the half dozen Puma Bane troops who staggered to their feet behind him. “All of you with me!” He barked out the order. 


Pusintin took one last look at the devastation the dragon had wrought and then snatching his rifle off the ground be began a sprint into the deep timber followed by six of his men. The further his legs carried him away from the scene of death and destruction, the more his anger grew. And the more he was able to push the growing fear in his belly down.


Martin lowered his macrobinos when he saw his brother break for the timber leaving behind his battered men.


“He’s going for For'mya!” He barked out. “He can probably smell her by now!”


Danny looked at him. “Go fervon!” He snapped. “We’re going to pull back! We don’t need you here! Go!”


Martin didn’t hesitate and with a flash of silver white light he was racing away from Danny in wolf form. All three and a half plus feet at the shoulder and nearly four hundred pounds of raven black fur and teeth. Danny watched him for a second and then touched his implant.


“Torma laid them flat!” Danny barked. “Those of you with long eyes, four rounds apiece and then pull back! The rest of you pull back towards the TYPE II now! The Skipper is on the move! No fucking heroics from any of you! We’re getting off this rock together!”


“Fucking A!” A voice echoed.


“And here I was just beginning to enjoy the weather!”


“We’re rolling Danny!” Julie’s voice was next.


Danny was getting to his feet and beginning to move back. “Jules… damn you… if you die again I swear Marty and I will fucking haunt your dreams for eternity!”


Julie’s voice held soft laughter and warmth. “Not this time Danny boy! Not this time!”


“Endith?” Dan barked.


“All the KADENs are away!” Endith’s voice responded. “We got about fifty shrieking little dragons onboard along with everyone but For'mya and Muton.”


“What?” Danny hissed as he broke into a run.


“She was with Muton helping him get his map!” Endith answered. “She hasn’t come back yet.”


“Pusintin is moving for the ship!” Danny exclaimed. “Fuck! Marty is going to be outnumbered like ten to one!”


And then Daniel Simpson shifted to his wolf form in a silver white flash of light and he was racing through the timber around him.

ARC ROYAL


“Captain Katsumi!” The voice bellowed. “Detecting increased power readings from the GREAT SOUL’s landing bays! They are getting ready to launch fighters!”


Akemi came to her feet in an instant now. “We’re out of time!” She barked loudly. “Range to target?”


“Fifteen thousand four hundred! Within the envelope of all weapons!”


“Fuck it! Drop the Shroud! Full saturation barrage on the GREAT SOUL to port and launch the Mark 22s on the DIATAGAs to starboard! All batteries free! All batteries free!”


The ARIZONA-Class had been created to be the premier Strike Carrier in the Union Fleet, but in her design, Ben O’Connor had thrown in the power of a Strike Cruiser as well. He had wanted the ship to be able to kick ass no matter what it had to do, and in many ways even he had been surprised at what the engineers had built. Even without her complement of fighters and fighter bombers, the ARIZONA-Class ARC ROYAL was still a deadly and extremely capable weapons platform. As the Shroud dropped, the ARC ROYAL was fully exposed. Even though the Kavalian built ship, slightly longer and wider, was slaved to her belly by almost a dozen tractor beams, it did not deter her from unleashing her full firepower. And while the two ships looked embarrassingly odd connected together as they were, looks counted for nothing in this battle.


The moment her Shroud came fully down, both sides of the ARC ROYAL lit up in a light show that shamed many of the firework celebrations that they had on Earth. It appeared as if they could reach out and touch the PRIDE OF PUMAS, while in reality there were still fifteen thousand meters between the two ships. Ten Type I Terra Series turrets, fifteen Type II Terra Series turrets, two full port side missile batteries, 30 Quad Pulse Cannon Point Defense turrets and six Photonic Torpedo Launchers erupted simultaneously, the devastating force of the saturation barrage slamming into the GREAT SOUL just as their Jaguar Mark II fighters began to pour out of their launch tubes.


Those fighters were shredded into little bits as great swaths of the GREAT SOUL’s hull began to blast apart from the sheer magnitude of the firepower being poured into. A full three thousand meters of the starboard side of the PRIDE OF PUMAS rocked with the intensive and unforgiving saturation barrage being slammed into its right side. Of the forty fighters that had tried to launch, none on the starboard side survived the barrage, while only nine from the port side launch tubes escaped being clipped by their own launch tubes as they exited. The crushing force of the barrage actually caused the PRIDE OF PUMAS to angle downward, sending many of the fighters launching from the port side into unrecoverable spins before they were clear of the launch tubes. Those nine fighters lasted perhaps twenty seconds more as the Quad Pulse Cannon turrets on the ARC ROYAL shifted their primary fire to the fighters automatically. Each of those nine fighters were consequently blasted into small pieces as well.


In total, twenty M22A ZMF missiles had been launched from the ARC ROYAL’s starboard missile batteries. Twenty missile bays, ten per battery, and twenty of the most lethal and advanced ship killing missile within the Union inventory were airborne. Each of the eight DIATAGAs that had accompanied the PRIDE OF PUMAS had two missiles targeted on it, with four drawing an extra missile. Akemi watched with some satisfaction as each of these ships began to maneuver wildly in order to try and evade the missiles. Apparently, these ship captains were experienced enough to know that Union anti-ship missiles were especially powerful and you could not stand there and let the missile hit you. It wouldn’t matter with the Zero Matter Fusion warhead, but the Kavalians didn’t know that. The slowest of the DIATAGAs to react was the first to die as the two M22A “Skipper” missiles locked on her scorched right through their shields and past point defense turrets that could not track the nearly invisible missiles. The DIATAGAs were the long range missile ships for the Kavalian Fleets and used as orbital bombardment platforms as well. They were never designed to be the sole defensive ship that was assigned to a GREAT SOUL. Both M22A missiles plowed into the exposed missile battery platform under the DIATAGA and detonated. The resulting explosion literally blew upwards into the main decks of the ship and severed the DIATAGA completely in half. Before the last flames had been sucked dry by the vacuum of space on that ship, the “Skipper” missiles were reaching their other targets and seven more DIATAGAs became victims of the small, yet totally overpowered Zero Matter Fusion missiles.


Akemi gripped her chair arms tightly as her eyes took all of this in. She had never in a thousand years expected to get such a devastating first shot and it showed on her face. “Report!” She screamed.


“Two DIATAGAs destroyed outright! Three more have lost main power and are drifting! The other three are heavily damaged. No shields and no weapons!” Her First Officer barked back.


“The GREAT SOUL is maneuvering away!” Another voice chimed in. “Main power is fluctuating, I’m reading seven different hull breaches, and numerous internal explosions! Her shields and engines are down! No emissions from her weapons!” 


“Enough! We have a King and three Queens to protect!” Akemi declared quickly. “Back to base course and reengage the Shroud!”


“Captain! KADEN transports are inbound!” Another voice shouted.


Akemi nodded. “Burst them our position and have them activate SDAPs” She snapped. “The tractors on our guests?”


“Holding firm Captain!”


“Remind me to kiss the engineers who built this ship!” She barked out.


“Not without my approval!” Her First Officer and lover called across the bridge with a brilliant smile.


Akemi smiled as well as she looked at the arm of her chair and began typing. “Once we have recovered the KADENs, move to three seven nine two point six. Holding stations. All weapons are still free! Let’s get the rest of our people and get the hell out of here before their buddies show up from near the Jump Gate! They have to know what is going on by now and we can’t fight them all with our guest attached to our belly!”

ENURRUA 


“Muton… we’ve got to go now!” For'mya declared as she looked at him.


Muton’s hands were pressed tightly to the bio-mechanical wall of the ship, his eyes tightly shut. “Almost… almost there!” He gasped between clenched teeth.


“Muton… we can’t wait!”


For'mya turned rapidly at the sound of running feet, bringing the P190A3 around quickly until she saw it was Miseo running down the corridor. She lowered the weapon. “Miseo!” She almost shouted.


“We must go now!” Miseo exclaimed. “The last of your transports has left the surface! Your other ship For'mya? The TYPE II? Where is it?”


“Not far. Perhaps three hundred meters east from the entrance once we exit. But we need to leave now!” For'mya snapped.


“Father… father she is right!” Miseo barked. “We have to go!”


Muton’s hands dropped and he whirled towards them. “I have it! I have all the pieces!” He shouted as he typed furiously on the data pad.


“Can we leave now?” Miseo asked his father.


Muton finished typing and jammed the data pad into his small belt pouch. “Of course!” He stated. “I can put the pieces together when we are away from this place and under better circumstances!”


“This way!” For'mya snapped. “I can track the others with my nose better. We need to move!”


Miseo and Muton did not question her this time and they fell in behind her quickly as they made their way back to the entrance of the ship.


Pusintin stared at the waterfall in front of him, his hand holding the small homing device. His Puma Bane troops were set of in a defensive position around him as Kalis and his fourteen soldiers sprinted up to them from the west. Kalis didn’t pause and moved up beside his father quickly.


“Father?” He asked.


Pusintin looked at him. “This doesn’t make any sense.” He spoke. “The receiver says she is within a hundred meters of where I am! There is nothing!” He hissed sweeping his hand in front of him. “And her scent is intermittent.”


“Is something distorting the signal?” Kalis asked.


“No. It’s clear.”


“Father… why do we need this female?” Kalis asked rapidly. “The Union has forces on the planet who are here to get her. We should just leave now before we suffer more losses!”


“No!” Pusintin snarled. “I need her! She is mine now and I need her as leverage against the boy! If I have her, I can make him do whatever I want!”


Kalis looked at his father oddly. “Father… you… you don’t actually care for this elf bitch do you?” He gasped.


Pusintin looked at his son, anger surging through him for a moment. He quickly got hold of those emotions however. “She is… she is wolf Kalis.” Pusintin told his son. “And she is much stronger than the wolf mate I had before I became Kavalian.”


“She is also an elf!” Kalis snapped. “An elf female who hates you for tricking her and an elf who resists even our most basic of laws for females!”


“I don’t care!” Pusintin snarled. “She…”


“Marshall…” One of the Puma Bane troops hissed softly motioning with his hand.


Pusintin looked at him quickly and then followed his motion. His eyes grew wider and darker as he saw movement behind the edge of the massive waterfall a hundred meters away. He saw her golden blond hair first as she came out from under the crashing water leading two Kavalians. “Six of you move around and head them off from the front! Kalis… the rest of you with me!”


“Father… this is not wise!” Kalis hissed.


“Shut up and follow me or go back to the ship!” Pusintin snarled at his son. “I intend to get her back! She is mine now!”


Martin Leonidas ran.


He ran as if the Hounds of Hades themselves were after him. 


Four inch wide paws with black steel talons were barely touching the ground as he propelled his body at speeds that were nearly unbelievable for a wolf his size. His shoulders were slung low, his chest rumbling in exertion, as he drove his near four hundred pounds of muscled wolf body across the landscape with only one purpose. Three inches shy of four feet tall at the shoulders; this raven colored wolf was the largest Lycavorian to have lived since the time of Resumar. And Martin knew well how to play at his size.


Three times his enemies had harmed his mates. Three times he had failed them because he had been soft. First his beloved Aricia, the youngest, most adventurous and most intense of his Queens. The one who he would always instinctively reach for first because of the pureness of her own Lycavorian blood, the sweetness of her lavender and coca scent and her status as his sacred Anome. The woman who knew him better than anyone who lived. Then his enemies took his beautiful Melda Min from him and attempted to harm and rape her. The first he had turned and the one who had loved him without question since the first day their eyes met. His platinum haired Melda Min, who was his calm and sensibility among the storm in nearly any given situation.

Then they took his Kinsoaurgai from him. 

The Voice of his Heart. The woman, who had been with him, carried him through that most horrible time after Joric had taken Aricia. She had been the one thing that kept him from throwing all thought and caution to the wind and fighting until the High Coven had killed him. She had been his reason for continuing on. His For'mya had been forced to submit to his foul brother, forced to bear his children, all while thinking he was dead. He would carry that shame for the remainder of his years Martin knew. The shame that had he been tougher and smarter, none of them would have had to suffer as they did because of him. It was a shame he would gladly try to make up for by loving each of them until they could stand it no more. He would make up for it by never allowing harm to come to any of them ever again. By never holding anything of himself back from them again. He would bathe each of them in the full force of his aura, letting them know how much he loved each of them, even as he wrapped his mind within theirs so they could feel every last bit of his love.

He would never fail them again. And no would ever succeed in taking any of his mates again as long as he had breath left in his lungs and blood pumping in his body.

This purpose is what carried Martin Leonidas through the timber faster than he had ever run before. Every muscle, every sinew, every cartilage and bone moving in perfect harmony as his engine, his heart, drove his body. Clouds of dirt and leaves lifted into the air as he turned and cut, dodging low hanging branches, and scattering the small wildlife that remained here on Enurrua. They were very abundant now that there was no one here to hunt them. However, none of them wanted anything to do with that black wolf monstrosity moving through the timber like a dark wrath intent on inflicting terrible death upon those it finally discovered.

And death is exactly what Martin Leonidas carried with him.

A death he would unleash with no hesitation and no regret upon those who would try to take his Kinsoaurgai from him again. Upon those who would try to take any of his Queens from him in the future. This would be the message he would send now to any and all who thought to do what his brother and the Kavalians had done.

A message of death incarnate. 


For'mya led them quickly down the slight outcropping of rock when they reached the bottom of the small valley. They had slid more than walked down the hundred and fifty meters to the bottom of the valley beside the waterfall and For'mya immediately turned them east where she knew Endith had set the TYPE II Alpha down in a clearing barely large enough to fit the ship. She gripped her 190 tightly, all of her senses on high alert. She caught many scents on the wind, all of them strange, but none that she could tell were Lycavorian. She could feel the brilliant presence of Martin within Mindvoice as he grew closer to her and her heart sang in blissful happiness. To discover that he still lived after she thought she had watched him die was very nearly too much. Then to experience the shame she felt for responding to Pusintin in such a manner while he raped her and impregnated her and then gave birth to his children. Yes it had been forced upon her and she had been a pawn that was used by Pusintin, knowing how her body would react while she was in Phase to the ‘death’ of her mate. She had not known what to expect when she first saw him there. Would he hate her? Dismiss her? Knowing that he still lived caused the feelings of betrayal to come crashing down upon her when she finally stood in front of him. 


Until his all consuming aura had wrapped around her and made her feel what she had desired to feel for over two decades.

There was no betrayal in his mind. He felt only shame for what he had allowed to happen to her, and an unquenchable craving for her and all of his Queens. His love for her, for all of them, it was like being wrapped within a heated blanket that took away all of your fears and doubts. And standing there in front of her it had radiated like the beam of a brilliant light on a dark night. His aura, an aura that no Lycavorian would ever be able to match, and now the only aura that would ever elicit any reaction from her ever again For'mya knew. She had felt the force of his full aura and it had very nearly overwhelmed her, until his mind wrapped around her and acted as a filter allowing her to feel everything to its fullest extent and remain totally in control of her senses. Senses that were screaming out for him in every way. His total love and the acceptance for Eirene and Fedor, unquestioning and complete, just as it was for all of his children no matter that they were his foul brother’s blood children. Now they were Martin Leonidas’s children, and he would raise them and love them as if they had come from his loins. And they would know the adoration and devotion of a father. 

And Martin would fulfill his promise to her just as his aura told For'mya he would and soon they would have the girl she so wanted to give him. These were the things that filled her mind as they moved. She wanted him; she wanted him to have her in every way possible. She wanted Aricia and Dysea and Cirith. She wanted to feel herself wrapped within their loving arms and be experiencing the pleasure and happiness she had once thought lost to her. These were the things that…

For'mya came to an abrupt halt, causing Muton and Miseo to almost crash into her from behind. Her hands tightened on the 190 as her dark brown eyes instantly changed to her wolf persona and her fangs burst forth. For'mya didn’t move as the breeze washed across her face and she detected the scents.

Kavalians.

“For'mya?” Muton asked softly as Miseo saw her body language and began to search the area around them with his eyes.

“Go back. Hurry!” For'mya whispered softly. “Move quickly and without sound. Kavalians.”

Muton looked past her as his eyes grew wide and he immediately began to inch away from her back down the trail as Miseo guided him with one hand and held his weapon with the other. For'mya began to follow, inching her body back slowly as she followed Muton and Miseo back the way they had come.


Danny’s paws kicked up gouts of dirt and leaves as he skidded to a halt, his wolf eyes watching as Martin’s body disappeared through some trees roughly half a mile in front of him. His chest was heaving in exertion, his dark brown fur standing up on end all along his powerful back. His wolf eyes cut right when he saw a flash of movement through the trees and they grew wider when he saw Julie unwrap the shadows from around her body and stop blurring, her face and eyes looking where Martin had disappeared into the timber.


Jules! Danny screamed out within Mindvoice and he saw her head snap around, her keen vampire eyes searching for and finding where he stood almost immediately.


Danny!


I ordered you and the others back to the ship! Danny growled.


Fuck you Simpson! Julie snapped back at him. I love him too Danny and I’m not losing him! Not to some Kavalian puke faced faggots!


Shit! Danny exclaimed.


Danny… Danny I’ve never seen him move so fast! Julie declared. How… I can feel his rage Danny. It’s… I’ve never felt anything like it from him before!


I have! Danny announced. On Ukwav! After they took Aricia from him!


How… how did he get so powerful Danny? Julie barked.


I don’t know! But I know he’s about to unleash a living hell on whoever is chasing For'mya! Danny spoke.


Not alone he isn’t! Julie snarled. I lost the two of you once! I refuse to let it happen again!


Then let’s go back our brother up Jules! Danny barked. 


His paws twisted and Daniel Simpson exploded forward once more, propelling his two hundred and eighty pound wolf body forward like a gunshot. Out of the corner of his wolf eyes he saw Julie blur in motion once more and the shadows consumed her body. Whatever was going to happen, Danny had a feeling that they were going to see a part of Martin Leonidas that his brother had yet to reveal to anyone.


And it wasn't going to be pretty.

The two sharp reports had brought them up short as two kinetic rounds punched into Muton’s chest and flung his body back against them, knocking both For'mya and Miseo off balance. 


“FATHER!” Miseo screamed as his father slumped into his arms, his chest a mass of quickly spreading red.


“Muton! No!” For'mya’s voice followed as she scrambled to the side and helped Miseo lower him to the floor of the forest.


They had made it almost back to the wide river where they could cut north and move around the Kavalians in front of them when Pusintin appeared with nearly two dozen Puma Bane troops and holding a large automatic in his hand. For'mya could only watch helplessly as she saw two separate tongues of flame reach out from the weapon, Pusintin’s face a mask of self satisfaction as he pulled the trigger. 


For'mya gripped Muton’s hand as the Puma Bane troops closed in around them. “Muton! Oh Muton I am so sorry!”


Muton spit up blood and shook his head painfully. “Not… not your fault!” He spat in great pain, Miseo holding his father’s body in his arms.


“That’s for betraying me you fuck!” Pusintin’s voice carried to them as he walked up with Kalis beside him.


Two Puma Bane troops moved up behind Miseo and jammed their weapons into his back as he tried to rise. He froze as For'mya spun around and got in front of Pusintin blocking his aim.


“You monster!” She snarled viciously, her eyes and fangs still fully changed and very exposed.


“You shut up bitch!” Pusintin screamed at her. “I’ll teach you to be a proper mate soon enough!”


For'mya’s fangs snapped together as she hissed at him. “Not nubous likely!” She spat at him.


“Where are my children?” Pusintin roared as he stepped forward and slapped her hard across the face. The bow knocked her to the ground hard, her soft golden hair flying in all directions. “Where is my son?”


For'mya lifted her head from the ground and let fly with a glob of spit mixed with blood which struck Pusintin’s boot. “He is not your son! They are not your children! They will never be your children!” She howled at him. “They are my mate’s children!”


“I am your fucking mate bitch!” Pusintin screamed at her. “I am your mate now! And you will do as I say!”


For'mya wiped the blood from her lips where his blow had cut her bottom lip and looked at him. “You… you are nothing!” She hissed vehemently. “You… you are nothing compared to him!”


“I’m nothing?” Pusintin shouted. “He’s fucking dead! Dead do you hear me! I had him killed and now you are mine you stupid bitch! I’m going to have you begging me to fuck you with my big cock in every hole for what you have done! I’ll have you whimpering for more just like before!”


For'mya laughed out loud now as she pushed herself up on her knees glaring at him and positioning her body in front of Muton. “Your big cock?” She spat at him feeling Martin so close to her now. So very close. “You call that little thing between your legs big? I may have been whimpering for more Pusintin… but that’s only because I couldn’t feel your pathetic meat inside me!”


Pusintin’s eyes nearly bugged completely out of his head at her dig against his manhood. He reached down and grabbed her long hair painfully. “You disrespectful elf bitch!” He roared. “I treated you good! I never hurt you! You are mine For'mya! You can’t help it anymore! You will only cry out for my blood! My cock! And there is nothing you can do about it! It’s part of your nature now!”


For'mya met his eyes unwavering. “Better check your facts on that.” She snarled bravely, Martin’s presence infusing her with love and strength and confidence in her place. “You are miniscule when compared to Martin Leonidas!”


“Don’t speak his name again damn you!” Pusintin roared into her face as he yanked on her hair once more. “He is dead! Dead do you…”


The wolf howl that followed echoed magnificently across the terrain, seeming to come from all directions. The nearby timber reverberated with the sound, deep and resonant in its tone. Pusintin released For'mya’s head and looked up as Kalis and his Puma Bane troops began to look all around them at the timber. Pusintin looked down at her again. There was something familiar about that howl. Something he hadn’t heard in thousands of years. Not since he was a small boy and…


Pusintin’s eyes grew wide then and instinctively he unleashed his full male wolf aura on For'mya. It should have turned her into a babbling female begging to be taken by her mate no matter where she was. For'mya just knelt there staring back at him with cold death in her dark brown eyes, completely unaffected by what should be overwhelming her senses and her mind to the point of uncontrollable sexual need.


For'mya’s blood stained lips broke into a huge smile, her fangs protruding viciously from her upper jaw and her eyes holding nothing but hate in them. 


“He’s here!” She snarled those two words at him with vitriol and pride all mixed together in her tone.


“Father!” Kalis screamed grabbing his arm and pointing up.


Pusintin looked up to see the silver flash of white light above them as the wolf shifted back to human form just after leaping from the ledge two hundred meters above them. It left in its place a man in glimmering Dragon Armor and Pusintin’s eyes grew even wider as that behemoth of a black dragon suddenly appeared out of nowhere just above that figure of a man, his massive wings flared wide as he glided over that falling man and cut loose with a stream of super heated breath. Only that stream of superheated breath was not directed at those on the ground, it was concentrated on the figure in the golden armor. And then Torma let loose with a trumpet of power and tipped his wings before reaching for the sky once more. That figure of a man, now encased in a glowing, superheated psychic shield of power executed a flip in mid air, the Nehtes appearing and extending in his hand and then he landed a hundred meters away, driving that Nehtes into the ground in front of him with staggering power. 


Pusintin and the Puma Bane troops could only stare in horror as the ground in front of him buckled and heaved upward and then was racing at them with incredible speed like a tidal wave on the water. Pusintin and the others could not get out of the way in time and that wave of earth buckled underneath their feet, and then proceeded to flip them into the air and toss them about like rag dolls while oppressive heat surrounded them, singing their hair and burning their exposed skin. The most amazing thing that struck Pusintin as he was tossed through the air, that wave of earth did not strike For'mya and Muton. It swept around them like it was being guided by some unseen hand, leaving them completely unharmed. He grunted with pain as he slammed back to the earth some hundred meters from where he had been standing, no Kavalian left near For'mya and the traitors. Ignoring the pain in his body he scrambled to his feet, seeing Kalis and the other Puma Bane troops staggering about as they rose. They heard the trumpets in the background and could see four other dragons join the obsidian scaled beast circling the small clearing and unleashing roars every few seconds. He watched them as they all landed on the ridge above, the one the man had leaped from and they just stared down. Pusintin snapped his head around and glared at the figure, now only fifty meters away, his back to them. The golden Dragon Armor encased every portion of his body, the joints of his elbows and knees sectioned to allow freedom of movement.


The figure rose to his full height, the Nehtes going into the ground beside him as he held it and turned to face Pusintin and his troops. Pusintin held in the intake of breath as he saw those burning yellowish eyes through the eye slits in the armor. He could just barely make out the long wolf fangs that were partially hidden behind the full cheek shields over the top of the Mark IV ArmorPly helmet. Pusintin knew how the Dragon Armor worked, how it was extended from special slots on the Union’s ArmorPly body armor. The air around the figure rippled with psychic power and heat from where the dragon had sprayed the figure as it fell. Somehow the person was still alive and not only containing that burning heat, but making it swirl around his body which was encased by the light blue psychic shield.


The yellow/golden eyes blinked once and Pusintin heard the voice. A voice from the abyss of the grave. The voice of a dead man.


“Hello Pleistarchus… my brother!” Martin growled. “Remember me.”


Pusintin’s eyes could not grow any wider than they were and every alarm bell in his head began to sound loudly and insistently. All of them telling him to turn and run just as fast as he possibly could.


“No!” Pusintin screamed. “No! You are dead! I… I watched you die!”


Martin’s laugh sent shivers down the spine of all those watching, which now included Danny and Julie who had appeared beside For'mya and Miseo almost magically. It was a cruel laugh, a laugh of a man who had had too much taken from him. The laugh of a man who was done allowing others to hurt those he loved and cared for. The laugh of a man who had finally reached the end of his tolerance and would allow no more. Julie had some medical training and she immediately began to try and treat the critically injured Muton, while Danny settled to the ground beside For'mya ready to die to protect his brother’s mate. All of them could now smell Aricia, Dysea, Cirith and Helen leading the rest of Martin’s team through the timber just up the trail, their scents now filtering down to them in a rush. Duewa clung to Thoti’s arm as they rushed forward and she didn’t hesitate as she dropped to her knees beside Muton. For'mya looked at her wide eyed.


“Duewa?” She gasped. “Help him please! Don’t let him die!”


Duewa was not the same woman she was only a few short months ago and she glanced at For'mya. She was now wolf, and now free of everything that had held her back. She was also much more confident in her abilities. “He will not die!” She hissed. “Not if I have anything to say about it.”


Kenny, Pablo and Cody led the rest of the team forward of where For'mya sat on the ground, taking up defensive positions. Kenny’s Shi Viska was the first to flash into existence, followed by seventeen others and soon For'mya, Muton and Miseo were behind a wall of golden shields. Aricia skidded to a halt beside For'mya, engulfing her in her arms as Dysea nearly collided with her on the opposite side. 


“For'mya!” Aricia gasped as she pulled her lover and fellow Queen close to her.


“I’m ok!” She insisted. “I’m… I’m fine!”


“You are not fine!” Dysea barked as she reached out with her hand and wiped away the small blotches of blood on For'mya’s lips. “He hit you!”


For'mya smiled warmly. “This?” She asked wiping her hand across her lips with a smile. “I barely felt this.”


Helen stopped behind Aricia placing her hand on For'mya’s shoulder though her eyes never left where Martin stood. “We must go now Aricia!” She spoke urgently. “We must go now!”


“Feravomir?” Aricia looked up at her with concern in her voice. “What is wrong?”


“We… we do not want to witness what is going to happen here.” Helen warned them. “Can you not feel it child? He has… he has reached within himself and drawn out the essence of his full power. We…”


 “Death and I didn’t agree on a lot of things!” They heard Martin speak the words. “We decided it was better if I left.”

“Too late!” Danny hissed knowing what Helen meant.

Helen lifted her hands and without so much as a second glance, Arzoal’s power adding to hers from above, she erected a soft white psychic shield around their entire group. It was a power none of them had ever seen her use before and they all looked at her. Helen shrugged her slim shoulders. “No one said Arzoal and I do not train.” She snapped. “Prepare yourselves my family and friends, the deaths you are about to witness will be quite frightening to say the least.”

“Death and I didn’t agree on a lot of things!” Martin spoke as he glared at his older brother with murder in his yellow/gold eyes. “We decided it was better if I left.”


“No!” Pusintin shouted. “This is not possible!”    


“I’ve come to collect on debts that you owe brother. Debts to our people for your actions through the centuries! Debts to me for laying your vile hands upon what is mine and for what you have done to my beloved Kinsoaurgai!” Martin snarled with coldness. “I’ve come to take your head brother and return it to our mother as she has asked me too. I will not break a promise to our mother.”


“No!” Pusintin roared again. “No!”


Martin laughed again but it held no mirth in it. “What’s the matter brother?” He spoke sarcastically. “You don’t believe that you failed in killing me? You think very highly of yourself you know. Big Marshall Pusintin dick head brother of mine. No mercy. No surrender. You subvert the words of our father with your very breath! You spit upon everything he stood for with every breath you take!”


“You know nothing!” Pusintin growled at Martin. “You did not even know him! You have never spoken to him! You have never seen him!”


“That is where you are wrong brother.” Martin said. “I have seen him. I have spoken to him. Every time I lay my head down to sleep and call to him he comes to me and we talk and he tells me so many things. I know him better in death than you ever knew him in life!” Martin barked. “Let me give you a gift brother. The gift of mercy that he showed to me. Albeit only for a time, for you cannot delay the inevitable I’m afraid.”


Pusintin hissed at him loudly. “You know nothing!” He screamed again. His attention and the attention of all the Kavalians was on Martin. “You…”


Martin lifted his hand with his palm towards Pusintin and you could clearly see the pulsing of the psychic power radiating from his palm. Without any warning Kalis was yanked from his feet and rocketed through the air towards Martin. He covered the sixty meters in four heartbeats and then he was gasping for air in Martin’s armored fist as his fingers closed around Kalis’s throat. Not enough to crush his windpipe or larynx but enough to make it very difficult to breath and cause Kalis to claw at his hand with strong fingers. Kalis could feel the intense heat radiating from the psychic shield around his uncle, only the part of his arm from the elbow up to the hand squeezing his throat now free of that shield.


Pusintin took three steps towards them but stopped.


“So nephew…” Martin spoke softly gazing at Kalis’s dark blue eyes. “Your father stands there. He will not come for you Kalis. He will not try to protect you from me. In truth… he does not care what happens to you!”


“I do… I do not believe you! You… you do… not frighten me!” Kalis gagged on the words even as he continued to claw at the armored fist that held him suspended two feet off the ground. The grip was far too powerful for him to even get the tips of his fingers under the armored grasp.


Martin drew him closer, Kalis’s blue eyes growing wide the closer he came to the searing psychic shield and he stopped struggling with both hands wrapped around his uncle’s wrist. “I see within you Kalis.” Martin growled softly loosening his iron clad grip on Kalis’s throat ever so slightly. “Like I saw within your brother Karun. You have never seen the things Karun has discovered Kalis. Never experienced them.”


“Karun is a traitor!” Kalis hissed. “He betrayed us! His people!”


“Did he?” Martin asked him, his voice softer now. “Or did he just embrace the things your father has never spoken of with you? That he has never showed you? The things that it was his duty to show you! The things you could be still.”


“You lie!” Kalis spat once more.


“Do I?” Martin asked calmly. “Your brother Leruk was a lost cause Kalis. He spent too much time around your father. It twisted him beyond help. I saw this in my son’s mind after what happened. That is why you have tried so hard to gain his favor. He always regarded Leruk as his favorite. You have a chance Kalis… you have a chance he did not. You have a choice.”


“I will never betray my father!” Kalis hissed. “I will never betray my people! I am… I am not afraid of you!”


Martin smiled up at him, but there was no joy in that smile. His wolf fangs prevented it from being anything but a smile of death. “I am not the one you should be afraid of Kalis. It is not my mate that you disrespected by doing what you did. You would be dead already if it was. It is only another crime that your father bears the shame for. Not teaching you what you should know as a wolf.” Martin told him.


“He… he killed my brother!” Kalis snarled.


Martin shook his head. “Androcles killed a cancer. Not your brother.” He spoke softly still. “I see that cancer growing within you as well… but you can stop it Kalis. You can choose to stop it. You can open your eyes and make a choice.”


“Never!” Kalis growled.


“You are on a collision course with fate Kalis.” Martin spoke softly and he drew a thin data pad from a small pouch on his belt, keeping his movements hidden from all those around him. “Open your eyes nephew… open your eyes to what you could be. It will be your only chance. You will survive this day Kalis… and I will leave you with a gift. Do with it as you wish.” Martin pushed his other hand through the psychic shield and shoved the data pad into the folds of Kalis’s loose fitting clothing and partial body armor. “And remember my words to you now… Androcles Leonidas is my son… and there is not a merciful bone in his body nephew. For what you have done he will carve you up and spit you out. Your only chance is to read what I just gave you. Read it! And then make your choice. My son will not give you a second chance nephew.”


“I do not fear him!” Kalis growled.


Martin smiled. “You should boy. He is the instrument of your death or your salvation.” He spoke. “Now… no more words. I have other things to attend to. Think for yourself for once Kalis! Think for yourself and become a Leonidas! It is the choice your grandfather wants you to have. Try to land without breaking too many bones.”


“Wha…” There were no more words from his uncle as Kalis felt himself lifted higher and then dropped abruptly. He could only watch as he saw Martin spin around instantly and his right fist crashed into his chest with painful force. Enough force that the pain caused him to black out instantly. This fact probably saved his life for his body went completely limp.


Kalis would remember nothing of the next few seconds and would awaken a few moments later some five hundred meters distance from where he was. He would not remember smashing against and through smaller trees as his body was flung with the force of being fired from an old style cannon. Surviving Puma Bane troops would stumble across him as they advanced towards the battle sight. He would never know it, but those troops stopping to try and helped him gave his uncle the time he needed to escape.


After he finished what he had come to do of course.


Pusintin could only watch his son hurtle through the timber until he was lost to sight and then he turned to look back at his brother.     


“You’ll die for that!” Pusintin screamed.


Martin turned his eyes on his brother. “He will live for now… unlike you!”


“You going to fight us all brother!” Pusintin snarled out. “You going to fight us with your puny spear! I have hundreds of men closing on this position right now! I’ll win! And I’ll have that elf bitch howling beneath me just like I did before!” He shouted. “You should have heard her begging me to fuck her harder! It was hysterical!”


Martin hefted his Nehtes. “I’m not going to fight you with this brother.” He said calmly. “And the one thing you never understood from all of father’s lessons to you, the one thing that you never grasped… Spartans never fight alone!”


Pusintin whirled around now, his eyes going to where For'mya and Muton had been. Many of the Kavalians who had been focusing their attention on Martin did so as well, and what they saw shocked them right to their booted feet. The wall of Shi Viskas that now protected the elf Queen and the others they had come to this world to retrieve was impossible to miss. And quite impossible to breach from the way it was formed around the small group. That was without the soft blue psychic shield that now encompassed the entire group.


Pusintin whirled back to face Martin. “You think they will stop me?” He screamed out. “I’ll butcher every one of them! And I’ll take your other bitch Queens and let my men have them as I am crowned King!”


Martin shook his head slowly as he began moving towards him. “No… your life will end here! Today! And you will know nothing but the blackness of the abyss.”


“Kill him!” Pusintin screamed at the Puma Bane troops. “Kill him in front of his precious Queens!”


Twenty Kavalians brought up their assault rifles and secure in the knowledge that their reinforcements would be here before any Lycavorian help, they held back the triggers of their weapons intent on finally killing the King of the Lycavorian Union. 


“NO!” For'mya, Aricia, Dysea and Cirith screamed at the same time. All of them began to move, but Danny and Helen grabbed two of them apiece.


“Helen he needs us!” Aricia snarled struggling within her grasp. She held her arm with a strength belaying her age and frail looking appearance.


Helen shook her head. “No… he does not! Stay within the shield I have created or you may be hurt as well!”


With hands still holding them back, they turned to watch the only man any of them had ever loved simply lift his free hand as the barrage of kinetic projectiles from twenty different weapons all reached him at the same time. Hundreds of rounds impacted the psychic shield and they began to see hundreds of orange white flares all along that psychic shield. Martin’s forward movement stopped as his psychic shield began to almost glow with power. Sitting on the ledge far above, Isheeni and Arzoal had to move away from Torma as his active shield began to glow even brighter around him, his golden eyes focused on where his Bonded brother stood below.


Mother? Isheeni gasped. What… what is happening?


Arzoal’s eyes were wide as she gazed at Torma and how that psychic shield wrapped around him in swirling motions. It looked as if it was almost alive with power, and Torma’s wings were twitching every few seconds with the intensity of it.


They have become like Androcles and Elynth! Only stronger! Arzoal gasped. They are… they are no longer a Bonded Pair Isheeni. They are one!


Martin stood his ground against the barrage of kinetic projectiles, his face showing no strain whatsoever as those rounds impacted his shields. He could feel each one, sense it as it smashed into his shields and then was evaporated by the intense three thousand degree heat that still swirled around him. He could feel the steady drum of Torma’s heartbeat within him, the calm dedication and love. 

They had studied long and hard together. Delving into the mysteries of the many Tomes that Avi had discovered in his data banks and on CS41. Mysteries of Mindvoice and Etheric power that Sumar had mastered and begun to put into training regimes for his son Resumar. They had shared these Tomes with no one but Andro and Elynth after the first five years, the four of them often times leaving Earth to find a deserted area of another planet to train and practice. They had to develop an entirely new type of fighting that combined the use of bladed weapons and even firearms into Etheric use of powers. It had been frustrating at times, for they had to absorb so much information and learn to understand all there was to know about Etheric abilities before they could actually use them as Sumar had intended them to be used. Martin knew why Sumar had left such Tomes… he wanted his son and their people to be prepared for what was coming. Even all those years ago Sumar knew that the day would come when they would be needed to fight an evil so horrific it could shake the foundation of everything they had ever believed. 

Andro had opened himself already and revealed what others had never seen before, and Martin knew he had passed this information to Denali at the very least, for he had heard what Denali had shown and was now capable of. Androcles probably had been instructing all of his brothers and sisters in some way with the new abilities and meditation techniques that they had long ago discovered and only mastered in the last few years. Androcles lived for the protection of his brothers and sisters and those he loved. It was one of the driving forces behind his very nature and Marin had no doubts that he would insure his brothers and sisters knew more than anyone else thought they did. There was a cruel streak in his son Martin knew. A dark filament of his being that even Martin himself did not possess. This cruelness had come from Martin’s own father, a dark filament of his nature that offered no mercy or remorse to those who were sworn enemies. Andro had this within him as well, his actions during the Evolli war and after allowing Martin to see it completely. This filament of his being was tempered and controlled however by his son’s sense of honor and the love of his family and his mates. Martin knew Andro craved to be out from under his father’s shadow, desiring to blaze a path of his own into the future. That desire had already been fulfilled, though Androcles would not discover that for some months yet. It had been fulfilled the day he took Sadi as his mate. The female wolf who so many back home regarded as the second coming of his mother Gorgo. Martin could not agree more with that assessment and he had seen it that night on the island. Standing among the half destroyed palace, Sadi had radiated a strength and connection that Martin knew would be the last piece of the puzzle for his son when the time came. Sadi would be like Aricia and his own mother combined. Fierce in her devotion and love to his son and their people. Martin Leonidas knew this was the power behind their family. This was the strength that drove them forward. It was that power and strength that had driven him and Torma to begin training with the Tomes that Sumar had left. And now all of that training and hard work would come to fruition this day.

It was these new abilities that Martin Leonidas now called upon. 

Abilities that he would now use to remove the largest cancer of all that remained as a blight upon the honor and love of the Spartan and his father’s name. Martin sensed when the fire slackened and the Kavalians began to change their kinetic magazines. Many of them reloaded and looked up to see him still standing and not perforated by hundreds of holes, their eyes wide in disbelief. All of this time he had slowly been moving forward, filling Torma’s power and will combining with his own to drive him forward step by step. He stopped when he was only ten meters from where Pusintin and his men stood gawking at him in disbelief. As if by some unspoken order, their constant firing from the last minute had ceased and they all stared at him within that burning psychic shield. When the last kinetic projectile burst against that shield Martin stood there unharmed in any way. He twirled the Nehtes within the shield in one hand and looked at his brother.

“Is that the best you got brother?” He asked finally. 

“Lower that shield around you brother!” Pusintin snarled. “Or do you not believe in a fair fight?”

Martin laughed at him then and shook his head. “Ah… Pleistarchus. You learned nothing of what father taught you all those years ago.” He said almost sadly. “There is no such thing as a fair fight!”

With that Martin stopped twirling the Nehtes and launched it out of the shield with a grunt of supreme power. The nine foot long spear sizzled through the air and covered the distance between Martin and two Puma Bane troops who were standing perfectly in line together. The spearhead impaled the first Puma Bane troop through his chest, the rush of air exiting his body through the hole in his chest drowned out by the grunt and thud of bodies as the forward motion of the spear carried it through the first troop’s body to impale the second Puma Bane soldier through his head as he was bending down to reload. The momentum of the throw tossed both of them back five meters until they were still on the hard ground. The first Kavalian had his hands wrapped around the shaft of the spear as his eyes glared at it and his blood poured from the gaping wound.

Pusintin whirled back on his brother, his eyes full of rage and he saw Martin withdraw a smaller tube like object from a holster on his leg. His eyes went wide when he saw that Martin’s shield had come down now.

Martin spun the tubular object in his hand expertly. “I’m going to kill you with this my dear brother.” Martin snarled viciously. “A new toy that our elven weapons master made just for me.”

Martin depressed the recessed button on the shaft of the Stiletto. It was carved with ancient symbols that Nehtes had worked for hours to engraved by hand. It could not be called a Stiletto really, for Nehtes had made only twenty weapons like the one Martin now held, each with its own varied and intricate carvings on the dark gray pommel that appeared to be some sort of metal and weighted specifically for an individual. He had taken the improved power cells and schematics from Ben O’Connor and while his assistants went about forging the new Stilettos, Nehtes himself spent an entire week fashioning twenty very unique blades that then combined the best of two worlds into one. Pusintin watched as the thin, three foot long blade, forged from pure Dragon Armor metal extended. He could just make out the intricate carvings on the blade but was no where near close enough to read them. The butt end of the pommel looked nothing like any sword pommel he had seen. It was shaped with a circular set of six rings that wrapped around what appeared to be a glowing blue orb of some kind and was shaped in angled fashion

“Time to die brother!” Martin snarled.

“Kill him!” Pusintin screamed. “His shields are down! Kill him!”

As the Puma Bane soldiers began to react Martin Leonidas simply vanished. 

Pusintin and the others began looking all around, their eyes wide. “What the fuck is this?” Pusintin screamed. 

THIS BROTHER...! The words in Mindvoice rang out so loudly and with such force that even Pusintin staggered under the power behind the words. This is destiny correcting a mistake made long ago!

Pusintin didn’t see Martin reappear behind him about to end the leap he had made. The PSG came down and Martin’s boot impacted Pusintin directly between the shoulder blades sending him hurtling forward at impossible velocity. As Martin finished landing he brought his left hand, now encased in shimmering light blue psychic power, down into the earth beneath him. Like bolts of electricity, the Mindvoice power instantly zipped through the ground to touch the legs of the nearest Puma Bane troops. Three of them were flung into the air screaming out their surprise and incredible pain as the Etheric bolts of power rippled through their fur covered bodies. Unlike electricity however, the Etheric attack did not electrocute them. Instead it was twisting and warping their very cellular structure, causing agonizing pain as well as permanent damage. As the rest of the Puma Bane troops watched with horror filled wide eyes, Martin Leonidas attacked.

There was no hesitation on his part as he drove the blade of the Stiletto sword clean through the neck of one Kavalian, blood splashing across his armor as he tore the sword free and spun a hundred and eighty degrees to decapitate two more Puma Bane troops who were looking at their comrades stupidly as they hung in the air above them, their bodies flipping and dancing in gruesome tune to the Etheric energy slashing through their bodies unrestrained. Martin spun once more, swinging the sword with both hands as he bent low and removed the legs of two more Puma Bane troops. As more chilling screams filled the air and the Puma Bane troops began to react to the whirlwind of death in their midst, Martin vanished once more. The three Kavalians that had been suspended above the ground now fell with loud, wet thuds. The eyes of their comrades fell upon their broken and ravaged bodies, many of them gripped in fear by an enemy that did not fight conventionally and used powers beyond their comprehension. The veins in their skin appeared to have burst inside their bodies, their faces and necks streaked by harsh red and purple stains under the skin, their eyes open in death, the veins in their pupils broken and nearly blotting out the white portion. Blood leaked from every orifice on their bodies, running the gambit from their ears to their noses and mouths, to their eyes. It almost looked as if their blood itself had boiled within their veins and cooked them alive from the inside.

As they looked stupidly at their dead comrades on the ground the PSG deactivated once more and Martin was among them another time. The Stiletto Sword claimed another victim as it snapped out with blistering speed and removed both of the arms of a Puma Bane soldier who was actually trying to turn and draw down on Martin. The rifle clattered uselessly to the earth beneath him, his eyes wide as he looked at the stumps of where his arms used to be and the twin fountains of blood that were now arcing into the air. Martin quickly folded the sword along his forearm, the blunt end pointing at a Puma Bane soldier, and the bright pulse of light blue energy erupted from the end of the weapon. That pulse of energy struck the soldier in the center of his chest, punching a fist sized hole in this thick upper body and flinging him back as if he had been hit by a Lifter in flight. As he did this, Martin lifted his left hand and let fly with two psychic diamond projectiles. Those two psychic bullets blasted through the head and chest of two more Puma Bane soldiers before they had finished reacting to their comrade being taken down by the strange energy weapon.

Martin reengaged his PSG and was gone yet again.

“Together! Around the Marshall!” A more experienced Puma Bane troop yelled the order to the survivors. “Together!”

The eight remaining Puma Bane troops formed a tight circle around Pusintin as he came to his feet, staggered slightly and then whirled around with is rifle at the ready.

“Fucker!” Pusintin screamed. “I’ll strip the skin from your body and...”

Martin shimmered back into existence only ten meters away, his left arm extended out. The Shi Viska burst into this realm from Flatspace and immediately launched from his arm. It extended razors all around the edges as it scorched through the air to slice cleanly through the upper bodies of two soldiers, the blood splashing Pusintin and another soldier next to him as the shield sped off into the distance leaving death in its wake. Then Martin was gone!

“You were King!” The voice screamed out.

Martin reappeared to the side and they could only watch in horror as he snatched up two more Puma Bane soldiers within the grasp of his Etheric power and lifted them ten meters into the air. He squeezed his fists together; his eyes and fangs they could see under his helmet were a mask of pure unadulterated hate and rage and Martin brought his arms slashing down forcefully to his sides. The sounds of their bones shattering in mid air and then their bodies smashing to the unyielding ground with more snapping sounds was grotesque in nature. Both men lay still, nearly every bone in their bodies crushed or broken. They would die in seconds. In the same eye blink Martin’s Stiletto Sword flashed out and he opened an inch deep, five inch long gash in Pusintin’s abdomen. As Pusintin grabbed for the wound in agony, Martin engaged the PSG once more and vanished from sight.

“Our people would have followed you anywhere! I would have followed you anywhere! You could have led them into the future!” His voice screamed once more. The emotion that the words carried was a palpable thing in the air, affecting everyone who heard them. “You betrayed them instead! You betrayed our father’s memory!”

Pusintin staggered to his feet holding his bloody abdomen. “He left us alone!” Pusintin screamed. “He went and died for millions of people we did not even know! He left us alone! And then mother left me!”

“You were a Spartan!” Martin’s voice screamed. “You were never alone! A Spartan is never alone! And mother would have returned for you!”

“You know nothing!” Pusintin shouted. “Nothing!”

“Don’t I?” Martin’s voice echoed, more in control now it seemed, but filled with a trembling hate and rage that caused everyone to hear shiver. “Do you think Panos would not show me what you did while you were King? What you attempted?” He barked. “You were power mad! Nothing was ever good enough for you! More! You always wanted more!”

“As is my right!” Pusintin roared.

Martin shimmered into existence directly in front of Pusintin. “And was it your right to try and kill me and then take my elven mate! To try and take the throne of our people in one of the vilest ways a Lycavorian can act?” Martin snarled viciously before he snapped his head forward into Pusintin’s face, crushing his nose with the Dragon Armor helmet and digging a jagged gouge into his cheek as Pusintin fell.

Martin instantly faced the remaining four Puma Bane Soldiers. Once more he punched the ground beneath him and the earth reared up, tossing all of the men into the air and hurtling them with unimaginable velocity directly at the outcropping of rock and granite that was the end of the ridge that ran away from them and along the mediocre sized river that moved to the north. One of the four men impacted at an odd angle and had his head crushed the moment he struck the unmoving stone wall, while the other three men flailed wildly as they impacted the outcropping of rock with unforgiving speed.

Martin ignored them now and looked down at his brother before reaching up to yank his helmet from his head and tossing it to the ground. “Now I will show you what Joric learned all those years ago brother!” Martin screamed out. His fangs were fully extended and his wolf eyes were very nearly glowing with that yellow gold color. “I will show you the price for bringing the shame and pain to my Kinsoaurgai that you have.”

The first trip hammer like right cross landed directly where Martin had aimed it, and his eyes showed their savage retribution as the other blows followed in quick succession.


When the first blow fell, it was Danny who started to move to intervene. Helen’s voice stopped him cold in his tracks.


“Remain where you are Daniel Simpson.” Helen spoke with authority and wisdom.


“Helen he will... it is his brother!” Danny began to protest.


Helen shook her head slowly. “No Daniel. You are the only brother Martin Leonidas has ever known or acknowledged. The love one brother shows to another he has reserved only for you. The love one shows to a sister Julie Collins, he has reserved for you.” Helen saw Julie’s wide eyes cut to where she stood. “He wept for four days when he thought you were lost Julie. As one only weeps for a sister. He considers himself blessed by the gods that you were returned to him, no matter how that came to be. He has half brothers and sisters yes, but the two of you are his blood! This group of men and women who remain…” She looked at them as their heads turned to her. “You are his family, those dearest to him outside of his wives and mates. This man has inflicted horrible acts upon those he loves more than his own life. Directly and indirectly. This anger and hate must be purged now.”

“He’ll kill him Helen!” Julie said. “As sure as shit he will kill him.”

Helen shrugged her shoulders. “We have witnessed the true Martin Leonidas today.” She said softly. “And I feel we will see even more of his power. This is the man fate has decreed he become.” Helen’s eyes turned to Dysea. For'mya was weeping openly crushed between Aricia and her. “You asked me long ago Dysea… you asked me what he was like as a child. A baby.” Helen smiled and swept her hand to where Martin was. “He is being born again sweet Dysea… and you can witness it for yourself.”


Martin’s armored fist smashed into Pusintin’s face once more. He straddled his brother’s chest, holding the front of his shirt and simple body armor in his left hand and pummeling him with that Etheric encased fist of his right hand.


“…rolls in his grave at what you have done!” Martin screamed as spittle showered his brother’s bloody face. “You tried to kill our mother! You are no son of our father!” Martin stopped with the last blow and looked down at him, one eye already swollen shut, his lips cracked and bleeding, his left cheek sunken inward where it had succumb to the devastating force of the blows being reigned upon him.


Martin rose to his feet, standing over Pusintin. “I would have gladly given the throne to you! I never wanted it to begin with!” He shouted. “All you had to do was return and be among your people! Those who loved you! I would have followed you without question if the good of our people was your only concern! You could have been King you fool! King! Instead you choose to remain among those who have killed our people! You have killed our people you fucking coward! All for power! Power! You wished power Pleistarchus? Let me show you power brother! The power we could have wielded to secure our people’s future for millennia to come! The power that comes from the Pralor blood within our line! Let me show you what you will never have brother!”


Martin reached down and yanked him to a sitting position as Pusintin cried out in agony from the pain of nearly every rib in his chest cavity being broken. Martin then turned to where the three remaining Puma Bane troops were rising to their feet in front of the outcropping of rock. Martin’s hands began to glow and he reached within himself to his core. The core of his love for his mates, his children, his brothers and sisters, his people. He reached within him just as the Tomes of his grandfather had instructed, and feeling Torma add his own considerable Etheric essence within their bond, Martin formed two iridescent globes of power within his hands. Two light blue globes that practically sizzled and cackled and popped in the air all around them. Pusintin could only watch with his one good eye in painful amazement as with a howl that came from deep within him Martin shoved his hands forward and released those two globes of Etheric power.


Directly at the three stunned Puma Bane troops.


What followed was something that no one who witnessed it that day would ever forget. The first globe of Etheric power struck the three Puma Bane soldiers and rammed them back into the outcropping of rock so hard their bodies left imprints within the rock face itself of nearly half a meter. They died instantly from the impact thankfully for them, for not half a second later that second globe of Etheric power struck them and the entire outcropping of the mountain ridge blew into tiny splinters of rock and dirt as if explosives had been set within the ridge itself. Mixed in with those shards of rock and granite were the pulverized remains of the Puma Bane soldiers, the entire cloud rising up and tossing smaller sized rocks and chunks of granite to all sides, some of them bouncing off the shield Helen had erected around the group. The entire ten meter long four meter thick outcropping that had once been part of the ridgeline simply disappeared as if some sweeping blow from god had reached down and knocked it into oblivion.


Martin whirled on his brother, his chest heaving in exertion and burning rage. “You have betrayed your blood Pleistarchus! Betrayed it in the most heinous of ways! You took my mate! My elven wife! My Kinsoaurgai! You took her against her will, against her heart in your quest for power! And it has brought you to ruin!”  

Pusintin looked up at him with that good eye and spat blood as he tried to laugh. “She… she gave me children! Good… good fuck… too!”


“She gave you nothing!” Martin roared as he smashed his fist down into Pusintin’s face once more. “She gave me children! My children! They are my children now! And I will love them as I have loved all my children! As our father and mother once loved you! They will know nothing of you! They do not even look like you!” Martin laughed at him. “You do not even know how your own people make babies you fucking fool! You were so intent on making her bear you children you forgot to pass on the essence of yourself to them within Mindvoice! The essence that would have made them your children in mind and appearance! They reached for the essence that was within my Kinsoaurgai’s blood! My essence! I will raise them and love them and teach them all they need to know! They are my children! They were always my children from the moment they were conceived within her womb!” Martin lashed out and pounded Pusintin once more as he lay on the ground.


Martin lifted his Stiletto Sword pommel and depressed the trigger, the shimmering sword extending to its full length as he spun it expertly in his hand.


“We will be at war after this day Pusintin!” Martin snarled. “And while your Kavalian friends, those you chose over your own people, while they may have victories, they will not win. Spartans never fight alone!” Martin moved around the inert Pusintin as he spoke now. “You are charged with high treason brother. Rape of a sitting Queen. Murder of thousands of our people! Your name will be stricken from the roles of Spartiates! It will be as if you never existed!” Martin stopped and looked down at his brother. “Now brother, now I will show you what happens to those foul creatures who bring harm and shame to my wives and mates! And I will fulfill the promise I made to our mother. I will bring her back your head!”


Martin lifted the Stiletto Sword and prepared to bring it down to sever the last tie to a part of his past that no longer held him. No longer would control him.


And as was always the case with Martin Leonidas, fate and destiny stepped in laughing hysterically.


“VAMPIRE! VAMPIRE!” Endith’s voice screamed out within his implant louder than he had ever heard her voice carry! “Kavalian fighters got through the ARC ROYAL’S defense! We’re radiating like a fucking sun here Marty! We need to go now! I mean right fucking now or we are all dead!” 


The decision was simple. Without doubt. Without question. Without hesitation.


Martin turned to his wives and mates and friends. “GO! NOW! GO!”


Martin turned back to his battered and beaten brother and pointed the Stiletto Sword at him, the severe tip of that sword pressing against his neck. 


“Blood before all else brother!” Martin hissed at him. “That is the lesson our father taught me in my dreams! Blood before all else!” Martin leaned over and spit on him, the glob of spit landing right on his blood soaked cheek. “Follow me if you have the balls. Follow me if you think you have a chance. If not… return to your Kavalian friends and be beaten into the dust of memory by my son!”


With that Martin Leonidas turned and ran.

SCIMITAR

“…told you this was a bad idea.” Nalavi said. “He isn’t going to let us go.”


Yuri stood by the clear view window gazing down into the landing bay of the ship. She could see them working around their G9, the sarcophagus having been removed nearly two hours before. As Yuri’s eyes scanned the landing bay she took in the ships and the men and women as they went about their work. There was a determination in their gait and their actions that she never saw from High Coven ground crew members. She saw pilots speaking with these ground crew personnel, trading information or ideas she did not know, but it was a scene you would not see on a High Coven ship. Yuri also noticed that not a single crew member she had seen or passed wore any kind of rank insignia on their uniforms.

“Yuri?” The soft male voice drifted to her and she turned her head to see Pa'cour come up beside her. She gazed at his face intently, long past seeing just the outward appearance of his dark gray and matted skin. She could also sense the trepidation within him. A small part of him was worried that she would leave him now that they were free of Moran and the Coven. That she would not want to be with him. Yuri could see within his mind that he wanted the serum badly. Anything that could help him to keep from losing her is all that mattered to him now. Yuri didn’t hesitate in the least and she surprised him in her actions. Pa'cour was the only decision Yuri had made in her entire life based on what she wanted. A decision untainted by either her mother or Moran and certainly the first since Xaxon’s essence was gone from her. That decision was turning out to be the best thing she had ever done in her lifetime.


Pa'cour staggered for a second as Yuri stepped up to him and wrapped her arms around his waist, burying her face into his chest and drawing him tighter to her with her vampire strength. Pa'cour didn’t hesitate either and he wrapped his arms around her lithe frame. He looked down to gaze into her eyes and instead was met by her soft lips as she kissed him. Pa'cour pulled her closer as she deepened the kiss.


I am your Blessed Wife! Yuri’s words filled his mind. There is no place I would rather be than right here. With you. Yuri deepened their kiss more, plunging her tongue between his lips to do battle with his own. Amazingly… Pa'cour was the most accomplished kisser that she had ever kissed, and it made her giddy to know he would be there for her forever. Let go of these doubts you have Pa'cour. I wish my Blessed Husband to be strong and to never question what I feel for him. It is the same as what he feels for me.

His answer was to crush her body to him even more and Yuri whimpered in happiness. Nalavi looked at them and shook his head. “We are about to die and you two wish to chew each other’s tongues. Outstanding.” Nalavi muttered. “We should…”

His words were cut off by the sound of the double doors opening and Nalavi came to his feet as Androcles led Deia, Dorian, Eliani and Jomann into the large briefing room. Yuri and Pa'cour quickly parted but she kept her hands on his arms as she composed herself and looked at Andro. He was unarmed, which surprised her, and she met the gaze of his azure blue eyes with no fear. They were in uncharted waters here and Yuri had no idea what to expect from him or if they would even live out these next minutes. She would not allow him kill her again so easily without a fight however. Yuri could sense the burning of his resonance within Mindvoice and it almost staggered her at the power this boy wielded so easily. 


“The Durcunusaan are finishing up loading what you asked for.” Andro spoke as he approached them. 


“I told you to take them.” Yuri spoke softly with no hostility in her voice. “We need nothing from you.”


Andro stopped a meter away from her, his eyes never leaving her face. “You have no idea what you have done do you?” He asked her.

Yuri looked quickly at Pa'cour before turning back to him. “I… I know what I have done. I remember almost all of it completely. I can not… I can not take those things back Androcles. I will freely admit to being a cruel person in many cases. That is simply… it is part of who I am because of what I am. But even you must admit you can sense that it was not entirely me.”


“So you wish forgiveness for your sins with this action?” Deia asked now. Her words were nether hostile or friendly.


Yuri shook her head. “No.” She answered instantly. “I will… I will live with what I have done for the remainder of my days. Some of those things I would have done without Xaxon’s foul influence, some of them I would not. I… I truly do not know where he ended and I began.” Yuri looked at Pa'cour once more. “All I know is that right now I have been given a second chance. I need to discover myself, what I lost so long ago and then try to make amends for what I have done. If that is possible. All I can do now is try. Returning to you their bodies is the first step. My father… my father took them from you and I am returning them. I want nothing in return for correcting one of his many mistakes. I can not bring them back… but I can insure they are returned to your people so that they can be honored in the manner they should be.”


Deia met her eyes and slowly nodded her head. “I can… I can not hold you responsible for what your father and mother did long before you were even born. My wolf blood… it calls for me to strike you down where you stand because of who you are… but after this… I… I see a glimmer of hope.”


“It is that hope that I am clinging to right now.” Yuri said confidently. “With every step I take.” She looked at Andro. “I told you that you are not your father Androcles and that is true. You see… you see things differently than most. Including him. He would never give me this chance. He would kill me without hesitation. You have come out from under his shadow as many people will see in the future, just as I see it now. You are darker than him in many ways, yet your compassion has no limits either, unlike your father. It is that compassion I seek now. A chance and an opportunity that your father would never give to me.” Yuri’s hand dropped to her abdomen. “A chance to try again and do things right.”


“What about Moran? Dante?” Andro asked.


Yuri met his eyes. “Robert Moran is a fool who craved only the power I could give him. He has it now… yet along with that power comes all the problems. Some of which were my doing.” Yuri moved closer to him. “I am powerful within Mindvoice… stronger than I was before because now I am clear and focused. I will never be as strong as you or your father Androcles but I know you can feel what is inside me. You… you and Carisia are part of each other, just as you are with all of your mates and wives. Through her I know you can see within me. I know you can sense what I feel for Pa'cour… the depth that those feelings go.”


Andro glanced at Pa'cour for a moment and then back to Yuri. “Your love for him is absolute.” He said softly. “You see him as the single strand of light that guided you out of the darkness.”


Yuri nodded her head. “I have always been brutally practical.” Yuri said. “Even as a small girl from what Nalavi tells me. That will not change. But neither am I unintelligent. Whether it is because I took so much of his blood to survive or not… every fiber of my being tells me this is the life I should have had. With Pa'cour. The life I was denied. I have never begged for anything in my life before… I beg you now… don’t take that from me when I have only just discovered it.”


“Narice?” Andro asked.


“Narice is the only one who can save the Coven now.” Yuri said. “She is the only one who was never tainted. It was almost as it she was protected somehow.” Yuri looked at him. “Protected by destiny’s hand because she was always meant for your brother. Isn’t that what you believe?”


Andro nodded. “Indeed. Just as Carisia was meant for me and Lucia for Zarah.”


“Perhaps one day in the future I will be able to stand before them and not see hate in their eyes for me.” Yuri said. “Perhaps one day I will be able to make amends to them for everything I have done. I do know that after what I was subjected to by my own father, Xerxes raping me, and then your uncle, I know that is not something I would have sanctioned upon my worst enemy ever. The more… the more I look back and see how things have occurred… the more I am beginning to believe that our two bloodlines should never have been enemies. We were… we were meant to bring the bloodlines of the brothers back together. All I can do now is try and make you see that I now believe that is the key to whatever future we have. If you are going to let us go that is.”

“And Dante?” Andro asked her.


Yuri stepped back and pressed against Pa'cour, feeling his arm curl around her waist. “Dante is no longer my son. Without my mother to teach him, Xaxon will eventually gain full control of him. It may take weeks or months or even years. But Xaxon will act out his will through Dante. Death is the only release for him now. And his death will be at your hand… that much I do know. I do not care what happens to him now. To try and persuade you differently would not work and it would go against everything I feel within me. If he does not fall by your hand, then I will kill him myself and insure Xaxon’s essence is destroyed as well.”


Andro looked at Deia then and saw her nod her head. He blinked several times and took the data pad that Jomann held out to him. “I have had my engineers enhance the properties of your Shroud generators and your engine capacitors. They have increased the range and terawatt capability of your weapons array. Everything that Esther brought with her to honor the Exile’s last request has been stored on your ship. I have added an additional six months worth of rations and medicines from the SCIMITAR’s stores and Eliani had tuned one of our portable Hadarian medical computers for optimum use within the G9.” Andro held out the pad to Pa'cour. “I added one crate of P190A3s and several of the newer versions of our K14.” Andro met Pa'cour’s wide eyes. “There was a message imbued within my grandfather’s sarcophagus.”


Pa'cour’s head came up. “Message?” He asked. “How… how is that possible? They were… they were dead when we laid them within the chambers.”


“It was a message within Mindvoice.” Andro told him. “A message that he left for us. In that message he said to honor you Pa'cour. Honor you for what you did and that you would play a role in our future.”


“Me?” Pa'cour gasped.


Andro nodded his head. “It seems that no matter from which direction it comes, the lives of your people and mine will be tied together Pa'cour of the Akruxian Immortals.” He spoke. “There was not time for me to have weapons forged by Nehtes for you.” Andro turned and took the crimson cloth wrapped bundle from Jomann and then turned back to Pa'cour. “I decided this would be better. For what you have done, all those millennia ago and what you did by returning them to us, I offer you Iphan and Halize rie Aellseleum. The Hammer and Anvil of Justice. Forged from pure Dragon Armor by our elven Weapons Master Nehtes.” 

Andro unwrapped one end of the bundle and Pa'cour saw the pommels of the matching swords that were the signature of Androcles Leonidas. Pa'cour reached out reverently and took the bundle slowly, his fingers tracing the line of the sword pommels. Pa'cour looked at him. “But these… these are your weapons.” He gasped.

“They are now yours.” Andro said. “And if you are anything like your brother Cha'talla, which I believe you are, they will serve you well.”

Pa'cour bowed his head deeply to the Lycavorian Prince. “I will insure they are never used outside of the names they carry.” He stated softly.

Andro nodded. “Thank you.”

Pa'cour met Andro’s eyes. “The… the bounty on Yuri’s head?”

Andro looked at Yuri standing beside him. “It has been lifted.” Andro told him. 

“Thank you Androcles.” Yuri spoke softly.

“Don’t thank me Yuri.” Andro told her. “Don’t make me regret what I am doing. I find myself… I can not forgive you for what happened to Zarah, regardless of whether Xaxon was in control of you or not. It would be a betrayal of my sister and I will not do that. I can’t do that.”

Yuri nodded. “I understand.” She spoke.

“In time… in time perhaps I can explain it to her.” Andro said looking at Yuri intensely. “And perhaps forgiveness will come… but it needs to be from her and from Lucia. They are one now, bound together more tightly than you could possibly imagine.”

“I thought as much.” Yuri said softly. “I can’t… I can’t say that does not make me happy because surprisingly it does. I can not judge any longer, not when I found what true love is in the most unlikely of places.”

Andro held out the data pad to her this time. One he had taken from his own belt. “I want to thank you.” He said.

Yuri looked taken aback and she blinked several times. “Thank me. I have… I have brought nothing but pain and death to your family. Why would you want to thank me?”

“You brought Carisia into this world so that I could find her. You brought Lucia into this world so that Zarah could discover her.” Andro said softly. “They are beautiful and precious and to me it shows that you are not without hope.” He held out the pad to her. “This… this is a list of places. I’m not telling you this is where you need to go… but they would afford you the opportunity to discover the things you say you want to discover. They are out of the way and mostly uninhabited and the facilities are modern and spacious and easily well defensible. It will also protect you from those idiot bounty hunters who still wish to test themselves against you even though I have removed the contract.”

Yuri reached up and took the pad slowly. Her eyes read several entries and she lifted her head stunned. “Some of these… some of these are within Coven space” She gasped.

Andro nodded. “Yes they are. Take them Yuri… for what you and Pa'cour have done here this day I will do this. The second chance you wish is yours now. Take it… take it and try to discover who you are. But do not make me regret what I am doing, for I will come for you then. For both of you… and nothing will deter me.”

Yuri drew the pad back to her chest and took Pa'cour’s hand within hers. “I won’t.” She said. “I give you my word, for whatever it may be worth.”

Eliani stepped up to Nalavi then and held out the pad she carried. “My mother wanted you to have this. She said you will need it in the coming weeks and months.” She told him. “It also has the technical schematics for the Medical Computer and some additional information that you will need.”

Nalavi looked at her. “What information?” He asked.

“Read it and you will find out.” Eliani told him with a smile.

Deia stepped up to Pa'cour and held out the small case. His dark eyes watched as she opened it and showed him the two syringes. “In the… in Resumar message he said to honor you for what you did.” Deia spoke as she shook her head. “I never thought I would be standing here in front of an Immortal saying this… but thank you.” She said. “Take this… the serum for your people. Take back what was taken from you and begin anew Pa'cour of the Immortals. As your brothers have done, leave what is in the past to the past. Move forward with grace, confidence and honor. And remember where you came from.”

Pa'cour took the case from her and bowed his head to Deia. “I will. You have my oath I will.”

Andro motioned to Jomann. “My Captain Jomann will take you back to your G9. May the gods speed you on your way and help you to find your true self Yuri. Regardless of what my father may think of you… we will need each other in the future.”

Yuri blinked several times again. “What?” She gasped.

Andro stepped to the side. “It will come to you one day.” He said. “For now… we part not as enemies or friends, but of something in between.”

Yuri stared at him even as Pa'cour took her arm and led her and Nalavi out of the briefing room. When they were gone Eliani stepped up to Andro and slipped her arm around his waist. “Well… that went… ok.” She said with a grin.

Andro looked at her and leaned over to nuzzle her cheek in a brotherly fashion. “That sister… is an understatement.” He said. “What did mother give to them?”

Eliani looked up into his face. “The specs for the serum they used on Dorian. To defeat the Darpia Syndrome that is currently very active within Yuri and the child she carries.”
“Darpia Syndrome… are you sure?” Andro gasped.

“Mother is.” Eliani answered.

Deia stepped up to them and also placed her arm around Andro’s waist. “We have either just helped to create powerful allies in the future… or even more powerful enemies.” Deia looked at him. “What do you think Mandri?”

Andro turned and looked out the view window. His eyes easily detected the large form of Pa'cour as they moved across the landing bay. He also saw Yuri reach for and take Pa'cour’s hand within hers, moving closer to the Immortal in a fashion that could not be anything but intimate and hopeful.

“I think we need to return to Earth with our ancestors Tenna.” He spoke finally. “Then I need to talk to father.”

“And then?” Eliani asked.

“Then I have a feeling we will be at war.” Andro said solemnly.

