CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE
MANNE

GENERAL KOGUTH’S POSITION
Today… today my vengeance will be complete. General Koguth’Juturi thought within his mind as his eyes took in everything around him.


Koguth'Juturi was a pureblood Kavalian, a man who was extremely proud of that fact and had been his entire life. He was also a very different man as well as extremely intelligent. He knew that without change his people would never achieve their goals and they would never be free of the past. Never in all the years of his search for his beautiful daughter Iama did he ever imagine he would be doing what he was doing at this very moment. He had never thought it possible, standing beside and commanding not only Lycavorians, but also elves and vampires and so many more different species, ready to stand against tyranny and bring it to an end. 

The Gods of destiny and fortune had proven their unpredictable will this day. It was also a will Koguth embraced without hesitation.
He had been only seven years old the night his life changed. He had heard his mother’s cries of pain and had rushed from his room to help her. That was when he had seen his father taking his mother harshly, in the grips of a Tazli Root induced stupor. He was grunting like a beast upon her slim back, her cries of pain now only soft whimpers of humiliation. Koguth had seen her eyes that night. The tears of pain and shame as his father rutted above her like an animal, uncaring and unfeeling for the hurt and discomfort she was in. It was that very night that would alter the course of his life forever. Koguth'Juturi had sworn that night that he would never act as his father acted. He would never humiliate or hurt the woman who would give him his future children and be with him always. 

Two hundred and nine years later when Mani had become his wife, he set about proving to her that he was unlike his father or the other older members of his Pride. The marriage had been arranged, as they usually were, and he was two centuries older than her, but Koguth was not unhappy in the least. Mani was very young and so very beautiful with her light brown fur and lush young body, but her eyes had captured him from the first moment he had seen her. He treated his beautiful wife as a jewel to be worshiped and cared for. She had been fearful of his actions at first, thinking them to be a trick so that he could punish her if she did not act as a typical Kavalian woman. Mani feared him Koguth knew, as she was still barely an adult herself at only twenty-three years old and Koguth was two hundred and fifteen at the time, and well on the way to making a name for himself within not only his Pride but the whole of the Kavalian military. As with all Kavalian females however, Mani knew well the price of defying her new husband anything he wanted. 
Mani'Juturi discovered within the first week of their marriage that her Kavalian husband was very unusual indeed.


She had been walking among the market with other Kavalian females when a much older Kavalian male, one who had wanted her for some time and was very upset because he also had petitioned for her to be his wife and lost her to Koguth, approached her at one of the stalls and began to demean her in public. Mani could do nothing except stand there in shame among the other females and dozens of laughing males and listen to the foul words he had heaped upon her. What she did not know at that time was Koguth by then had become a very well respected and liked Kavalian officer among the Juturi Pride. Especially by the many younger males of the Juturi Pride and several other Prides. His name was also being spoken about within the senior Kavalian military ranks as a superior officer and tactician. He was stern and sometimes harsh with them, but the men he led saw that he actually cared for them and their well being. He took care of them and had gotten more than one of them out of trouble before. It was one of these men who had been shopping in the market at the same time and seen what was happening to his Commander’s new bride. It was he who had gotten a message back to his Commander in the first moments of this older male’s tirade against Mani. When the older male had struck her, Mani only had time to reach up and grasp her face where the blow had fallen before he lifted his hand to strike her again. Mani had closed her eyes and prepared for the beating, knowing she could do nothing to protect herself or risk her husband’s position.

That blow never came, and as she opened her eyes and watched from the ground, Koguth had appeared almost magically and leaped upon the older man with ferocious rage. It was only a few seconds, but Mani had gazed upon her new husband in adoration as Koguth tore into the older and larger officer with savage and brutal violence, holding nothing back. Koguth was not a small man by any means and she witnessed firsthand what her new husband was capable of that day. When he was done, the larger Kavalian male was broken and bloody on the ground before her husband’s feet, his body and face and fur covered in blood from dozens of vicious slashes of her husband’s claws and immensely powerful blows from his hands and feet. When six others from this man’s Pride had moved to assist him, Mani watched as nearly twenty of Koguth’s Juturi Pride and several men from other Prides appeared from all around them, ready to stand with their Commander and Pridemate. All of them were younger like him and they stood with him without fear.

In a display unheard of at that time, Koguth'Juturi turned from the beaten down officer after spitting on him and walked to where his young wife stared up at him from the ground. With all the tenderness of lifting a newborn child, Koguth had taken her into his arms and with his men surrounding him; he had carried his young wife the entire two kilometers back to their home. He had spoken no words during that trip, Mani’s eyes focused on his face the entire time, but once inside the privacy of their home his words of apology had poured from his lips. He doted over her, though she was not really hurt in any way, and that was when Mani'Juturi knew he was very different. That was when she first stopped to look at him and she realized just how handsome he truly was with his well groomed fur and rugged features. That was also when she had first kissed him. Realizing that her action was inappropriate; her first instinctive reaction was to draw back in horror at the anger she knew he would no doubt shower upon her for what she had done. That was until his large hands had come up and taken her face within their grasp so very gently and he had kissed her back. 
And what a kiss it was for Koguth'Juturi. 
So vexed by her beauty that he was, Koguth continued to kiss her, pulling her small body against his and relishing in the myriad of sensations and emotions that came pouring forth from him. And Mani’s reaction only spurred him on as she clutched at his shoulders in delight and urged him on. He had taken her to their bed that night and he had proceeded to worship her lush body in ways that were even more unheard of and taboo by Kavalian males. Mani’Juturi had been howling out her passionate enjoyment within moments as she clutched at him in bliss and he made her experience things that that no Kavalian male would ever do for a female’s pleasure. Kavalian females were considered nothing but second class citizens among their people, only good for manual chores, fucking and giving birth to more Kavalian sons. They had practically no rights at all within mainstream Kavalian society. Koguth'Juturi had showed her that night that he was unlike everything she had been raised among. When he had locked groins with her that first night after giving her hours of unimaginable pleasure that she had never dreamed of; while she quivered in bliss and showered his face and neck with kisses; he vowed to her he would never disrespect her. Never hurt her. He vowed to her that he was different. And he vowed to her that one day he would be free to show everyone what she meant to him.
He vowed to her that they would be free. 

That was the night the real Koguth'Juturi was born. 
As he held his beautiful young wife in his arms and she purred against him, her delicious tail bouncing quite contently over their legs, he whispered to her what his dreams for the future were. They would have to hide their powerful affection and love in public he told her, but she would never be without someone watching over her from this day forward. He would apologize profusely when he had to speak sternly with her in public, for that was the Kavalian way and was expected, but his words were always carefully chosen so that she knew his true intent and love for her. He never grew angry with her over anything and together in their home, away from prying eyes, he would laugh with her and cuddle and joke with her. And he utterly dismissed the Kavalian mentality that females were stupid and not worth the effort to school, for he taught her everything that he could. By their law back then Kavalian females were not even allowed to read without first gaining the permission of senior Pride leaders and a government official, but Koguth had brought her hundreds upon hundreds of books through those first years together. Once he had taught her to read he brought her books on anything that he thought she would enjoy or could learn from. And Mani was a voracious reader. Many of the books were even outlawed by Kavalian law. By their tenth year together, Mani’s education surpassed even that of many senior Kavalian males.

Mani was very careful as well, knowing that her husband’s actions could get both of them killed, and she loved him with every fiber of her being now. She absorbed all of his teachings about security and protecting themselves like a sponge. Over the years she became even more fastidious than him when it came to hiding. Their home was their sanctuary and together they had built and hidden many caches of vast knowledge and such things that neither of them were allowed to have by law. Koguth shared everything with her and held nothing back. He came to rely on her insight and the vast knowledge she had come to acquire from the books she had read. They both decided not to have children right away so that they could build upon what they were doing and not worry for slipping up in some way and having their children taken from this life. He dismissed his father’s council to step outside their marriage in order to find a woman who could give him children. Koguth’s reply was that he was building his career and their Pride up so that he would not have to worry when it came time for children. Mani was perfectly able to have children but he was waiting until he could teach his sons what they needed to in order to advanced their Pride’s standing. His father had liked this answer, and he never questioned him again. He had no idea what Koguth was truly doing. Even after his father became Pride Leader of the Juturi Pride he never caught on to what his son was doing. This only served to reinforce his idea that his father was nothing more than a stupid monster. He now hated his father even more for he had taken his mother from him in another Tazli Root induced fever only eleven years after Mani had become his wife. His mother had seen the spark in his eyes for what it was and she had done everything within her power to encourage that and nurture his feelings. It was something Koguth would never forgive his father for and it made him love and cherish Mani that much more. His hatred for the man his father was would make it so much easier to kill him many years into the future after what he had done to Iama.
For over six hundred years this went on in secret. In that time Koguth’Juturi was the ideal Kavalian officer in all things. He was a masterful tactician, and leader of men. Even the cloned Kavalian soldiers who were assigned under him were far better trained and efficient than most. He was among the few more strategically sound leaders, a man who treated his cloned soldiers with the same respect as the purebloods of his Pride. This practiced was ridiculed and looked down upon by other Pride Leaders, but the Kavalian High Command could not argue with his results and therefore let him conduct himself as he pleased. During this time is when he and Mani began to build their power base within their Pride. While his father took all of the credit as Pride Leader for his son’s successes, it was Koguth and Mani who drove the Juturi Pride forward in secret. They were very careful in what they did, selecting only Pride members who showed flashes of their true feelings in their actions and words. Those who rebelled against the hate filled speeches and false history of their people. At first it was only half a dozen. Kavalian males who turned out to be like Koguth. These were who they concentrated on. Exposing them to values and morals that older Kavalians did not have or were never taught. And it was these men who began the real foundation of the Juturi Pride, who acted just as Koguth and Mani did. And it was these men who began to sow the seeds of their future actions. All of them took wives from other Prides, young women with healthy figures and beauty and all of them treated their wives as treasures. As Koguth schooled the men, it was Mani who schooled the females. In the first quarter century of starting down this road, over a hundred males of the Juturi Pride had joined their small circle with their wives. All of their wives were as equally skilled as the men thanks to Mani and they were worshiped by their husbands. The males of the Juturi Pride embraced this mentality completely. These men treated their Kavalian wives as the bearers of their future and what they could one day have. They played the game in public yes, but in the privacy of their homes, their wives were equal in everything and had a say in all that they did. They had tossed aside the old ways and fully embraced the new, led by Koguth and Mani. And they were utterly vicious with their security. All of them knew to be caught would mean instant death. The Kavalian females knew that more eyes would be on them, but Mani’s instruction was perfect in every way, learned from years of doing it all herself.

Their actions did not go unnoticed however.

It wasn’t until they had been doing these things for a hundred and sixty years that they were discovered. The Shale Pride had taken the young wife of a Juturi Pride member in a night time raid. A woman they had arranged for the young man to take as his wife. They let it be known that they knew everything and they wanted to meet to discuss such things. Koguth had led a force of sixty of his Pride’s men to the meeting place, ready to murder and destroy an entire Pride if need be to protect their secret. It would not be necessary.
When they found the young woman she was talking animatedly with many other females of the Shale Pride, the men standing around with their weapons stacked in a single place and waiting patiently for Koguth and them to arrive. The Shale Pride Leader, a much older man than Koguth, had dropped to his knees in front of him and then quite unexpectedly, expressed his desire to become part of Koguth’s plan. This became even more obvious to Koguth when the young woman raced to her husband’s arms and he embraced her tightly, kissing her without shame, while her much older father and mother looked on with happiness and hope in their eyes. The Shale Pride Leader had professed his loyalty to the Juturi Pride and him if only they would allow them to join their secret society. He no longer wished to see his Pride’s daughters given to monsters, or their Pride’s sons have to treat their mothers and sisters as if they were beneath them. That night, the Shale Pride became bound to the Juturi Pride in a way that nothing would ever come between. 

And their numbers swelled.

When the Kavalian people announced their return to the galaxy with the attacks against the High Coven, Koguth had the unquestioned loyalty of nine complete Prides. They had spent centuries building and expanding and intermingling their Prides. Nearly two million men and women who wanted more than what they were allowed to have. Men and women who wanted to be free to live their lives and raise their children as they saw fit. Through the course of that time, the Juturi Pride had grown to be the largest in numbers and prestige and along with them, all the other Prides as well. Koguth’s father basked in the new attention and stature that this gave to them and he never questioned it as foolish and blind as he was. All nine Prides resettled to one of the planets reclaimed by the Kavalians in the first year of their war with the High Coven. A fertile planet on the edges of the new Kavalian border, a place where they would have more freedom to continue their teachings and much better security. It was in this new area of space that they discovered that the Nruarani Pride, a nomadic Pride from the outskirts of the empire, also adhered to what they all now followed. The Nruarani Pride was very large, over three million members alone, and in even better position to assist them because of the standing Pian’Nruarani had established through the years, even while keeping the secret of their values. Mani had become the matriarch to them all as Koguth’s wife and by then she had given him Mataen and Nedoli and then Iama. When Mataen was born thirty years before the war with the High Coven Koguth knew the path they followed was the correct one. When Nedoli became part of their lives only six years later, it only reinforced their position. And then when Iama entered this world ten years after that, Koguth swore she would know all her desires and he would insure she found love just as he and Mani shared.

The High Coven war was not something any of them agreed with, but in order to insure their secret was secure and to possibly set themselves up to turn away from the now excessively oppressive Kavalian leadership under Keleru, they fought. They fought not for Keleru or his grasps at power and revenge, but they fought for their future. While their numbers continued to swell back home, Koguth and the others insured that their men did not die needlessly or without cause. During the war, the Juturi Pride and those aligned with them suffered minimal casualties. They fought tenaciously and with honor, but they insured that no lives were thrown away for no purpose. And not one of the Prides aligned with Koguth had ever committed war crimes against vampire soldiers. When one of their nine Prides fell, their wives assumed the mantle of their homes and became the heads of their families. None were forced to marry again unless they discovered new love, and they were never without the support of each other. Mani'Juturi saw to this as the matriarch to them all and no matter what, her words and instructions were always followed to the letter. Mataen’Juturi fought beside his father while Nedoli remained at home and studied and grew strong. It was during the second of their High Coven invasions when Mataen discovered Corsa and became totally enraptured with her. He saved her from a life of endless rapes and beatings when the biogenic program failed to remove her tail or change her feline like eyes. When her Pride dismissed her, Mataen rescued her and made her his wife.

Then Koguth discovered what his father had done with Iama. 

The flower and beauty she was growing into would bring Koguth to tears when he held her in his arms or bounced her on his knees. She had become the focus of why he had been doing this for all these years. When he returned with Mataen at the end of the second invasion and discovered what his father had done, Koguth went into a rage that…
“…Found the western scrambler.” Kalis’s calm voice broke into his memories and brought Koguth’Juturi back to the present.

“So it would seem.” Koguth answered as he came fully alert once more.

“We should attack now General.” Kalis said.

Koguth shook his head. “Patience young Kalis.” Koguth told him calmly. “Let them draw closer. Not all of them have cleared the far treeline.”

“Their commander has positioned himself in the treeline to southwest.” Mata spoke now. 

“Mata… when this begins… he is yours.” Koguth said calmly turning to look at him. “He must not be allowed to escape and return to Pusintin and inform him of what is going on. Akor’dris, Bae'diraz and the Juturi Pride fighters will move from their hidden holes on the west, but they will concentrate on any that remain within the timber. Any who attempt to escape to the west will be swept up by them. The only way open to him will be south.”

Mata nodded his head without doubt. He had thought his life over when he had assisted Kalis in escaping his father. The young man he had raised as he would have raised his own sons was now a man and he had chosen a path that provided him a future. Mata did not think that purpose extended to him. His wife and sons were long dead, taken from him by disease and uncaring leaders. He had no reason to live on. Until Kalis had showed him purpose once more. Kalis had showed him that there was no need to throw his life away, that he could once more have a family and a future. He showed him there was always purpose if you were brave enough to reach for it. So Mata had reached for it, and after these past weeks he clung to that ideal with vicious faith. He was here beside men and women who did not care that he was once Puma Bane. They only cared that he was with them and just as dedicated to their cause as they were. And Mata meant to see a new future for himself and his people take shape even if it cost him his life.

“It will be done.” He said simply.

“The order remains the same. Every man and woman is to fire a full magazine before leaving their position.” Koguth told them. “Be as accurate as possible and bring down as many as they can. Plasma grenades from every fourth soldier, anti-personal rockets from every sixth. Once they have exploded and wreaked more havoc… we will bring the fight to them. No mercy can be shown. No remorse. They are Puma Bane and they will show you none. And they must pay for the crimes they have committed through the years.”

Jormal Pescneu glanced at the Kavalian General he now served beside proudly and grinned widely showing perfect white fangs capable of tearing flesh from bone easily enough. “General… do I detect a hint of perverse joy at the pain we are about to inflict?”

Koguth turned his head slightly to gaze at the Lycavorian he now called friend and aide. “I suppose you do Jormal.” He answered.

Jormal’s smile broadened. “You and your Pride are more like us than you know General. And it will be seen this day.”

“They found the second one.” Kalis commented.

Koguth turned back to view the expanse of the camp before them. “Inform Nedoli and Mataen. Tell them this is going to kick off and have Ceale, Mani and Serale ready to receive wounded when they begin arriving. There will be wounded my friends, and we will lose men and women this day. Do not deter from your tasks. If they fall, allow our medical teams to sweep in behind us and see to them. Do not stop pressing the attack.” Koguth looked at Mata once more as he lowered his fingers from where he had tapped his COM implant.

“It is done General. Lady Ceale says they are as ready as they will ever be.” Mata echoed softly. “And Corsa stands ready with the MENKLA transport to evacuate any who need critical care from the small Queen Anja.”

Koguth nodded with an evil glint in his eyes. “Then it is time.” He said. “Kalis… if you would detonate the charges… it is time to send these Puma Bane butchers into the next life.”

Kalis lifted the detonator in his hand, looked at Koguth and mashed down on the handle with all of his strength.


They were another weapon of war designed, constructed and perfected by humans long ago. The Lycavorian Union and High Coven never used Anti-Personal Mines to great extent in their war. As wolves and vampires, many could move far faster than humans, making it very nearly impossible to inflict injury with directed minefields. They were also much less effective because Lycavorians could detect the faint traces of the scents of those who laid the minefields to begin with and vampires could almost certainly detect the residual body heat from a rapidly placed minefield. This was something discovered during the battle for Earth since the vampire artillery had effectively neutralized the minefields the defenders of Eden City had laid. 


It was not the same now. The skill of the engineers within the Union, and the combined ideas of Ben and Martin, the Union had resorted to using far more mines in their inventory. Mines of every shape and size. The vast majority of them now with very small and very self contained camouflage generators. The most common of these mines was the Claymore. It was a name leftover from human history, and unlike his beautiful elven wife, Ben was not very good at naming things. He left it alone and simply added a Mark Two at the end of the name.


The M18 Mark Two Claymore Mine was unlike its very effective older brother in many ways. Where the original Claymore was horizontally convex, the Mark Two now stood 140 millimeters in height and weighed just over 5 kilograms, while being completely circular in shape. They were too heavy to carry more than two for any one person, but the Lycavorian Union had put them into primary use as a defensive weapon of unit field commands. Ben had combined the original idea of the claymore with the equally effective bounding anti-personal mine. The Claymore Mark Two was no longer a directional landmine. When tripped, the Mark Two would burst from the ground where it had been buried or hidden and lift exactly 1.5 meters into the air. Then a tiny pyrotechnic trigger activated and caused the main charge of 900 grams of plastic explosive to erupt, spraying out one thousand tiny, and razor sharp flechettes in a 360 degree area of destruction at nearly 5000 feet per second. Each mine had a kill radius of thirty meters and an injury radius of nearly triple that. Each mine also had a very small computer chip in its brain that caused the mine itself to take the coloring of whatever background where it was planted. This camouflage chip would then effectively hide it from almost all known detection by rapidly advancing infantry and also served to protect ADHOC bases from less than thorough sweeps by attacking forces. 

This would be the first time the Mark Two had seen actions since the end of the Evolli War. It was also the first time that any Kavalian soldier in Koguth’s command had seen it in action, and it made many of them speak silent prayers to whatever gods they worshiped that they never had to face these weapons.

The moment Kalis mashed down on the trigger in his hand, a single burst of energy went out down the nearly five miles of insulated and buried wire they had laid this minefield with. They had worked tirelessly for a full week to make this wide open clearing appear to be what it wasn’t and that was the main Union base of operations on Manne. Base One was actually very well hidden by powerful Ground Shroud Generators similar to what Androcles Leonidas had used on Solmar, nearly one hundred kilometers from this location. This decoy base had been fitted with many electronic devices and hundreds of polymer tents and portable buildings that had been erected to enforce the illusion that this was their main base. Martin Leonidas had not been convinced that this idea would work at first, and was leaning towards using the deserted Science Station they had discovered returning from the moon where they had first met. It wasn’t until Koguth, Kalis and even Mata explained to him that the High Coven did not use such trickery in battle and the Puma Bane believed themselves superior to everyone. Base Two was not nearly as large as Base One, nor as well constructed or hidden, and they were intentionally causing it to radiate openly. It only served to enforce the idea to the Puma Bane that they were facing inferior troops. Base Two had a perimeter size of three hundred meters by four hundred meters. There were one hundred Mark Twos buried within the soft dirt beneath the feet of the Puma Bane. There were two hundred and fifty Puma Bane in Lieutenant Shonis’s detachment. They made up fully eighty-five percent of the shipboard complement of Puma Bane under the Marshall’s command.

None of them would live for more than a few more minutes.


In the space of 4.5 seconds, one hundred Mark Two Claymore mines triggered and leaped into the air within that killing field. With a single, soft muffled explosion, each mine blew apart at a height of 1.5 meters and expelled one thousand flechettes at five times the speed of sound in a 360 degree arc.


No one was safe.


Each flechette was propelled at 4875 feet per second, providing 89 foot pounds of kinetic energy to the targets. Watching from the safety of their hidden positions Koguth and the others could only gawk in horrific shock as the Puma Bane troops were practically shredded into little bits where they stood. The light body armor they wore provided very little protection against the devastating force of the flechettes. To those standing within two or three meters of a mine, their bodies simply blew apart in red mists of blood and flesh, catching the force of the mine’s deadly ordnance full on. While this served to save some of their comrades from the full force of the mine’s lethal radius, none of the Puma Bane within the kill zone escaped injury. The screams of the mortally inured began to fill the air all around them, even as the remains of their Lieutenant Shonis dripped from the tattered remnants of two polymer tents.

And then the overkill began.


Koguth lifted his head from the bunker he was in his eyes wide in disbelief. Trained soldier that he was, this only lasted for several seconds and then he lifted his wrist.


“Now!” He screamed into his wrist COM unit. “All teams! Now!”


Five hundred Union and Kavalian troops rose from their hidden trenches and bunkers and the air around the clearing filled with the pops of missile launchers, and the buzz saw like sound of hundreds of Union P190A4s slinging lethal projectiles downrange. Even without being able to fully see their targets, plasma grenades and anti-personal rockets were launched into the maelstrom in front of them. It truly was as if the doors of hell had opened and invited the Puma Bane troops in. Those Puma Bane who managed to survive the initial havoc of the Mark Two mines relatively unscathed knew without question that they had been duped. They were trained and drilled to believe they were the finest troops anywhere in the universe, that no one could stand against them. This day many of them died wondering how this had happened. Out of the two hundred and fifty Puma Bane that had entered the killing field and its perimeter, only sixty-three survived the initial devastation of the mines being set off. None of them were without injury, some with minor cuts, and many with severe lacerations from the deadly flechettes. As they staggered about, trying to determine what to do, many attempted to move back for the tree line thinking this would save them. The rockets and plasma grenades dictated otherwise. A thin cloud of dirt filled the air all around them and most could not even see where they were going. They joined their comrades in this state of disarray as the rockets and grenades began to go off all around them and 12.7mm rounds began to punch through their light armor from every direction and kill them.


The Puma Bane commander Qallin was frozen in his spot just a hundred and fifty meters to the southwest, his eyes staring out on the slaughterhouse in disbelief. He could just make out the dozens of muzzle flashes through breaks in the cloud of dirt that surrounded his men. He witnessed the explosions of plasma grenades more numerous to count as they exploded among the ranks of his men. The initial blast of the mines had thrown him off his feet and three errant flechettes had reached as far away as where he sat, cutting through his light armor and fur even at the reduced velocity they were traveling. His blood dripped down his face through his fur as he watched his men being massacred. No force of vampires had ever stood against a Puma Bane unit and survived. The Puma Bane as a whole had lost less than fifty men during their war with the High Coven, reinforcing the idea that they were indestructible in many ways. In this instant, Qallin saw how wrong they were. In this moment, on this world so very far from their homes, Lycavorian Spartans under the command of King Leonidas had butchered more Puma Bane troops than twenty years of war with the vampire scum. The thought flashed in his mind for an instant that perhaps the many reports he had read from Kavalian Intelligence Agents who were far smarter than him were correct.


That thought vanished in an instant when he heard the snapping of the stick behind him and he began to whirl around and bring his rifle up. He grunted in horrible pain as fire lanced through his side beginning from his lower left abdomen and moving up. He felt the slicing of his flesh, the heinous sound of the blade opening his midsection to the warm air, yet there was nothing he could do to stop it. His rifle fell from suddenly useless hands and his eyes focused on the nearly feral expression of the Kavalian who squatted before him as he drew back the wickedly sharp and bloody Drow fighting knife.


“Ma… Mata!” He rasped out the words.


“Qallin.” Mata hissed back at him.


Mata knew then the path he would follow. Up until this very point in time he still had doubts as to where he could fit in and have purpose as Kalis had told him. He was accepted without question among these hundreds of men and women, many who had good reason to hate Kavalians more than anyone, yet they treated him with respect and as an equal. All because he now saw the future for his people in a different light. He saw what they could have under the caring hand of a leader who wished nothing more than to see them prosper. He could see the future of the Kavalian people in the eyes of every one of Koguth’s men. The burning of hope and freedom. The desire to be so much more than what they were now.

This is what filled Mata now. This is the emotion that swept through him as he glared at the Puma Bane commander dying in front of him. He had not hesitated in his actions, Qallin’s attention fully focused on the slaughter of his men taking place and it had been child’s play to sneak up on him. The faces of his wife and children, long dead now, appeared in his mind as he watched Qallin try and hold his innards inside his abdomen. He thought he could see his wife with a proud smile on her face as she lifted a hand and waved at him. Mata had never believed in faith or destiny, but seeing the brightness of her eyes in his mind, he knew what his destiny was to be.

Mata reached out and pulled the rifle away from Qallin and he lifted the Drow knife so that Qallin’s eyes could see it.


“Before you join your twisted comrades in death Qallin… know this.” Mata spoke. “I will now follow the path laid before me this day. I will remake the Puma Bane. I will purge their ranks and I will reshape them! They will become a force that our people will be proud of. Not live in horror of! A force that our people will look to with pride and hope, not fear and tyranny. With your death, that purge will begin Qallin. May you rot in the bowels of the fiery creatures of the abyss for all time Qallin… and do not worry. That sick fuck Pusintin will be joining you this very day.”


Mata rammed the Drow fighting knife forward and up, the tip entering just under Qallin’s jaw and plunging up into his brain. Mata yanked the blade free and rose to his feet, dismissing the animal before him as his body dropped to the soft earth with a thud. 


“This day the future of our people has been born!” Mata hissed. “And I will see them walk into the future with their heads held high!”


Koguth wasted no time in his actions after the initial blasts had died away and he whirled on Kalis who waited beside him. “Go now Kalis!” He shouted.

“General we…”


“You are not needed here now!” Koguth shouted at him. “We will finish them! You are needed elsewhere! Now go!”


“Uncle Martin said to remain until…” Kalis continued to protest.


Koguth reached out and grasped his arm tightly. “They are finished Kalis! We can roll them up without you! They are your family boy!” He barked. “Now go to them!”


Kalis stared at him for a moment longer, indecision in his eyes, but then that changed to resolve. He nodded his head quickly and turned in the trench. Koguth saw a silver white flash of light and his eyes grew wide as the large wolf appeared right in front of him. With a powerful leap Kalis Leonidas cleared the trench and then sprinted off into the forest around them headed for one location. Koguth tore his eyes away as he felt and saw Mata settle beside him.


“It is done General!” Mata reported as he gripped his P190.

“Then let us finish this.” Koguth growled.


Mata reached out and took Koguth’s arm. “Leave none alive General.” He spoke coldly. “No matter how injured they may appear. These Puma Bane are a cancer that need to be removed.”


“These?” Koguth asked him.


Mata met his eyes without fear. “I will speak with King Leonidas. I will ask him to allow me to reform them General. As I have been reformed. And I will make the Puma Bane what they were always intended to be. Defenders of our people.” Mata motioned with his head onto the field before them. “These scum are no more than imposters and I would see them dead for defiling our people and the name Puma Bane.”


Koguth stared at him for a long moment and then nodded his head. “Then let us see to our business Mata my friend.” He turned back and looked up and down the shallow trench. “Now!” He screamed. “Charge!”


Kalis ran.


He ran with new life swelling within his chest. He was a large wolf, not as large as his uncle or cousin he knew, but still nearly two and a half feet tall at the shoulder and easily two hundred and sixty pounds of muscle and bone. The first night he had seen his uncle in wolf form he had been terrified, but that quickly passed as he ran alongside him through the timber. The nights studying and listening to Androcles coach him about what to do in his wolf form filled him now. The nights he and his uncle Martin had gone running here on Manne flashed in his mind. All they had taught him came to the forefront. The freedom he felt in his wolf form was beyond anything he had ever known. Androcles words echoed within his mind as he easily propelled his wolf form across the level terrain at nearly thirty-five miles an hour. Kalis took in everything around him, all of his senses alive and alert. The steady rumble of his chest as he breathed and the skittering of small animals as they raced from his path in terror. His coloring was more dark blond fur in wolf form and even the added padding of the parts of the magically conforming ArmorPly on his back and hips did not deter his movement. The ArmorPly was an amazing thing he had come to discover, able to change its composition and shape in the midst of the change and make him an armored wolf. It did not slow him down however, as his large paws dug into the dirt and thrust him forward. He saw Serale’s face in his mind, his beautiful and sweet smelling Serale. The emotions that came forth from him when he held her in his arms and smelled her scent or basked in her cries of delight as they made love, these are a few of the things that drove him. Fedor and Eirene were his brother and sister, and regardless of whether they recognized this or hated him, Kalis would now protect and shield them as he should have done for Nikkei and Leruk. He would allow no harm to come to them for any reason, and as he knew that Androcles protected his cousins, Kalis Leonidas would now protect those who were his brothers and sisters. His head perked up slightly as he ran, and he detected the faint scent of Eirene on the wind. She was just recently out of her Coming of Age fever and her scent was still more pungent than most. As he drew closer he could also could detect another scent. A scent that caused anger and hate to swell within him and drive him forward faster.


He smelled his father.


Martin allowed his eyes to sweep over the terrain in front of him leading up to the cave where For'mya and the twins were. Aside from the company he had given to augment Koguth’s Kavalian fighters, he had left the remainder of the Durcunusaan battalion Andro had sent to them to secure Base One. It was now the most secure location on Manne now, and anything short of a major attack would never breach its defenses. The crew of the ARC ROYAL and their Kavalian friends had put too much work into building the base up to what it was now and they would not leave it undefended. The many engineers and techs among both ships were standing shoulder to shoulder with regular Spartan Durcunusaan ready to defend the base. Base One had similar Shroud generators set up all along its defensive line and much like Andro’s ADHOC on Solmar; it was invisible to known sensors. The Puma Bane would need to stumble across it by accident in order for them to discover it. Base One’s western edge was backstopped by a massive mountain range and the entrance to a massive cave network within the mountains all around them. It was here that Anja had set up a huge medical facility over the course of the last few weeks. Working with Duewa, Muton, Radra and Anuk they were able to turn the many chambers of the cave network into an intricate hospital powered by four huge fusion generators located even deeper within the cave network. The network of tunnels had been painstakingly explored and mapped for they would also be the emergency exit for Base One should they ever need to abandon the place they now called home. At least out here.


Martin let his eyes sweep across the ravine to the opposite side but he could not detect any of his team. Colin, Kenny, Pablo, T'lolt and Tony had set up on the opposite ridge with two heavy chain guns while Colin and Pablo sported grenade launchers. Cody and Garan were ever further out in a small two man OP and keeping their eyes open from the only other path to the cave where For'mya and the twins were. It was the harder path to navigate but not impossible. He should have known he would not be able to spot any of his team. They had been doing these same things as long as he had been and they were experts at their jobs. They were like family to him and T'lolt had joined them and fit right in. As had Garan. The Pralor soldier had soaked up all they had taught him these last weeks and shed nearly twenty pounds in excess weight while adding an equal amount of muscle to his six foot frame. He was healthier now than he had ever been in his life and he had taken to the Spartan way of life easily. Garan also vowed to pass on this new knowledge to the Pralor security forces under his command for he knew the battles that lay ahead.


Martin’s keen eyes caught the slight movement by Julie as she lifted her hand and pressed it tighter to her ear. She sat between Aricia and Isabella three meters behind where he and Danny rested just beneath the lip of the ridge. Dysea leaned against Bella’s side, Cirith sitting between her legs and nibbling a ration bar. He saw Julie nod and look at him.


General Koguth reports they have broken the Puma Bane attack. They are sweeping the decoy base now while Akor’dris and Bae'diraz cover the timber with their men. Julie told him within Mindvoice. No casualties.

Martin’s eyes grew slightly wider. No casualties? 


Julie nodded her head knowing that all of them could hear her. Like the others around her, Julie only spoke on a Tier Six level within Mindvoice and only they could hear her words. That’s what he said. They bumbled into the decoy base like children and the mines blew them to shit.

Martin turned back slowly to look over the lip of the ridge while his Queens all turned to look at him. Fervon? Martin asked softly.


Danny shook his head. Doesn’t seem right. He answered instantly. Two hundred and fifty Puma Bane. Their very best. And they walk right into an ambush without thinking and get blown to sibfla. Koguth is good Marty… but no one is that good and lucky.

Agreed. Martin spoke softly. Something isn’t right. Martin could feel Kalis within him. He knew he was racing across the terrain even now to reach the cave where For'mya was with Fedor and Eirene. His mind was open to Martin, Kalis had hid nothing from his uncle these last weeks and days, and Martin knew his purpose was true. There was no way he could feel for Serale as he did and have ulterior motives. There was no way he could have completed the tests he had if he had not truly changed. Kalis? Martin reached out. His mind’s eye saw Kalis come up short in his sprint, his paws digging furrows into the ground and kicking up dirt.


Uncle?


Kalis… something is wrong. Martin held nothing back. Koguth and the others have wiped out the Puma Bane sent against you. That is why he released you to go to the cave. The second force led by Pusintin has not reached us yet. It is too easy mandri.


They did… they did seem to blunder blindly into our ambush Uncle. Kalis spoke honestly.


Could there have been more Puma Bane within the Task Force? Martin asked him. He was speaking openly and everyone on a Tier Six level could hear him. On other ships perhaps?

It was For'mya’s voice that reached out now as they all felt Kalis’s sudden fear that he had made a mistake. Even Fedor and Eirene, who were sitting beside her heard and felt the warmth of their mother’s words as she reached out to Kalis. They also felt Kalis’s emotions as well. Be calm mandri. She spoke to Kalis warmly knowing, just as they all did, that he was not a threat to them in any way. Not with everything he had discovered. The fleet was large. Think back carefully. Could there have been more on other ships?

I never left my father’s ship Tenna. Kalis answered. Standard Operational procedure is to have all Puma Bane on one ship.


He’s a rat bastard Lover. Anja’s voice filled their heads now. But unfortunately for us, he isn’t a stupid rat bastard. He could have hid more that even Kalis or Mata did not know about.

Martin saw Danny nod his head. I have to agree with Red on this one. He used the others as bait. He threw them against what he thought our main base was knowing they would get slaughtered. 


And he led another force directly for where he knew we are. For'mya commented.


Only he went the hard way figuring we would be watching the front way in. Julie spoke now.


And I fell for it. Martin hissed.


You did what any Commander would do given the intelligence we had Beloved. Aricia chimed in now.


Nubou! Martin swore. Cody! Cody… have you been listening? Do you and Garan have anything?


Nothing yet Skipper. Cody answered. Garan is set up about sixty meters in front of me and… wait… hold on.

Cody stopped talking when he saw Garan lift his hand part way into the air with a closed fist.


Garan? He questioned.


I have movement to my front. Garan answered instantly. I estimate two hundred meters away at most.


Kalis… what direction are you coming from? Cody asked immediately.


I’m not moving right now Cody. Kalis answered. I cut north and was coming in from the cave entrance from the northwest.


Ok… well that ain’t good. That means it ain’t you. Cody spoke. Garan?


I can… I can just make out figures moving through the trees. They are moving slowly at the moment. Whether from the terrain or trying to remain quiet I do not know. They are not members of our group Cody and they are making directly for the path that opens by the cave entrance.


Numbers? Cody asked him.


At least several dozen that I can see. Garan answered.


That’s it Skipper! Cody barked out. We got bad guys coming in behind us! 


Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Martin swore. Shift! Everyone shift to secondary positions! They got in behind us! Martin didn’t need to see his team begin to move for he knew what their actions would be without monitoring them. Cody you and Garan pull back and move to above the entrance!


We won’t get there before they do Skipper! Cody hissed in disgust even as he was moving and covering Garan as he crawled rapidly back on the ground.


I know! Just do it! We’ll come in from the east and flank them! Martin ordered. Kalis… get to the cave! Run mandri! Run like the hounds of hell are after you! Get there before them! Use the escape tunnel! It’s closer to your position!

Martin didn’t need to hear an answer from him for he could see within Kalis’s thoughts and he saw his nephew explode forward, his large paws digging into the ground and causing him to act as if he had been shot from a gun.


Set up on the eastern side of the upper ridge! We’ll come in behind them and hit them from above! Don’t let that shit sorry fucking brother of mine into the cave! Martin spoke urgently even as he and Danny shifted their forms and began to follow Aricia and the others who had already changed to their wolf forms and were sprinting away. His eyes saw Bella blurring right beside Dysea as she bounded through the trees silently, her platinum colored fur flashing through the trees beside the raven black fur of Aricia and Cirith.

Pusintin’s senses were all on alert as they closed on the cave where he knew For'mya was. He had kept the existence of the additional Puma Bane within his Task Force a solitary secret known only to himself. He knew he had to act differently to outthink his brother. He could not act as he had always done and bull his way to victory. His brother was the better tactician and he would slaughter them completely if this was tried. The explosions they had heard in the distance could only mean that the Puma Bane unit under Qallin had found contact. That he did not try to raise him on their radio told Pusintin that something was amiss. They must have found a larger force at the main base. Pusintin smiled to himself. In his attempt to safeguard those who were not combatants his brother had made his fatal mistake. He had left For'mya completely unprotected. His eighty Puma Bane would be more than a match for any light force left to defend her and his children. He could smell them clearly now as close as they were. Her sweet orchid scent was being carried to him as they approached from downwind. He could also detect the faint scent of Kalis as well. There was something different about his son’s scent. It was more pronounced than it had ever been. Pusintin dismissed that as he thought of having For'mya beneath him once more and listening to her beg him to fuck her harder.

Pusintin came to a halt now and dropped to one knee beside the fallen tree as the Puma Bane detachment commander settled beside him.


“Our men have made contact to the west Marshall.” He spoke. “Why have they not reported in?”


“They will report in when their mission is complete.” Pusintin told him. “He probably left the majority of his forces there to protect their main base. Qallin will play with them before moving in fully.”


The Commander nodded his head. “As you say.” He spoke. “The entrance to the cave is only a hundred meters further. We should deploy now as we sweep forward.”


Pusintin nodded. “I want three of your finest to go into the cave with me Kirr.” He said. “The rest will establish a defensive perimeter around the entrance. Once my brother realizes we have fooled him… he will rush to try and save her. And fall into our trap.”


“I will make it so.” The Commander said.

Pusintin nodded and rose back to his feet. “Let’s get this over with. Once we kill my brother then your men can have his other whores to entertain yourselves.”

MANNE

BASE ONE MEDICAL TRIAGE CENTER

CAVE NETWORK


Duewa darted through the throng of men and women waiting for incoming wounded and found Anja standing beside Atropos near the bank of medical computers. She moved right up to her and watched as Anja turned to look at her. Duewa didn’t hesitate and she instantly reached out and took Anja’s hands as Thoti moved up behind her.


“Why are you still here?” Duewa asked.


Anja shook her head only half heartedly. “I… I can’t leave here.” She stated.


Duewa squeezed her hands tightly. “We heard what is happening Anja!” Duewa stated. “You need to go to them now!”


“My place is…”


Duewa didn’t let her finish and grabbed her arms. “Your place is with your husband and your fellow wives and Queens!” Duewa snapped at her. Most everyone around stopped what they were doing since there were very few individuals within the whole of the Union that would dare raise their voice to Anja Leonidas. The smallest of the Union Queens though she may have been, Anja Leonidas’s temper when arisen was legendary. As was her fiery nature and proven ability to stomp you into the ground. Apparently… Duewa had risen to such a stature in Anja’s eyes that she was now one of them. “That is where you belong!”


“Duewa… I can’t…” Anja stammered.


“Damn it Anja!” Duewa exclaimed. “I am here! Anuk is here! Radra is here! We all know what we are doing!”


“That’s not it.” Anja protested.


“Thoti may have changed me…” Duewa spoke. “But it is you who made me see what it means to be part Lycavorian and Spartan! A life that I have embraced completely! A life that you helped me to embrace and understand! Something you did not have to do! Now I am telling you that you need to follow the call of your blood and go to your mate and fellow wives. That is what you must do now!”

Anja stared at her for a long moment, her jade green eyes bright but hesitant. “What if…”


“We don’t need you here!” Duewa almost shouted. “And with what is taking place… you would be no good to us anyway. Your fear and concern wafts from your pores Anja. Even I can smell that and I am only recently turned! You need to go to them!”


Anja glanced at Atropos who simply shrugged his broad shoulders. “I have only been waiting for you to lose your patience and go there anyway.” He stated.


Anja looked at Duewa and squeezed her hands. “Hold down the fort.” She stated.


Duewa nodded. “Of course.” 


Anja looked at Thoti. “You better make sure nothing happens to her Thoti.” She ordered him.


Thoti grinned. “That will not be a problem.” He said in reply.


Anja turned and scooped up the P190 that was resting beside the crate. “Atropos… let’s move!”


“Finally.” Atropos commented before taking the front and leading his fiery haired Queen out of the cave and pointing at three other Durcunusaan to follow them.


“Mother?” Eirene gasped.

For'mya looked at her and took their hands. “Stay calm. This is not something we did not plan for.” She said confidently. 


“They got in behind father!” Fedor protested. “They will be here in moments! Before the others are in position!”


“That is why your father chose this cave Fedor.” For'mya explained to him. “It is smaller than the others and even if they reach here before him they will only be able to enter with so many. If you… if you do not wish to be here, I know it is so much to take in, just use the escape tunnel should the need arise.”


“We won’t leave you here!” Eirene nearly shouted.


“He will not hurt me.” For'mya stated. “If you are here though, I don’t know what he will do. You must promise me to use the escape tunnel if you need to. I will not see my children put at risk! And neither would your father!”


Fedor shook his head. “No!” He spoke firmly. “No! I will not leave you! We will not leave you! Not ever!”


“No!” Eirene echoed her twin as she stepped up beside him. “Never!”

For'mya stared at him and saw the set of his jaw and then her dark brown eyes looked at Eirene where she saw the same look. They would not budge and she knew that. They would not leave her and For'mya felt loving warmth flood through her. It was no different a look than any of their other children would have given her facing a similar situation she knew without any question. They would not abandon their blood.


“Then take defensive positions and we will give him a very large surprise when he enters here thinking to reclaim what was never his to begin with.” For'mya said as she drew out her K14.


Her dark brown eyes changed then, the thick black ring expanding and encircling her dark brown pupil and the dual wolf fangs so common to the Leonidas bloodline and all those they turned extended and became much more prominent. For'mya Leonidas would take her vengeance for what he did to her, and there would be no forgiveness.
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Go to them father! Aradace exclaimed.


Torma gazed at his second oldest daughter from where he sat beside Isheeni, brushing his long, thick tail along her shorter one in a dragon show of affection and commitment. All mated dragon couples did this as it was their holding hands and showing their love to others in public places. Isheeni basked in the attentions of her husband. No. He said calmly. We would only get in the way. They have not called for us to support them and we must not rush into a situation. We do not know if they brought T19s.

That monster is almost upon my For'mya! Aradace hissed at her father. I will never allow anyone to take her from me again! Never!

Isheeni rose from her spot beside Torma and moved to Aradace and pressed her snout to her daughter. Behind only Jeth, she was the most outspoken and restless of their children. She was also very passionate and viciously protective of her Bonded Sister, especially after what had happened over the last months.


Do you believe Martin would allow any harm to befall his Kinsoaurgai daughter? Now… after what has happened? Isheeni asked her softly.


Aradace met her mother’s eyes. No. Never. She answered in a softer tone. But he would be the first to say he is not perfect and can not plan for everything.


Isheeni nodded. Yes he would. But that is why he has so many with him. That vile man will not lay his hands upon For'mya now daughter. If we leave here now and go to them, we leave Base One unprotected. We can not do that. Too many lives depend on us here. And I for one have no wish to experience what only your father and sister have survived when facing their missiles. Only they have survived such missiles daughter.

General Koguth has destroyed the Puma Bane sent against him. Torma said confidently. They may have gotten more down onto the surface than we thought… but if that is the case and we leave here without being called… then they could strike here with other troops that they may have landed without us detecting them.


Aradace looked at her father. They are not smart enough or skilled enough to out think us father!


Perhaps not… but they did manage to land additional Puma Bane scum without us knowing about it. Torma told her. Our duty is not just to our bonded ones daughter… but to the whole as well. You know this. And I know For'mya trusts in you to help protect those here.

“Your father speaks the truth Aradace. You must trust in his wisdom and knowledge of how Martin thinks.” Helen’s voice came to them and they turned and watched her walk up to where they were with Arzoal and Wayonn in tow. They were a hundred kilometers from the actual fighting, and while there was still a sense of caution and alertness permeating Base One, many still went about their duties almost casually. “Has anyone seen Zarah and Lucia? I have not seen them since Manda’s forces arrived. And Seyre is not here either.”

Wayonn walked up to Aradace without fear and placed his hand on her side scales. They all knew who he was and the respect he garnered from Martin and others. No dragon on Manne would ever refuse his touch for as with Helen, they had learned it could sooth them with but a caress. And it did just that to Aradace now as she felt his hand and the warmth of his skin against her scales and became less agitated and settled to the grass beside her mother. “Trust in Martin child.” He spoke with a warm and calm voice. “He will allow no harm to come to For'mya. As her Bonded One, you should know this better than most.”


Aradace met his eyes and nodded her massive head, butting him gently in his chest in a sign of thanks and reverence. Thank you Val'istar. She said softly.


The men and women with Martin could defeat four times the number they face. Arzoal spoke now as she settled to the ground across from them and Helen leaned against her side. We have all seen their skill. They know what each other will do almost as well as Bonded Pairs. You know this Aradace, just as we all do. Have faith in their skills and love for For'mya. Just as they have faith in yours for her.


Aradace looked again at her father. How can you be so calm father? She asked him.


Torma met her eyes and chortled to himself in humor. Far more years than you doing this exact same thing daughter with Martin. He answered. When Martin begins to panic… then I will begin to panic.


Isheeni laughed softly. Martin Leonidas panic? Never. I do not believe I have ever seen that man panic no matter how dire the situation was.

There was this time when…


It was Helen who saw Wayonn stagger slightly beside Aradace and she stepped away from Arzoal quickly and up beside him without thought. “Grandfather? What… what is it?” She asked reaching for his arms to steady him.


Wayonn? Arzoal questioned as well, having seen his stagger.


Wayonn shook his head as he reached for his temple. “I don’t know.” He said. There is something… I feel something.” He said.


More Puma Bane! Aradace exclaimed.


Wayonn shook his head quickly. “No.” He stated returning his hand to her broad side. “It is… I feel refined and unblemished power.”

“From Martin?” Helen asked.

Wayonn shook his head. “No… this is not Martin. Every Praetorian or Mage leaves a distinct resonance within the Etheric realm. I have only just begun to teach you how to sense this Helen. You are growing stronger, but as his Mage, Martin is what will supersede all others for you right now. I can feel it though.”

Helen gripped his arms tighter. “Every Praetorian leaves an impression upon a place or person yes. I remember your teachings grandfather.” She said. “What do you feel?”

Wayonn looked at her. “I sense Androcles.”


Helen looked at him wide eyed. “Grandfather that is not possible.” She said. “Andro and the others are in the Alpha Quadrant. He could not be here. He would not do such a thing and not tell his father.”

Wayonn shook his head once more as he looked around. “It is not Andro himself Helen.” He said as he reached out within the Etheric realm and gently probed what he felt. It was gone now… but he could just detect the very faint traces of that individual in the currents of Etheric power that swirled around Manne now that so many powerful Etheric users were on the planet. To Wayonn it was glorious to feel as a Praetorian Mage and Oracle. There were many Etheric currents on the Protectorate homeworld of course, but with the exception of the times he was with Dutkne, none of them could compare to the power and clarity he felt here on Manne. So many different and unique minds. Powerful minds. As it did with Murano… at times in made Wayonn giddy with happiness to be able to feel such a thing again after so many years.

“It was only a fleeting sensation Helen. A sensation of great skill, power and cunning.” He said softly. “And it has… it has been touched by Andro recently.” He looked at Helen with wide eyes. “There is someone on Manne who has been with Androcles very recently. Touched by him within the Etheric realm.”


“A crew member perhaps?” Helen asked. “Manda? She and Andro are very close.”

Wayonn shook his head. “No… this person is no crew member.” He said. “His resonance was…”

Wayonn? Arzoal questioned.


“It was darker than most.” Wayonn answered them. “And hidden in a way I have never seen. The Etheric shields, I felt them for only an instant, but they are among the most powerful I have ever felt. And they were being reinforced by at least one other.”


What do you mean by darker Val'istar? Isheeni asked.


Wayonn looked at her. “Filled with anger and hate.” He replied. “But anger and hate that was very carefully held in check and being channeled.”


“Towards Andro?” Helen asked now.


Wayonn shook his head again. “No. Towards Pusintin and the Kavalians.” He replied meeting her eyes. “Helen… I saw a flash of red eyes. Eyes like you once described to me. Large eyes with eyelids that flashed too quickly. Like a lizard. They were…”


“Evolli?” Helen gasped.


“Yes.” Wayonn told her. “Evolli eyes!”


“Here on Manne!” Helen almost shouted.


Wayonn nodded. “Yes. It was male… and he has incredible Etheric shields. I thought you told me Evolli were not able to use Etheric communication.”


“They can not.” Helen answered.


They can not. Unless someone with enough power has gifted them with the ability. Arzoal spoke softly. Someone like Androcles or his father.

Helen looked at her suddenly. “Sister… you know that neither of them would ever give this ability to an Evolli. Not after what they did.”


Arzoal met her eyes evenly. And who among us has picked up and befriended more who were once their enemies sister. Who has the compassion needed to forgive such acts?


“They are Talon Guardians!” Helen exclaimed.


Torma nodded his massive head. And part of our sworn duty is to show compassion Feravomir. To all species.


Isheeni looked at Arzoal. Mother… remember what the Ancient One Sarlana told us that day when she was here. Isheeni spoke now. About those she called Dahakoan. All of them had the same traits within them. A powerful sense of things. Of people and places. That they could be the most savage of soldiers or the most cunning of politicians. That the love of their family was unmatched in any way and many were known to defend their families with vicious fury if they were slighted in any way that did them harm. 



Helen looked between them. “But Andro and Elynth… ever since the end of the war they have avoided any contact with the Evolli. They have gone out of their way to avoid them. They despise them… even more than you and Martin. Torma you know I speak the truth.” She said looking at him.

Torma nodded his head. Yes… this is true in part.


They were also once part of the Union until the former government took power sister. Arzoal continued without noticing Torma’s vague answer. And from all accounts… loyal and trusted members of the Union. Many of their finest scientists and previous government members defected when the war broke out. There were many who did not agree with what their past leaders did. How they became so tightly bound with Keleru and the Kavalians.

What if… what if Andro and Elynth’s outward stance on the Evolli has been a ruse all of this time? Isheeni asked. What if they have been concealing their true actions from everyone? She said… Sarlana said that even Martin would not know the lengths to which Andro and Elynth would go to protect their family.


Would they do that mother? Aradace asked. After Alba Tau… the horrors they endured there… how could they forgive… how could they forgive that?


Androcles would not hold an entire species responsible for the crimes of a few. Arzoal spoke confidently now. Nor would Elynth. They are far stronger than that. They speak with a single voice, just as you and Martin do Torma. Arzoal looked at him once more as if she finally realized his statement from earlier was very odd. She tilted her head to the side and extended it closer to Torma on her long neck.  You have said very little Torma. Do you know something? What are you not telling us?


Isheeni looked at Torma. Husband?


Torma looked at them and took a deep breath, his massive chest rising and falling with ease. It will come out sooner than we had expected now that Pian’Nruarani has formed a new government. It was something we decided a year after Alba Tau. Martin and Androcles. Elynth and I. It took us many weeks to come to this decision but it was one we all felt we needed to make. He told them. Androcles and Elynth were the ones to reach out even before the last battles were fought. Androcles and Elynth have maintained their deception in order for the Evolli to evolve.

Helen’s eyes grew wide. “That is how he got the Auramite!” She announced. “From Vekhin Three! It is the only location of the ore anywhere in the universe!”

It was a gift to him for what he did. Torma said. From the Evolli.

Vekhin Three is within Evolli space sister and… Arzoal’s words died in her throat. She looked at Torma once more. Andro and Elynth have been working in secret and repairing the relations with the Evolli haven’t they Torma? Helping them to rebuild their worlds and culture?


“And that is why Andro and Elynth disappeared for six weeks shortly after the war ended and only Martin and Riall knew where they were!” Helen said.


Torma nodded his massive head. The trust was hard to build for obvious reasons, but Androcles would not be deterred. And nor would our daughter. Torma spoke looking at Isheeni. They were liberating several sites within Kavalian space of ancient and priceless Evolli artifacts the Kavalians stole from their capital before the rightful government led the coup that restored them to power. They did this under the guise of revenge against the many crime syndicates because of the T19s.


“They were raiding Kavalian sites!” Helen exclaimed. “Inside Kavalian space!”


Torma nodded again. They took half a dozen Durcunusaan, all of them sworn to secrecy, all of them veterans from Alba Tau. Among them were seven Evolli from their Shadow Brigade. They raided nine Kavalian storage facilities over that six week period and lay waste to the many criminal organizations that assisted the Kavalians to cover their true purpose. All of them were deep within Kavalian space or within The Wilds. Only Martin, Riall and I knew what they were doing and that is how we wanted it. Armetus had somehow discovered that Keleru and the Kavalians had prodded the Evolli government into war against us. Helped to fund the old regime through their criminal organizations in taking power from the rightful rulers. This was Martin’s way of getting back at them.


“Why does all this matter now?” Wayonn asked. “And what does it have to do with the man I felt here on Manne?”


Helen turned to look at him. “There is only one reason Androcles would send an Evolli here.” She stated confidently. “They are the finest assassins anywhere within the known galaxy. A good portion of their culture is based on this sacred Assassin Society. It is why so many of us within the Union found it hard to deal with them while they were members of the Union. They were obsessively secret about it and never denied that it existed, but they also never confirmed it either. I do not know much of their history, only that this Assassin Quorum dates back many millennia. I did hear rumors that one school had reopened some years ago, but they were also teaching other things beside assassination skills. It was only a rumor and when I asked Martin about it he said he was aware of it and monitoring the situation. I never asked him about it again.”


“I thought the Bo’yak species were considered the best assassins.” Wayonn asked.


Helen shook her head. “The Bo'yak are nothing but brainless children when compared to the Evolli grandfather. It is one of the main reasons we had such a hard time in the first year of the war with them. They sent dozens of assassins against Martin, Andro and the Queens as well as Riall and many of our senior officers. One team even tried to reach Deia on Apo Prime. None of them succeeded in their goals but it wasn’t until we had destroyed their ability to train new assassins, destroyed their academies, that we began to get the upper hand.”


If there is an Evolli on Manne and he has the resonance of Androcles on him… there is only one reason for that. Arzoal said.


Helen nodded her head in agreement. “He is here to insure that Pusintin dies. He must have come from among Manda’s forces. And he may not be alone.”


The Ancient One was not entirely truthful with us. Isheeni said. Why would she not warn us that they would do something like this?


“She was truthful.” Helen said shaking her head. “She just does not know Andro and Elynth the way we do. She does not know what…”

…What drives them. Or what they are capable of. Arzoal spoke now. We saw this in them before. During the Talon Guardian ceremony. The reverence in their eyes when they were given the title and the brand. It became part of them.


“We should tell Martin.” Wayonn said instantly.

“No!” Helen declared. “No! We can say nothing!”


“What?” Wayonn gasped. “Why?”


“If Androcles sent him here it is for only one purpose.” Helen told him. “We must not interfere. We do not know the orders Andro gave to this man.”


“He would not hurt anyone within Andro’s family if what you say is true.” Wayonn protested.


Helen shook her head. “No… but he may not allow himself to be taken alive either. He will not… one of the founding creeds of this Assassin’s Society was that they would never fail. And if they failed they would take their own lives. If we tell Martin, we will have the blood of this man on our hands because Martin will try to stop him.”

But isn’t killing his brother the reason we are doing this Feravomir? Aradace asked now. The reason we have lured him here? To remove the stain upon the honor of King Martin’s family and met out justice for what he did to For'mya?


Wayonn stepped closer to his granddaughter as realization came over him. “He is here to keep Martin from doing it.” He rasped.


Helen nodded her head slowly. “That is the way Androcles thinks.” She said. “Carians… I should have seen this before! I should have seen it in him when we talked before I left to come here. He has been planning this all along!”

You of all people should know that Andro and Elynth will never reveal what resides in their heads Feravomir. In the deepest portions of their minds and hearts. Torma told her. I would be guessing… but I doubt even Andro’s mates or Anthar have any idea what my daughter and Andro are truly capable of. There is a stain upon the honor and integrity of the Leonidas name in Androcles’s eyes. That stain is Pusintin! 
Helen looked at him as he finished speaking and she finally understood. “But in Andro’s eyes there would be an even greater stain upon his father’s honor and dignity if he takes the life of his own brother.” She gasped.

Torma nodded his massive head. Yes. 
“That is not a burden Androcles will allow his father to bear.” Helen said softly. 
“So we do nothing?” Wayonn asked.

Helen looked at him. “Pusintin will die this day grandfather.”

“I don’t question that. Or the need for it.” Wayonn told her. “I have been Lycavorian for more than forty thousand years! It is what Sumar would have done. It is what I would do.”

Helen shook her head. “No… we will do nothing.” She said. “Pusintin… Pleistarchus… whatever name you chose to use for him, he will die for what he did to Andro’s mother… and the dishonor he has heaped upon the Lycavorian people and the Leonidas name with his actions through the years.”

“Then the only question is who will get to him first.” Wayonn spoke softly.


“Martin would give him a quick death…” Helen stated as she looked to the north and the mountains there. “Androcles Leonidas will not.”
MANNE

DECOY BASE


Koguth stood in the center of the secondary base taking in the blood and death all around him. There was very little left of the men who entered the perimeter of the decoy base. The ambush had worked to perfection and the mines had done most of the killing for them. He could see the odd body part lying among the smoking ruins and the pools of blood and gore that were scattered all about. He felt no remorse for his actions or the actions of the men and women he commanded this day. There men were butchers of the worst kind. Kavalians who enjoyed the power and control they had over average people. They reveled in the fear that they induced in men and women. Most of them had probably committed more crimes against their own people then they had against anyone else. Their deaths would not be missed in the greater scheme of things and Koguth gave their passing barely a thought. His keen eyes took in his men as they moved among the bodies and body parts to insure none remained alive. The order had gone out from Anja Leonidas that no Puma Bane solider would be treated if found alive and wounded. They would be executed on sight and King Leonidas had not countermanded that order. This told Koguth that his Queens wielded far more power and influence than many gave them credit for and they undoubtedly spoke with Martin’s voice.


Yet something nagged at him in his gut. He had fought far too many battles to take anything for granted. This had been far too easy. He shifted his P190A5 to his opposite arm and squatted in the bloody grass, his eyes sweeping the area around him. He looked at the severed leg that lay only a few feet from him intently. He looked up and watched as Akor'dris worked her way through the bodies with Bae’diraz at her side. The two beautiful Drow females had been a catalyst for many of the young warriors among his Pride. They saw the exquisite combat skills both female elves had, as well as the direct line to King Leonidas, and it only served to show his men that anything they desired was obtainable. When the Drow Akor'dris and Bae'diraz had begun training his men in skills they did not have, all of them absorbed their teachings without question. New skills and ways of doing things would only allow them to be better at what they did and they embraced this mentality.


“General?” Mata’s voice broke him out of his thoughts and Koguth stood back up and looked at him.


“It was too easy Mata.” Koguth said softly watching as Jormal came up beside him and Akor'dris and Bae'diraz moved within the small circle.


“The ambush was perfect General.” Mata said.


Koguth nodded. “Yes. Too perfect. And they bumbled into it like untrained recruits.”


“You did say that the Puma Bane had become overconfident and arrogant through the years General.” Jormal told him.


“Yes… but this?” Koguth looked around the clearing. He turned and looked at Akor'dris as she stopped beside him. “How many did you chase down?” He asked. 


“Seventeen made it out of the kill zone.” Akor'dris answered. “None made it more than a few hundred meters before we caught them.”


Koguth looked at Mata. “You knew the commander Mata? He was Puma Bane?”


Mata nodded his head. “Qallin. Scum of the worst kind. He liked to inflict pain on his prisoners.”


Koguth bent over and carefully picked up the severed leg. The end was ragged with strips of skin dangling from the gory appendage. “Does this look like a boot that a Puma Bane would be allowed to maintain Mata?”


Mata looked at the limb and for the first time he noticed the scuffed and worn combat boot attached to the foot. He reached out and took the limb from Koguth and turned it over in his hands before beginning to unlaced the boot. He got it done half way and then peeled back the tongue of the boot. His dark eyes grew darker still and he looked at Koguth.


“Whoever these men were they were not Puma Bane.” He stated simply.


“What?” Jormal gasped. “How do you know?”


Mata flipped over the tongue of the boot and showed it to Jormal. “Every Puma Bane had his identification number stamped on every part of his gear. The inside of the tongues of the boots for example. There is no stamp.” He turned back to Koguth. “Whoever they were… they were not Puma Bane.”


“Then who?” Bae'diraz asked quickly. “They moved and acted like well trained soldiers.”


Koguth nodded his head slowly. “If I had to guess I would say he had more troops within the Task Force than he let on to others. At least a company of them, which would account for this number here.” He said. “It is the only explanation. They must have joined us right before we left Nefoa and he has kept them hidden. He landed them as well to…”


“To what?” Akor'dris asked.


“To conceal what the Puma Bane are really doing.” Koguth said meeting her eyes.


“He would not send a large force after Queen For'mya.” Mata said. “In his twisted mind he thinks she wishes to be with him and he will not have trouble with her.”

“Sucks to be him then.” Jormal stated.

“Capturing King Martin’s main base on the planet would have been a priority. It would have infrastructure and already be established. But Base One is a hundred kilometers away from here and sitting under those Shroud fields. He would not know that this was only a decoy base.” Mata said.
“No… he would not know that.” Koguth said.

“If he did not send them here… then where are they?” Jormal asked.

Mata’s eyes grew a little wider. “Koguth?”

Koguth nodded his head. “Yes Mata. You are correct.”

“Shit!” Mata snarled.

“Jormal… please pass through our implants to all of our people that if they are out in the open… run for cover right fucking now!” Koguth told him. 

“General?” Jormal looked at him.

Koguth fought down the urge to look around but he could sense the increased alertness of Akor'dris and Bae'diraz beside him. “Please issue the order Jormal. Quickly.”

Akor'dris looked at him. “We will take our force and sweep along the eastern flank.” She told him.

Koguth nodded his head. “An excellent idea. However… right now I think we should get out of the open. Right fucking now!”

“Run!” Mata screamed loudly to all within earshot. “Run for cover now!”

No one hesitated in their actions and the many Lycavorian and Kavalian soldiers began to scatter like roaches just as the buzz saw like sound of heavy cannons began to fill the air and begin to tear up the ground where they had been standing only seconds before.


Qallin’s Second Officer held back the scream of rage he wanted to release as their eyes detected the many figures in the center of the clearing scatter after several shouted commands, just as his men behind the light chain cannons began to open fire. He cursed under his breath now as he realized they had only caught a few in the open, watching as they went down, while the others disappeared back into their trenches. 


“We waited too long!” He hissed angrily. “We waited too long! Fuck!”


“This is not their main base Lieutenant!” The senior enlisted Puma Bane snapped from beside him. “They butchered the Reactionary Company!”


“I can see that Marraon!” Gumat’Chialia growled savagely. “Shift the left section further north! Have them move up on their right flank!” He barked the order. “Have a five man team drop and sweep further west from our location! They must have some sort of support base nearby! They would not be out here alone without support!”


“How do we know that?” Marraon hissed. “We have never fought Union forces directly! We do not know how they operate!”


Gumat whirled on the man. “No force that large would be out here without a support base!” He snarled. “We must find it and destroy it. Then we can roll up their individual forces at will! They can’t have more than a few hundred men and women down there and we all know women are good only for fucking! Send the patrol and do it quickly! We have them pinned down for now and we must maintain the advantage!”


Koguth lay at the bottom of the trench with Mata and Jormal on either side of them as another intense volley from light chain cannons swept across the top of the trench kicking up dirt and bits of shattered logs.


“How many?” Koguth barked into his implant.


“…tell for sure General!” The voice echoed. “At least a dozen or so of our people were caught in the open and went down!”


“Fuck!” Koguth spoke savagely.


“They are directing their light cannons on both trench locations! We are pinned down for the moment!” The voice reported.


“Akor'dris?” Koguth spat.


“We made it out of the kill zone!” Her voice answered instantly and Koguth was impressed at the sense of calm he heard given their current situation.


“Location?” Koguth asked her.


“East of you, below the ridge!” Akor'dris answered. “General… we were in position to see a small unit break from their main force on the opposite ridge. They are heading north towards our support location.”


“How many?” Koguth demanded.


“At least four… perhaps more.” She answered him.


“They are looking for our support base.” Mata chimed in now. “If they find it they will attack in force. It is a standard Puma Bane tactic. Remove whatever support we might have and then they will concentrate on destroying us.”


“I don’t much envy being destroyed today!” Jormal chimed in.


Mata couldn’t help but grin at the almost causal way Jormal spoke. “Nor do I my friend.” He answered.


“Akor'dris… is Jothor near your location?” Koguth asked. He didn’t see Akor'dris turn her head and look at the young Kavalian who had come here hoping to take Iama’Juturi as his wife and instead had found the attentions of a dark haired female elf much more to his liking. She was an engineer and Jothor found her to be not only ravishing in her beauty, but so much more intelligent than himself. They had spent every waking moment these last weeks together while she eagerly schooled him in anything he wanted to know. Their relationship had grown very serious just last week as they slept together for the first time and Jothor had showered her beautiful face and body with kisses and licks when he had locked groins with her. She had held him tightly whispering adoring encouragements into his ears for the entire two hours they were locked together until she had fallen asleep in his arms spent. Jothor had rolled over and held her to him protectively even as he too had drifted into sleep with the hopes of the future in front of him. 


“He is right beside me.” She answered.


“Jothor!” Koguth spoke now. “Did you bring your special friend?”


The young Kavalian answered immediately. “Always General.”


“Then… if you would not mind… please remove the fools firing those heavy weapons on us.” Koguth spoke calmly.


“Understood general.” Jothor answered.


Jormal looked at Koguth. “Special friend?” He asked.


Koguth grinned at him. “Jothor is the finest shot I have seen in my lifetime.” He told him. “The boy bleeds distance, wind and impact points. Give him a moment and you will see what I mean. He has been shooting long guns since he was a boy. Taught to him by his father. He has a very particular hatred for Puma Bane after they took his father from him in a Tazli Root induced fever some years ago. He was a fine leader of men and a good friend. Jothor will “save our bacon” as I heard Queen Anja state several times since we have been here.”


“And then?” Jormal asked.


“Then we will do exactly what King Leonidas is so feared for throughout the stars.” Koguth told him. “We will ambush the ambushers!”


Akor'dris looked at Jothor as he pulled the canvas bag from his back with speed born of experience and skill. She watched as he unzipped it and she saw the matte black frame of the High Coven G21 Sniper Rifle. She instantly knew what Koguth wanted him to do. She dug in her own butt pack for the cylindrical scope and tossed it to Bae'diraz who sat a few feet away.


“Bae… spot for him.” She exclaimed and then looked at the two Kavalians, three Spartan soldiers and one female Lycavorian who were nearby where they had ended up. “Cover both corners of the ridge! Do not let any of them flank us!”


The six simply nodded and began to scramble to positions, dragging others with them. Akor'dris looked at Jothor as he finished attaching the scope.


“Can you hit them from here Jothor?” She asked. “They are uphill and nearly a kilometer away through vegetation.”


Jothor grinned at her as he chambered the first round into the G21. “Special loads.” He told her. “I make my own ammunition and I have hit targets at three kilometers away in worse conditions.”


Jothor rolled back over and crawled quickly up to where Bae'diraz was lying among the thin, eighteen inch high grass covering the ridge. “Bae'diraz?” He questioned as he slid the G21 out in front of him and settled to the ground comfortably behind the weapon.


“I can only see three guns.” She stated confidently. “Two of them… two hundred and fifteen degrees and one point two kilometers. The third is at two hundred and thirty-eight degrees and one point four kilometers. He is the one putting the most fire onto the General’s trench line.”


“Then I will take him first.” Jothor spoke as he settled in behind the weapon and brought his eye up to the scope. He felt Akor'dris settle beside him on the ground, pushing her P190 out in front of her. One kilometer for the P190 was not a far shot Jothor knew and as his scope came into focus and he saw the first gunner. He was semi prone behind his light chain gun, putting a four second burst into the area above the trench every few seconds. Jothor also took in the man beside him who was feeding him the large magazines of ammunition as quickly as he went through them. “I have him.” He stated calmly.


Jothor took a deep breath and released it slowly as his scope centered on the side of the Puma Bane soldier’s head. His father had been meticulous in teaching him how to shoot when he was a boy. It was one of the many things his father, a stern Kavalian who was cut from the same mold as General Koguth, had taught him before Puma Bane scum had taken him from his family. Jothor blanked out everything but his target and his finger went from the trigger guard to the button trigger. He preferred the High Coven Sniper Rifle for its built in buffers and less weight. The Union Sniper Rifle was much more powerful and had longer range, but it sacrificed the ability to be mobile for these things. The G21 also had an integrated silencer that would muffle most of the weapons report. Jothor depressed the trigger button with barely a thought and sent the first 14.8mm explosive tipped caseless round downrange. He was shifting his scope to the next gun before the Puma Bane’s gunner’s head erupted in a spray of blood, bone and fur.

Gumat heard the wet plopping sound above the roar of the three light chain guns and his head jerked around just in time to see the head of the gunner closest to him blow apart, bits of flesh and blood showering the man’s assistant gunner with gore. His mind tried to process how this had happened even as the second gunner’s head erupted in an explosion of equally violent proportions, his head suddenly just gone. Gumat whirled to scream a warning to the third gunner but as his mouth opened to shout that they were under attack, the man’s body jerked and he was flung away from the gun, a gaping would where his shoulder and part of his neck had once been.

“Sniper!” Gumat finally managed to scream. “Sniper!”


That one word sent many of the Puma Bane into a fit. Among Gumat’s men were only two who had ever experienced the fear and unknown when being under fire from a sniper hidden far away. Both of them had died behind the guns they were manning. The High Coven had many sniper rifles in their inventory, however for some reason they were few and far between out in the field with the actual troops. Robert Moran had never used Sniper Teams against the Kavalians for reasons which no one would ever discover now. 
The moment the third gunner died, the Puma Bane knew something was wrong and they began to look around for who was within their perimeter killing their men. They could see their leader Gumat shouting orders at them, but all any close to him could hear over the ringing in their ears from the constant hammering of the chain cannons was muffled sounds. Their eyes grew wide in horror when they all saw Gumat rise to his knees screaming at them and his head suddenly blew apart like an overripe Kavalian Balcor melon. The 14.8mm explosive tipped round fired from the G21 hit precisely where Jothor had aimed the moment he saw the Puma Bane leader foolishly rise to his knees. Jothor had shifted fire instantly and fired within half a second. The round entered just beneath the base of Gumat’s skull and a tenth of a second after impact the round exploded. Gumat’s head disappeared in a fine spray of blood and flesh and the Puma Bane lost their second officer.

And all pretense of control of their actions vanished with his death.


Jothor lifted his eye from his scope and tapped his jaw activating his implant. “General! I have taken out the guns and what appears to be the detachment’s second officer!”


He didn’t see Mata turn to look at Koguth from where they lay in the trench and then tap his own jaw.


“Jothor… are you certain?” Mata demanded.


Jothor didn’t hesitate. “Maroon shoulder boards with white trim Major.” Jothor answered him with his recognized rank. “He was directing the guns and was trying to rally them.”


“Now general!” They heard Mata speak in their implants. “We need to attack now!”


Koguth didn’t hesitate either. “Akor'dris… leave two with Jothor and then break your people off and sweep back southwest to the support position. Intercept those Puma Bane scum who were moving there! Mataen and Nedoli are pilots by nature and while capable, they will not be able to stand against a full squad of Puma Bane!”


“Moving!” Akor'dris answered instantly Jothor saw. It was one of the reasons that those among the Juturi Pride had developed an intense respect for the Drow female warrior. She was without fear and acted without hesitation.


Jothor tapped his jaw again. “General… I will move to a more elevated position and cover your attack!”


“I will go with him!” Bae'diraz spoke immediately.


“Two minutes Jothor!” Koguth’s voice told him. “Then we will attack from the west!”


Jothor didn’t pause and pushed back from the lip of the ridge, seeing Akor'dris and at least two dozen others sprinting off into the timber to the southwest. “I saw an outcropping a hundred meters from here!” He exclaimed as he slammed a fresh magazine into the G21. “This way!”


Jothor moved with speed and grace considering his six foot three frame, Bae'diraz and two Lycavorians moving swiftly behind him.


Pusintin gazed into the mouth of the cave entrance, his weapon trained on the opening as the Puma Bane with him began to move into a defensive position around the entrance. There were natural defensive positions already in place. Rock outcroppings as well as fallen logs and it was these that the Puma Bane moved into.


“It was foolish to hide her here Marshall.” Kirr spoke as he knelt next to Pusintin. “It is a natural funnel of death because of the terrain and they have left prepared positions for us to use to defend.”


Pusintin nodded his head as he looked around. “My brother isn’t as smart as he likes to think he is. He didn’t have enough men to secure this location and was hoping I would attack the main camp first. He wanted to kill me there.” He said feeling full of himself. “Kirr… leave your second in command and pick four others to enter with us.” He said as he inhaled deeply and could easily detect For'mya’s sweet orchid scent from within the cave. Her delicious scent surged through his senses and he remembered well the moments she had been under him, her whimpers of delight filling his ears. Pusintin also could also detect the scents of what could only be the children she had bore him, including the boy child. “I can smell them inside.” He stated. “They are fearful.”


Kirr only nodded his head as he pointed at two others to come to him. He trusted fully in his Marshall and his skills. “As they should be. You will teach her to be a proper Kavalian female Marshall.” He said.


Pusintin grinned cruelly. “Yes I will.” He agreed. “Let’s go!” He stated as he began moving into the cave.


…like about sixty to seventy Skipper. Cody spoke in a whisper within Mindvoice even though he knew none of the Puma Bane troops below him could detect his words. Bunched up as all hell too. Me and Garan are above them about a hundred and fifty meters away on the west slope. They’re moving into the positions we left… stupid fuckers!


We’re almost there Cody! Martin answered him instantly.


Cody could detect that Martin was still in wolf form and sprinting through the timber in their connection. He could also sense the others of their team descending around the entrance of the cave quickly and without sound. They were moving urgently yes, but none of them were in panic mode just yet. All of them had good friends back on Earth, but they had fought and bled with Martin Leonidas on more occasions than any of them could recall. All of them owed him their lives dozens of times over, and not just for changing them all those years ago. They would all die for him without reservation. Even through the years that had passed since they had come into the future, no matter the distance that was between them, Martin always stayed in touch with each and every one of them in one form or another. They were not just his team, they were his family, and he was theirs.


Have the two big guys set up just above the entrance Skipper. Cody told him calmly. They’ll chew them up with those chain guns and everyone else will have clear fields of fire.


Danny! Martin rasped out the word.


Got it! Dan answered immediately. Team Two… we’ll take north!


Team One on the east! Martin hissed.


Cody looked at Garan who pulled his eye away from the scope on his P190 and grinned. Ready to party? He asked.


Garan returned the infectious grin and nodded slowly. 


Anja Leonidas was sprinting as fast as her four legs would carry her, her Persian red fur a blur through the timber all around them. Atropos’s larger form moved beside her with ease. He had run with his Queen at many different times through the years and he was always impressed how completely she had taken to being a female wolf. She was nearly as large as his sister Aricia when in wolf form, which was unusual to say the least. Usually when they shifted, their wolf forms took on at least some of the proportions of their human forms when compared to size and weight. Anja Leonidas however, she gained nearly forty pounds of muscle when in wolf form and Atropos could only surmise it was because of her Hadarian genes. His dark eyes quickly took in the three Durcunusaan who were running on their flanks, maintaining tactical distance as they closed on the cave.

Lover! Anja broke into Mindvoice with a tone filled with more calm than Atropos knew she felt. We are approaching the path and will come straight up it and draw their attention!


Red! What the hell are you doing out here? Martin demanded.


The same thing you are doing you big oaf! Anja snapped right back. Protecting what I love!


Shit! Martin exclaimed.


Please no arguing my loves! For'mya’s musical voice filled their heads now, her ever calm and elven nature coming forth no matter the danger she knew she was in. We can punish Anja later in more pleasant surroundings and I would much prefer we kill these fools so that we can exit this cave. The dampness in here is ruining my hair.


We will lick you dry Kinsoaurgai! Aricia echoed within their minds.


Well… that sounds very promising! For'mya answered with soft laughter.


Mothers! Eirene exclaimed now. Do you mind? Fedor and I can hear you very well thank you!


Anja laughed gently with her fellow Queens in the connection until they heard Martin’s voice.

Enough! Martin’s commanding voice brought silence to them. Kalis?


I am entering the escape tunnel now Uncle! Kalis’s voice echoed though Martin couldn’t see his wolf body squeezing into the one meter wide tunnel Torma had burned through the back of the cave with his superheated breath.


Twenty seconds! Martin hissed. Kill all the shit sorry fuckers! No prisoners! My brother is mine though!
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…No prisoners! My brother is mine though!
 


Valael heard the soft gasp and he looked at where Tobia and Tinra sat across the table from him. The three of them had been following what was happening with great interest. It seemed that there were dozens of drones scattered all across the planet and they had witnessed the battle between Koguth and his attackers, as well as they counterattack that they had just launched against those who thought they had his forces trapped. They had also been utterly shocked to feel Martin and all those above a Tier Five Etheric level speaking quite freely. None of them had been around so many who commanded such a resonance within the Etheric realm and spoke with such clarity and force of will that they could be heard even where they were on their ship.

Tinra looked at him when they heard Martin speak that last phrase.


“No prisoners?” She gasped. “They will… they will kill them all?”


Tobia looked at her. “Every one of those commanded by Martin Leonidas’s brother and who landed on the planet knew what they were coming to do Tinra. How do you show mercy to men who have nothing but rape and murder on their minds?”


Tinra shook her head. “I’m not… I’m not saying it is not deserved Tobia.” She responded to her. “But to hear… to hear him give the order with such conviction. I have… I have never heard such a commanding presence in an order.”


Valael nodded his head. “I don’t believe any of us have.” He said. “Not since the… not since the Praetorians walked among us. He is merciless towards his enemies; we have seen that so far and read it within the information given to us. He has lost a few battles… but he has never lost a war.”


“He… he reminds me so much of Murano.” Tobia spoke softly as she remembered him with great love. His arms encircling her, his Etheric resonance filling the air around her. It was the most peaceful and exciting time of her life, not to mention the nights he had made love to her with breathless abandon.


They all turned when the door to the conference room opened and Kitor strode in with the data pad in his hand. 


“Elder Valael… I have just received a request from someone called Admiral Lorian.” He spoke as he came up beside him.


Valael came to his feet. “That is the commander of his ships in this sector.” He said.


Kitor nodded. “Using her authority as Commander of this Sector of space as she put it… she has requested that we load as many combat troops as we have and move to Manne to reinforce their main position. This Base One they call it.”

Valael looked at him surprised. “She requested this?”


Kitor nodded his head. “She told me that the King does not want to get us involved, but since she is Sector Commander, it is better to be safe than sorry. Those were her words.”


“She countermands her King’s orders?” Tinra asked.


Kitor looked at her. “According to her… he would expect his senior officers to act on their own initiative. He encourages this in his officers. She also said that technically Martin Leonidas considers her a member of his family and she’ll will be damned if she allows any harm to come to them.” Kitor looked at Valael. “What does this mean? She will be damned?”


Valael smiled. “I believe it is a figure of speech Kitor. One that means she will do whatever is necessary to safeguard those she cares for.”


Tobia nodded her head as she got to her feet. “Something any family member of a Praetorian would do.” She said.


Valael nodded. “Indeed.” He said. “Kitor… how soon can you do this?” He asked.


Kitor met his eyes with something akin to disgust in them. “Please Elder Valael.” He stated. “My men have been waiting for just this opportunity! To say they were present to witness a Praetorian in action will be a story that they can tell their children and grand children about Elder Valael.”


Valael smiled. “Then we will accompany you. And we should leave now!”


Pusintin brought them up short just inside the cave entrance as their eyes adjusted to the much dimmer light. They could detect the glow from portable light globes further down the tunnel reflecting off the moistness of the cavern walls. 
As with most times throughout his violent life, Pusintin got it wrong once more when he used his wolf senses. He had been away from his people for far too long and the simple nuances that all Lycavorians took for granted in their lives, Pusintin had long since forgotten. He could detect For'mya’s scent easily now, but he detected no fear or indecision in her scent which told him that she was waiting for him willingly. That she did desire him more than his fool brother. This caused his chest to swell in anticipation of feeling her lush body under him once more. He didn’t know what it was about her that caused him to desire her far more than he had ever desired Jalersi, but the emotion was there, and it was being returned to him from what he could smell. He would enjoy claiming her in front of his brother, making her scream for more as his brother’s life drained from his body and he could do nothing. The moment on Enurrura was long forgotten from his memory and it would be a costly mistake. One of the many he had made since agreeing and going forward with the idea that For'mya would return the throne of his father back to him. 
He turned slowly to Kirr. “Leave two men to defend the entrance. They are to allow no one to enter without my permission. Any who attempt they are to kill.”

Kirr nodded his head and motioned to the two Puma Bane in the rear of the short column and they nodded their understanding. He looked back to Pusintin. “Should I send the others to scout ahead Marshall?” He asked.


Pusintin shook his head. “That won’t be necessary. She’s waiting for me.” He answered.


Kirr looked at him somewhat surprised at this statement. His combat instincts should have told him something was off about this, but he had never known the Marshall to be wrong.


“You… you are certain Marshall?” He asked.


Pusintin nodded. “I can smell her. And her scent tells me she is waiting for me.”


“As you order.” Kirr spoke.


“We will move into a spread as we enter the main cave Kirr. She may be waiting for us, but there is no telling how many traps my stupid brother may have left to stop me from claiming what is mine.” Pusintin said. “Be alert.”


For'mya Leonidas was indeed waiting for him.


Waiting with murder in her beautiful, dark brown eyes.


One of the many things her beloved Martin Leonidas and her fellow Queens and lovers had taught her through the years, since the very day Martin turned her really, was the innate ability to project indifference with her scent. Her natural elven calm allowed her to master this skill very early on, and even though fear and hate coursed through her veins at this moment, she held it in check by her will and did not allow it to filter into her scent. For'mya knew she could not pull this off if she was in Phase, nor could any female wolf; it simply saturated their scents no matter what they did. Eirene was the only female wolf she had ever known who could totally suppress her fever as she had done and that was only because of what Androcles had passed to her and her brother within her womb. Now though, now it was easy for her to do this. It was partly because of this skill yes, but more so because For'mya knew Martin and the others would allow no harm to come to her. She had utter faith in their total love for her, and their willingness to inflict destruction upon those who would do her harm. Or any they considered their children. For'mya had discovered that this violent but protective trait was far more prevalent in Aricia and Anja as female wolves, and this was the main reason she was drawn more to the two of them. Dysea and Isabella had this trait she knew, as Cirith now did, but it was much more pronounced in Aricia and Anja as it was within her because of the time they had spent together through the years. 


For'mya Leonidas’s life had come full circle now. Once a concubine and now a Queen of the Lycavorian Union. She had never imagined herself in such a position, but For'mya would relinquish it for no one now. The love she shared with her fellow Queens and lovers was nearly as brilliant as the love they all shared for the one man who could steal their breath away with a simple caress. They never doubted one another, were never jealous of one another and they always spoke with the same voice no matter the subject.

For'mya smiled gently as the thought echoed within her mind. If someone had suggested this is what her life would be like before Martin Leonidas had saved her from that High Coven prison all those years ago, For'mya would have laughed hysterically at that person, before trying to have them committed. 


For'mya could feel Fedor and Eirene on either side of her, Fedor ready to call his knives from Flatspace in a simple blink, and Eirene ready to pounce like a she-wolf on her first hunt. She glanced first at Fedor and then Eirene and could feel only love and pride swell within her at who they had become in so short a time. It was then she felt the overwhelming emotions that came from them and projected outward. Love and a devoted sense of family. Another of the gifts that Androcles had given them when he touched their minds and bestowed awareness to them while still in her womb. When For'mya thought all had been lost; that her beloved Martin was dead and she would never see her fellow Queens again; it had been Androcles who had never given up. It was now, through Fedor and Eirene, that For'mya could feel the horror at what he was driven to do. To attack one he had called mother all of his life, this For'mya knew must have been a sin above all others in Androcles’s eyes. Yet it was the only way to insure that she did not give up all hope. That she remained strong and kept her wits about her even in the grips of the shame she felt. For'mya knew that Andro was the only one with the strength to do this, as well as the only one who could have awakened Fedor and Eirene in the fashion he did. All to insure that she was not lost to abyss. She could feel their brother within them; how they both felt for Androcles. He had touched them, given them awareness and the means to insure that they were strong for all of them. As they had come to find out in these last weeks, he also passed to them knowledge and skills that should have taken them centuries to master. All to insure that they survived until Martin came for them.


Martin did come and…


For'mya dropped her hands to her sides and gripped each of their hands in hers when the faint scrapping reached her wolf ears. She felt them squeeze tightly in return. 
Remain in control always. For'mya spoke to them softly within Mindvoice. No matter what happens, no matter what spills from his foul mouth, do not act until I give you the word.

Fedor nodded his head slowly. We understand. He said.


Mother… are you and father sure he can not hear us? Eirene asked.


For'mya shook her head. We would sense his Etheric resonance. She answered instantly. No… he never advanced his Etheric abilities past a rudimentary stage. Your father knew this when he tried to kill your grandmother all those years ago. And again on Enurrua. He is a brute and nothing more. 


There are three others with him mother. Fedor spoke. Kavalian.

Yes.


That is two more than we thought he would enter with. Eirene said.


Stay calm. For'mya told them. Your family will allow nothing to happen to us. 


For'mya did not tell them she could sense Kalis close by in his wolf form. They may have been adults in physical and mental terms, but Fedor and Eirene still lacked the experience of age and the direct schooling of Androcles that Kalis had been given even if it was only a simple interactive holo program. For'mya was the only one who could detect Kalis she knew. He was remaining close to the escape tunnel so that his scent was carried out of the cavern and he could not be detected by even his father’s sense of smell, though Pusintin’s nose and skill was no where near as keen as Martin’s. Knowing that Kalis was so close by gave For'mya added confidence. Pusintin had no idea the transformation that had taken place within his son Kalis. It was truly a wondrous thing to see knowing the life he had to live before Martin had showed him what he could have. Seeing Kalis holding Serale outside their shelter in the mornings, content to simply caress her cheek and neck and absorb her scent was all the proof any of them needed really. Even Helen was without doubt when it came to him, and she had spent quite a bit of time with him since he had joined them. The door was now open to a myriad of future life actions that Kalis now had the opportunity to experience. It was a life and a family that he had fully embraced.



For'mya’s head jerked slightly and her eyes cut to the opening into the cavern they were in when she saw him cautiously poke the barrel of his weapon around the corner and come fully into view. 

Coward. 

It was the only word that filled her mind now as she saw him once more.

“So you finally decided to act.” For'mya spoke out loud, her words dripping with sarcasm and contempt, as she knew Pusintin would expect. “I was wondering when you would grab your nor and come for me.”


Pusintin felt his heart jump a little when he saw her standing there. The ArmorPly did nothing to hide her firm elven body and his eyes noticed that her chest had grown larger. It was something he had not noticed on Enurrua, but something that he was happy with. The drugs had worked even on her as they had most Kavalian women who used the accelerated fetus growth hormone.

“So you finally decided to act.” Her voice reached out for him. “I was wondering when you would grab your nor and come for me.”


Pusintin felt Kirr break to his right and the other two Puma Bane soldiers to his left, their weapons and eyes sweeping the medium sized cave. He didn’t take his eyes off For'mya, his assault rifle never wavering from the center of her chest. Her sweet orchid scent filled his senses now and was charging him with energy and lust.


“I see you missed me.” Pusintin finally spoke.


“I despise you!” For'mya hissed out the words. “You are a nubous brute and nothing more than that!”


“You weren’t saying that when I was plowing your tight little pussy into the bed and hitting you with my aura For'mya.” Pusintin growled at her. “You begged me to do you harder if I recall.”


“The curse of being a female wolf.” For'mya stated flatly. “I hated when Martin did that to me and I could refuse him nothing. At least he put emotion into it however.”

Pusintin moved closer to her, his rifle staying on her chest, and he released his full male wolf aura directly at her. For'mya groaned in need and Pusintin saw the flush of her skin as she reacted to his presence. “How’s that for emotion you bitch!” He snarled at her.


For'mya shuddered in sexual need and her brown eyes seemed to glaze over in unwanted lust. “Bastard!” She hissed out the words.


Fedor and Eirene were looking at her with wide eyes as she reacted in the manner she did and Pusintin laughed at their stunned expressions. “Guess you never told them how things work did you?” He said.


“Mother?” Eirene gasped. “What is wrong?”

“I fucked her real good, that’s what’s wrong!” Pusintin spat. “I claimed her when her mate was dead! Or she thought he was.” He laughed. “And when I squirted you two into her belly she became bound to me for all time! Doesn’t matter that my fucking brother was still alive! Besides… he’ll be dead soon enough!”


“You lie!” Fedor shouted as he looked at the Puma Bane soldier who got close enough to poke him with his rifle.


“What’s your name boy?” Pusintin demanded.


“Nubou you!” Fedor spat at him.


Pusintin moved fast for a man his size and he stepped into the straight right cross that hit Fedor squarely in the jaw and pummeled him to the ground. To Fedor’s credit he sprang right back to his feet, though somewhat dazed, his lips bloody and he reached for his right arm to draw out one of his knives.

“Don’t!” The Puma Bane behind him barked as he jammed his rifle into Fedor’s back.


Pusintin laughed when Fedor froze and he let his rifle drop lower. “I’ll teach you manners boy. And who your betters are!”


“You will teach me nothing!” Fedor hissed back at him.


“I’ll teach you how to be a man!” Pusintin spat right back at him. “Something my brother will never be!”


“MedwanGai is more of a man than you will ever be!” Eirene screeched.


Pusintin looked at her, her use of the ancient Lycavorian language lost on him, taking in her extensive beauty and how she looked so much like her mother. He glanced at For'mya, who was still reacting to his male aura so close to her now, and he smiled. 


“She’s nice and firm For'mya.” He stated. “My men will enjoy her for days. She looks really fuckable… and I understand she is already fucking a biogenic Kavalian. Muton’s son isn’t it?” Pusintin smiled. “So she is already used to big Kavalian cocks! Has he locked groins with you yet little girl?”


Eirene could not contain herself or her anger and she spit directly into his face with as much force as she was able. Kirr was the one who kept her from striking Pusintin as he stepped up to her and wrapped his thick arms around her tightly, effectively immobilizing her small frame. Pusintin wiped the spittle from his face and smiled at her cruelly. “You are spirited… I’ll give you that.” He stated.

“I am not afraid of you!” Eirene screamed angrily.


Pusintin chuckled just before he lashed out with a backhand that hit Eirene and rocked her head back even though Kirr was holding her tight. 
“Eirene!” Fedor screamed in rage, moving to defend his twin but stopping when he felt the rifle jabbed painfully into his back.

“Don’t move little boy!” The Puma Bane soldier grumbled at him.

Pusintin was smiling when he glanced at Fedor and then back to Eirene. “You shouldn’t be afraid of me elf bitch. I’m not the one who is going to fuck you every day for the rest of your life. By the time my men are done with you, you’ll be begging them to fuck you all the time. All you elf bitches, even the half breeds; all of you can’t get enough of big cocks. Just ask your slut mother! You’ll be a real nice addition to the brothels on Nefoa when we get back!”


“I would like her first Marshall Pusintin.” Kirr grinned as he spoke, his hands roaming around in front of Eirene and over her full breasts even though he could feel nothing through the ArmorPly she wore.


“Never!” Eirene screamed. “I will never submit to you!”


Pusintin was about to answer when the easily discernible sound of hand portable Union chain cannons split the air, followed half a second later by a massive volume of Union P190 fire and their distinctive buzz saw like sound. Three muffled explosions shook the very ground they stood upon as his COM unit suddenly came alive, as did all their individual COM units. They came alive with the terrified voice of Kirr’s second in command. 

“…all around us!” His voice screamed. “Above us… like demons… all directions! The positions were… trapped! Half the men are… already! We…!”


Pusintin’s head snapped back around and this time he saw For'mya Leonidas’s lovely dark brown eyes glaring back at him, savage fury filling that gaze and no sign of the desire and lust in her face and skin that was there seconds ago. He watched as her eyes change in front of him and then her wolf fangs extended fully.


“My beloved Martin was right!” For'mya spat at him vehemently. “You really are as dumb as a nubous post!”

“You fucking bitch!” Pusintin screamed at her acting purely on savage instinct now. “Kill them! Kill them both! Now!”

For'mya’s eyes went wide at this unexpected reaction. “No!” She screamed.

Pusintin acted completely on instinct and he didn’t hesitate for a moment. He had been among Kavalians who held no regard for females for so long it was his first and only reaction. His back hand was vicious and struck For'mya fully in her face, sending her sprawling across the cave floor, clearly stunned at the power of the blow.

“If I can’t have you elf bitch… no one will!” He screamed at her as he drew his sidearm in a single, smooth motion and leveled it For’mya’s head as she looked up at him from the floor, her lips bloody and her cheek cut from the rough skin on his knuckles.

It was Kalis who decided the course of the next few seconds, seeing the brother and sister he had not yet been able to get close to in imminent danger and the elven aunt who had shown the most acceptance of his new self. It was also Kalis’s actions that would cause the Grim Reaper to finally make an appearance and alter the course of events going forward for all time. 

A Grim Reaper with eyes the color of blood and filled with the fury, loss, hate of an entire species. And the promise of a new beginning.

“Now!” Martin’s voice echoed across the early morning air at the entrance to the mouth of the cave. “Do it now fervon!”

The voice drew the heads of nearly eighty Puma Bane soldiers that had been watching the lone cleared path towards them. Something or someone had been clumsily moving towards their position and whoever it was they were careless in their actions, making lots of noise and easily announcing their presence.

They didn’t understand that they were doing exactly what the diminutive Persian haired Queen of the Union and her hulking Durcunusaan shadow and those with them wanted them to do. It allowed Martin and the others to move into the positions they now occupied without issue and do so in silence.


Martin Leonidas was not recognized as the most brilliant tactician within the Union simply because he was King. From the moment he had returned to take the throne of his father men and women with far more years of experience in warfare quickly saw that their young King was without equal. He could almost predict what others would do in a situation like he had been involved with their military operations planning. It was so uncanny that it frightened many of them, causing them to view him as something more than just flesh and blood. When his son had begun to show these same traits, it only confirmed for many of them that their King was very special indeed. The day that he held For'mya in his arms once more on Enurrura Martin had made a silent vow to no one but himself to never take the safety of his Queens for granted ever again. They were the women who held the very core of his being within their grasp and he would never allow harm to come to them again if it was within his power to stop. When it was decided to use this cave as the kill zone, Martin and Danny had returned here on two different occasions. It was just the two of them, for Martin trusted no one else more than Danny, and they were loaded down with explosives. It was something he would only share with his brother for he knew Danny would do the exact same thing, and insure he was defending Anuk, Nayeca and now Kesyla with everything at his disposal.


During those two trips, he and Danny had laid some very ingenious and extremely lethal booby traps among the several positions that they had left. They had spent hours hollowing out several larger logs and packing them with explosives and then returning them looking exactly as they had when they were pulled from the surrounding terrain. Only an explosives expert would have been able to detect the three different traps and only if they were looking for them.


The Puma Bane troops did not have such an individual with them. 

Danny didn’t hesitate at his brother’s shouted command and his hand mashed down on the combat vest he wore just over the small pocket near his heart. Three deep explosions were the result and they watched as all three positions and the nearly fifty Puma Bane soldiers crowded around them vanished in a cloud of dirt, splinters and thousands of tiny steel shards. He and Martin had spent six hours each night building these traps and he watched with no small degree of grim satisfaction as he saw them work to perfection. Forty seven Puma Bane soldiers met a grisly end as their bodies were practically shredded into a fine mist of blood, flesh and fur. None of the forty-seven that were using the positions as cover survived the devastation as the steel shards were so densely packed it was as if they were hit by one solid wall.


“Fire!” Cody screamed into his implant from where he and Garan were observing. “Fire!”


It was nearly comical to see Senior Master Chief Anthony Winslow and T'lolt appear on the lip of the ridge, the two Havoc Chain Cannons looking fearsome in their hands. It was not comical to watch as both men, built like tall tree trunks, mashed down on their firing triggers and began to sweep the chain cannons slowly over the remaining Puma Bane soldiers not caught in the three blasts and staggering about as if in drunken stupors from the concussive force of the booby traps. Everyone else flopped onto the ground on the ridge, their P190s sending out lethal projectiles downrange, as they joined in on the slaughter. It could not be called anything else but a massacre. Pusintin could not understand the depth of his brother’s love for the women who shared his life and were the mothers of his children. The mothers of the future children he would have with them. He could not grasp the sense of honor and duty that surrounded these men and women when it came to Martin. Pusintin had never experienced such emotion before and he had no idea the power that it could provide a person. 


Martin could smell the two Puma Bane thugs just inside the entrance to the cave and using his command of his new Praetorian powers he clenched his fist and jerked it forward even as the cloud of dirt and debris began to clear. He didn’t realize the strength of the power he used so intent on reaching For’mya and he watched as their bodies erupted out of the cavern and were literally thrown a hundred meters down the path. He did look on with adoration in his wolf yellow eyes as they sprawled before the advancing figures of the smallest of his Queens and her shadow Atropos. Like the man she so loved Anja Leonidas didn’t hesitate in the least, her K14 kinetic magnum appearing in her hand as she rushed forward. She pumped three rounds into each of their heads without blinking either of her gorgeous jade green eyes and then moved passed them as if they were nothing more than insects under her feet.


It had taken them nineteen seconds to bring an end to seventy-four lives.


“Move!” Martin’s voice echoed in their implants. 


And then they were all rushing for the entrance into the cave.


The moment Kirr had put his foul hands upon his sister Eirene; Kalis made his decision and was drawing his powerful legs under him for the leap. The words of his cousin Androcles filled his mind now as he remembered the hours of instruction Andro had given him in the holographic tutorial about attacking in wolf form came rushing back to him.


Channel your power cousin. We are like… we are like the Dire Wolves of Earth’s ancient times. Larger and more powerful yes, but we are also smarter. We can use our powers of reasoning and our intelligence even when in our wolf forms. Just as your mind plots your attacks when you fight in human form, if you must fight in wolf form, use your mind as well, not just your instincts. Plot what you will do and then do not hesitate when you act. But never forget… be aware of everything around you and always be conscious that you are stronger in wolf form, but also more vulnerable.


 
Kalis remembered well those instructions… but on this day at this time… because of the anger he felt swelling within his breast, he forgot the second part of his cousin’s directions. The rage he felt at his father’s actions; at the Puma Bane’s open disrespect of the sister he had yet to discover, this all served to make Kalis act without following through. Fedor and Eirene still did not trust him or his motives he knew. In their shoes he would probably be the same way, but he desperately wanted to show them that he had indeed altered the course of his life, and he wanted to make up for all the wrongs he may have done. He would not know it until sometime later, but Eirene had already seen this very thing within him and she shared everything with her twin. She had been watching him in the mornings outside his shelter with Serale. Eirene had seen how he treated her. The peace that echoed around him and within his resonance whenever he held the beautiful young Hadarian woman in his arms was not something that he could fake. Serale was his mate now and Eirene had noticed how he doted upon her as if she was some precious gem, just as she had seen Fedor treat Iama, and just as her beautiful Miseo treated her. This was what Eirene had shared with Fedor and both of them were now beginning to see what their father and mother had told them about him was actually true.


EIRENE! DROP! Kalis screamed out within Mindvoice the instant he left his feet in the powerful leap. 


Eirene heard his authoritative voice within Mindvoice and instantly knew who it was. She hadn’t smelled him inside the cave with them but she did not question his order to her in the least. Eirene instantly commanded her body to go flaccid and in the blink of an eye she became like a limp noodle. Kirr could not move fast enough to compensate for his lost of control on her and Eirene watched with loved filled dark eyes as she dropped to the floor of the cavern and saw Kalis’s large wolf body already in the air above her. He was slightly larger than Fedor in wolf form, perhaps sixty pounds heavier and at least three inches taller at the shoulder. Eirene saw his massive paw rip forward with unrestrained power and precision. Kalis’s right front paw, nearly three inches across and equipped with black, steel like talons, slammed into Kirr’s face and neck like a hammer and tore open the entire side of his throat and cheek in one swipe. As Kirr’s body spun around, blood erupting from the mortal wound, Eirene snapped out with her leg and drove it into the side of Kirr’s kneecap. His leg snapped at the vulnerable joint and his body began to fall instantly from the powerful blow. He would die within seconds for Kalis’s blow had severed both of the arteries leading to his brain.

Kalis’s forward momentum was such that he continued over the top of Kirr’s falling body, his focus now on the arm of his father that held the sidearm on his Tenna For’mya. Kalis was a powerful young man to begin with and he was becoming a very powerful wolf. His leap carried him easily across the distance, his deadly blow to Kirr barely altering his course more than a fraction. He would not allow harm to come to the woman who had believed in him when others doubted. She had accepted him those first moments on that ship when she could have just as easily dismissed him and scorned him. All of his aunts had acted in a similar fashion towards him and this had helped him become accepted by many more people than otherwise would have believed in him at first. That was a gift that Kalis could never repay.


“Marshall! Look out!” The voice echoed in the cave.


One of the Puma Bane behind Fedor had seen Kalis leap and he began moving instantly. As he shouted the warning and imposed his body in front of his Marshall, he had no idea he had signed his own death warrant. Kalis was already committed and he did not hesitate in the least. His jaws clamped shut with nearly two thousand pounds per square inch of pressure, fracturing the Puma Bane’s shoulder and tearing open his lower neck like paper machete. As his wolf body drove the Puma Bane to the ground, he was shifting his physical form, but it was already too late.

The instant the Puma Bane behind him had brushed him aside to save Pusintin; Fedor had acted with all the speed and agility that his elven and wolf blood gave to him. He was spinning back, his right arm coming up and knocking the rifle away while he called three throwing knives from Flatspace. He had taken to wearing two Flatspace bands, one on either wrist, since he had become so good at using the knives in either hand. His skill didn’t fail him this time as he drove his left fist forward and stabbed both of the razor sharp blades into the Puma Bane soldier’s neck from only a foot away. The man’s eyes bugged out of his head at the horrible pain and he dropped his rifle as his hands reached for his mangled throat. Blood immediately filled his throat from his severed artery, and nothing he could do would stop that. He began gagging on the blood as he staggered back wrenching one of the knives out of his flesh. This only served to cause more damage as the blade tore through his esophagus on the way out. He essentially helped to kill himself by his actions and Fedor watched him drop to his knees, his hands clutched around his throat, blood spilling from between his fingers in a river.


Then the three shots thundered in the enclosed space of the cavern and Fedor’s eyes grew wide as he whirled.


“Mother!” He screamed as he saw For'mya falling backwards from where she had gotten to her feet. “NO!”


Eirene witnessed it all in slow motion even as she tried to move but knew she would not be able to stop it. She correctly screamed out Kalis’s name as he slammed back into For'mya, three large holes appearing in his chest and the force of the rounds throwing him back into For'mya from the force.


“NO!” For'mya screamed as she caught him in her arms and slumped back to the floor of the cave holding his muscular body watching as his blood rapidly began to soak through his uniform. “Kalis! No!”

Pusintin glared at his son in shock but feeling no pity at the moment. “Stupid boy!” He snarled angrily.

“Bastard!” Eirene was screaming as she leaped at him without thinking.

Pusintin turned only slightly and lashed out with the sidearm and smashed it across her face, knocking her sprawling across the cave floor. “Sit down bitch!” He shouted even as he whirled around and leveled the sidearm at Fedor’s face, pressing the barrel against his cheek. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you!” He snarled viciously. He reached out and wrapped his arm around Fedor’s neck, yanking him closer and keeping the sidearm jammed against his cheek. He snapped his head around and saw Eirene climbing to her feet, her wolf eyes and fangs now fully bared in anger. “Don’t move little bitch!” Pusintin snapped at her. “Or I will ventilate pretty boy’s head here!”

For'mya was tearing at Kalis’s shirt, pulling open the fabric to reveal the three holes in his chest which were leaking blood at an alarming rate. Two were just above his left nipple and the third was slightly under his nipple. The entire left side of his body was soaked in blood and he gripped her arm tightly in pain.

“Kalis!” She rasped out the words. “Stay with us Kalis! Stay here with us mandri!”

For'mya saw his dark blue eyes staring at her and as tears filled her eyes she saw the most exquisite expression of peace come over his face. Kalis coughed several times, blood spilling from between his lips and he nodded his head slowly.

“I… I will die Tenna… I will die… die proud of who… who I have become!” Kalis choked out the words.

For'mya shook her head vigorously as she clutched him tighter. “You won’t die Kalis!” She stammered as Eirene skidded to the floor beside her. “Not today! Do you hear me! You won’t die!” For'mya glared up at Pusintin then. “You… you have killed your son!” She screamed at him. “You fucking monster!”
Pusintin barely blinked an eye as he saw Eirene try to stem the flow of blood from the holes in Kalis’s chest by tearing parts of his shirt off and putting pressure on the wounds. “He was too stupid to stay on the winning side!” He growled. Pusintin jerked Fedor tighter around his neck. “Besides… I have got another son thanks to you! And you will give me more!”

“I will give you nothing!” For'mya screamed at him. “You are a vile beast and I hope you die in agony!”

Pusintin laughed at her. “It’s time to go elf bitch!” He leveled the sidearm at her head. “We’ll get out the same way Kalis got in! Now move!”

For'mya ignored him and began to help Eirene try to save Kalis. “I will go no where with you!” She hissed at him.

“You’ll go with me or I will blow his fucking head off right here!” Pusintin screamed as he placed the barrel of his weapon against Fedor’s temple.

“Kill us!” Fedor snarled at him. “We will never do anything you say! We will never go with you!”

“You want to live boy?” Pusintin spat at him.

Fedor glared into his eyes. “You raped my mother! You have killed my brother! I will never do anything you tell me! Never!”

“For'mya… tell him I will kill him!” Pusintin growled. “I will!”
“NO!” The male voice echoed all around them within the cavern. “The only death that follows now will be your own!”

For'mya’s eyes came up and grew wide as she saw the shadows just behind Pusintin begin to dissipate as if a vampire was revealing himself. Her eyes grew even wider as she saw first Zarah and then Lucia appear directly behind Pusintin and between them was a figure she had never expected to see in all her life.
Pusintin was tossing Fedor to the side even as he saw For'mya’s eyes go wide and he began to whirl around to defend himself. He would be far too slow as the tall and extremely well muscled Evolli standing between Zarah and Lucia struck twice with blinding speed. The short sword he wielded appeared to be forged from pure Dragon Armor, and with a powerful flick of his wrist it severed Pusintin’s right hand just below the elbow. The ARSOC sidearm went skittering across the floor of the cave, his fingers still wrapped around it. As Pusintin’s eyes went wide in shock and pain he felt the bite of the sword once more. The Evolli moved with finely tuned grace and speed, the blade slashing across Pusintin’s lower legs just above the knees and cleaning slicing through every tendon and ligament in both of his legs. Pusintin staggered slightly as he lost control of his legs and he dropped to the floor of the cavern his cries of pain echoing and his blood quickly beginning to pool around him. He groaned in agony as the Evolli moved gracefully to the side and motioning to Zarah and Lucia with his head. They didn’t hesitate and instantly blurred to where For'mya and Eirene were bent over Kalis. Lucia was pulling the small medical bag from her side as Zarah looked into For'mya’s wide eyes.

“Father is moments away!” She gasped. “Mother is with him!”

“Zarah?” For'mya questioned.

“Help us mother! We have to slow the bleeding until she gets here!” Zarah exclaimed as she began tearing away the last of Kalis’s shirt.

His name was Radem. 

And this day he was the Grim Reaper.

A hair’s breath under six foot tall, and for an Evolli he was an oddity, as most of their species never grew taller than five foot eight. He was leanly muscular as all Evolli males were, belying the strength that his body held within it. He was six hundred and nineteen years of age and in the prime of an Evolli’s lifespan. He was the herald of all his people could become now and his life’s story was known to only one individual who he had sworn a debt of honor. A man who had put him in a position to take vengeance for so many of his people who had been led astray.

“The… great… Marshall Pusintin.” He spoke the four words slowly with scorn and hate dripping from his tone as he circled where Pusintin was struggling painfully to get to his knees. “The butcher of innocent women and children. The great deceiver. The vicious lap dog to the fool Keleru’Puat. Look at you now!”

Pusintin finally managed to push his body to his knees and slump back on the heels of his boots but for some reason he could not move the rest of his body. He could feel a slight tingle in his feet and legs but did not understand what was happening to him. Pusintin tried to focus his eyes on Radem and they grew a little wider as recognition finally came to him.

“You… you!” He gasped.

Radem grinned evilly at him, his blood red eyes flaring brightly and his lamprey like lips parting in a vicious snarl. “You remember me?” He said. “Good. I am glad you remember me. It will be fitting. Do not worry Marshall Pusintin… you will not bleed out just yet.” Radem lifted the glittering sword, the blade stained with his blood. “A gift from a wondrous friend who was once my most hated enemy. Forged from pure Dragon Armor by the Weapons Master Nehtes himself. It is the first time I have used it. And it will be the last. You see… the blade is laced with Axsomil. It is a unique compound that causes clotting of the blood almost instantly. It is why you have not already bled to death. A quick death would be far too good for you. One you do not deserve. 
“My friend made me a promise not so long ago. He is known by many names among the stars my friend, but he is known to me only as one. It is a name that was once a curse in my people’s language and yet is now sung by our children with joy and honor. It is a name that he carries because of you and your actions. I believe you have met him once already. On Hadaria. Do you remember what he said to you that day Marshall? Do you remember what words Soul Slayer spoke to you that day?” Radem didn’t see For'mya’s head whip around when he spoke that name and gaze at him with wide eyes. “Do you remember what Androcles Leonidas said to you that day?”

Pusintin’s eyes grew a little wider. “Androcles?” He rasped out the word.

Radem smiled once more and withdrew a small holoimager from the small pouch he wore on his side. “Soul Slayer would like to speak with you Marshall Pusintin.” He stated as he placed the imager on the floor of the cavern. 

For'mya came to her feet. “Andro!” She questioned. “How do you know Andro? What is going on? Who are you?”

Radem looked at her as he stood back up and bowed his head to her reverently. “Your questions will be answered my Queen.” He said respectfully.

For'mya’s eyes grew wide. “Queen?” She gasped. “You… you are Evolli! The Evolli do not recognize the Union leadership!”

Radem reached up to his wrist and tapped the small console that resided there. “If only you knew how wrong you were my Queen.”

The holoimager flared to life causing For'mya to stumble back somewhat in surprise. The glow of the imager encompassed nearly half of the cavern itself indicating great power from the generation point and suddenly standing in the cave with them was the nearly crystal clear image of her son Androcles. He looked agitated and wore his combat armor, which she could see was stained with heavy spots blood.

“Radem!” Andro’s voice boomed out echoing off the walls of the cavern. He seemed to be looking around until his azure colored eyes came to rest in front of him where the Evolli stood. “Radem! You sent the signal! Is it… is it done?”
“Nearly so Soul Slayer. Nearly so.” Radem answered with great respect. 
“Androcles?” For'mya gasped causing Andro’s eyes to shift towards where she stood to the side.

Andro’s eyes grew wider. “Mother?” He gasped. “What… you are safe? Fedor and Eirene? They are…” Andro’s brow furrowed somewhat as he finally sensed the tremors within the Etheric realm and his eyes shifted to where Zarah and Lucia were continuing to work on Kalis with Eirene. For'mya gasped as Andro’s imager walked right through her as he stepped over to where they were and she turned her eyes to follow him. “Kalis!” His voice rasped.

Zarah glanced up at his image as if expecting this very thing For'mya saw which only added to her confusion. Eirene had shifted her body over and held Kalis’s head in her lap almost instinctively knowing that Zarah and Lucia would know more about what to do. Fedor was now beside his sister and looking down at him as well. “He’s hurt bad fervon.” Zarah spoke to his image. “Mother is seconds away but he is fading fast. One of the rounds must have nicked his heart!”

“Kalis!” Andro shouted his name causing Kalis’s eyes to jerk open and his head to come up slightly. They grew a little wider in confusion as he saw the holographic image of his cousin coming to rest on one knee beside him. It was an odd thing, for his arm and part of his shoulder disappeared inside Zarah’s upper body. 
“An… Andro? Here? How can…” He rasped out the word his blue eyes confused. 

“You are my family Kalis Leonidas.” Andro told him softly. 

“I… I forgot the… second rule… rule you told me Andro.” Kalis spoke with bloody lips as they curled into a half smile. “They are… safe… yes? My brother… and sister are safe?”

Eirene had tears pouring from her eyes as she reached up and took his head in her hands. “We are here Kalis.” She said. “You saved us! You saved mother!”

Kalis’s eyes closed as if accepting his fate with that knowledge. “Then… then I have succeeded… succeeded in my… task.” As his eyes slowly closed.
Fedor reached out now. Even with what Eirene had been telling him, Fedor still did not want to believe that Kalis had indeed changed. All his doubts had been erased the moment Kalis had stepped in front of his mother and imposed his body between her and Pusintin. In that split second Fedor had seen the determination and purpose in his blue eyes. he took Kalis’s hand within his.

“There is… there is more to do fervon.” Fedor choked out the words.

Andro nodded his head. “Our brother is correct Kalis.” He stated calmly. “You have much still to do. Kalis… look at me fervon.”

Kalis’s eyes fluttered open once more. “It… it hurts Andro.” He stammered.

“Kalis… open your mind. What… what gives you peace now my brother? What gives you the most joy?” Andro asked him.

“Serale.” Kalis answered instantly.

“Then you grab onto her and don’t let go!” Andro urged him. “Allow her resonance to keep you here fervon. She won’t let you go Kalis. Stay with her in the light cousin. My mother Anja is moments away and she will save you… but you need to fight. You need to grab your love for Serale and wrap it around you! Stay within the light of her love for your cousin. Stay within the light of all those who love you. Fedor and Eirene are here with you and they won’t leave.”

“No!” Eirene cried. “Never! You can’t… you can’t leave us now! Not when we have so much to discover!”

“He was… he was always weak.” Pusintin croaked out the words from behind him.
Radem didn’t hesitate and hit Pusintin with a backhand from his clawed three fingered hand and sent him sprawling. “Be silent worm!” He screamed. “His actions this day show he is more than you will ever be!”

Andro’s eyes closed in the image and he rose to his feet still looking at Kalis. “You have much yet to do cousin. And I will see you soon enough to thank you for what you have done.” Andro turned and looked at For'mya who was still standing and looking shocked. He saw the blood on her lips now. “Mother… you are…”

For'mya lifted her hand and wiped the blood away. “This is nothing!” She answered him quickly. “What… Andro what is going on? How are you…? Who is he?”

Andro turned and looked at Radem once more. “He is a friend and the mechanism of my justice.” He answered her before walking back over to where Radem still stood beside Pusintin very alert. “Get him up Radem.” He said.

Radem didn’t hesitate and jerked Pusintin back to his knees with a groan of pain from him. He looked at Andro in the image. “He saved them Soul Slayer.” He spoke. “The boy Kalis and his actions… it gave me enough time to act. I wasn’t fast enough though.”
Andro shook his head. “Kalis will live Radem and it is not your fault.” He said. “What does Manda report?”

“All those ships I orbit and aligned with this worm have been destroyed.” Radem told him. “She left no survivors. Those that broke from him she is no encircling to insure they will follow their own oaths. Another force is on the surface and waiting for contact. The team Zarah sent to insure this should have reached them by now. They would have reported if things were amiss. There were far more than you first thought Soul Slayer.”

Andro nodded his head. “I suspected as much from my father’s reports.” He said. “I have asked you to stop calling me that Radem.”

Radem shook his head. “It is a name my people gave to you in a dark time and it is a name now spoken with great reverence. I will not dishonor that.”

Andro allowed a long breath to release from his chest and he looked at his uncle. “You did not truly believe you could beat my father did you?” He asked softly. “You did not think you could fool him in such a way?” He spoke as he moved around where Pusintin knelt, his back finally moving around to face the entrance of the cavern. “You are nothing more than a cancer uncle. A lecherous cancer that destroys all it touches. A very large and shameful stain upon the name of our family.”
“You… you and your father don’t have… don’t have the balls to kill me yourselves!” Pusintin spat at the image of Androcles, blood coming from his lips. “You have to… you have to get… this fuck to do it for you!”

“Did you truly believe that you and Keleru could hide what you have done?” Andro snarled at him. “My father discovered it less than a year after the war ended! He discovered what you did! The coercion, the threats, the payoffs! All so that you could set the Evolli against us! You financed the coup against the rightful government! You supplied them, funded them, and now sixty-five million of their people are dead! Their planets in ruin! Their people having to scrap together an existence because of your actions! They were once proud members of the Union and you took that away from them! You took choice away from them! Just as you take choice from everything you touch! Radem… Radem has more right to be here than any of us!”

Pusintin glared up at Androcles, hatred fueling his actions as he struggled against the pain and climbed to his feet, slumped over slightly as he held his handless arm against his side. “The strong… the strong will always rule the weak!” He spat. “The weak shall… the weak shall fall!”

“And that is why you fail.” Andro told him.

“You… you need to use trickery!” Pusintin snarled. “You have to use… deceit in order to… in order to succeed! You… you and my brother are cowards!”

“And what exactly have you done?” Andro asked him. “You used deceit and lies to push a people to war! A war that did not have to be fought! You used deceit and lies to force yourself upon my elven mother!” Andro screamed now. “You try to kill your own mother! Your own brother! What are these? Deeds of honor? They are actions of a man with no honor! And no soul! Grandfather Leonidas quakes with shame and anger within the heavens at all you have done!”

“You… you know nothing boy!” Pusintin shouted.

“That is where you are wrong Uncle.” Andro said. “I know that you will no longer exist when this day ends. Your stench will be forever removed from the living when the sun sets. And I know that grandmother, grandfather and my father will be better for it.”

“Who… who are you!” Pusintin screamed. “Who are you to decide my fate?”

Androcles didn’t see the cavern entrance suddenly fill with bodies as Martin, Aricia and Anja were the first to burst into the cave. Martin’s dark brown eyes instantly went to where he saw Pusintin and his first step was towards him. It was For'mya who stopped him, grabbing him around his waist and holding him.

“No Martin!” She stammered in a soft voice.

“Kinsoaurgai?” He gasped. “What is…?”

“Melyanna!” For'mya gasped looking at Anja’s wide jade green eyes but holding Martin tightly. “Kalis is gravely wounded my love! Hurry!”

Anja didn’t hesitate and sprinted to where she saw Zarah frantically motioning her over. Dysea, Cirith and Isabella filled the entrance to the cave room now, Danny and Julie almost knocking them over as they filled the entrance way as well.

“Fuck me!” Danny was the one to gasp as he saw the life sized image of Androcles and the Evolli standing on either side of a wounded Pusintin.
“Who am I?” Androcles’s booming voice filled the cavern now, drawing all of their attention. “I am the first born son of my father!” Andro screamed at him. “I am Spartan! I am dragon! I am Dahakoan! The Eternal Guardian of my family! I am death incarnate to those who would do them harm! No more will my family suffer the likes of you and others like you! Your death and the death of the creature that defiled my sister will be the echo of what will happen should any attempt to harm them in such a way again!” Zarah’s head came up from where she was beside Anja at his words, as did Isabella’s. “My reach is infinite and it extends across the stars as you have discovered this day my dear Uncle! You will not leave this cave alive! And when you are dead… your soul will burn in the pits of jorbhe for all time because of what you have done!”

“I’m not… I’m not dead boy!” Pusintin laughed. “You… you and your father… you can’t even get that right!”

Androcles smiled a cruel smile looking at his uncle. “Oh… but you are dead Uncle.” He spoke the words. “Even as we speak you are dying! I told you on the planet of my mother’s birth that I was not to be the instrument of your death. You were just too stupid to know what I was speaking of.”
“You… don’t have the balls to kill me!” Pusintin choked.

Androcles shook his head. “No Uncle… what you perceive as a lack of courage to spill your blood is actually honor. Blood before all else. That is what my father taught us from the moment we entered this world. Never take the blood of family for that is the highest form of dishonor we could suffer. That is the reason he did not kill you on Earth all those years ago you stupid man! My father has more honor in a strand of his hair then you have residing in your entire body! Honor! That is the only reason why you have lived since that day. And because of that honor he has bore a shame that is not his to bear! Because of that honor, it allowed you to take one of my mother’s from her rightful place and it allowed you to taint another with your foul essence! He would gut you where you stand for what you have done to my elven mother if he was here!” Androcles snarled not realizing that Martin and the others were watching in silence behind his image. “And in doing so he would forever bear the shame of having to kill his own blood. A shame that I alone will carry because of Leruk.”
“He… he was my son!” Pusintin screamed.

“He was a vile cancer!” Andro retorted. “Just as you are uncle. I was unable to hold my anger in check at what he had done to my Drow wife and I acted without thinking. I took his life from him for what he had done. I violated the most sacred oath to my father that I will ever make. To always watch over my blood. To never bring harm to my blood. I violated that oath because of you. I am tainted because of you. That is the shame I will now carry for the rest of my days. It is not however, a shame or dishonor I will allow my father to bear. Ever.
“I give you the instrument of your death Uncle. A species that you and so many others thought you could manipulate and control. A species you caused me to hate with every fiber of my being for what I perceived they had done. At least for a short time. Until the veil of hate and anger lifted from me and I saw them for what they are. What you and Keleru twisted!” Andro smiled to himself. “No… what my father has done is to take everything from you. The children you thought to use against us in your failed bid to reclaim the throne that was never yours, they are now among the only family they will ever need. They are my brother and sister. Karun has embraced his blood and even now fights to bring down that fool Keleru. Your daughter Nikkei, well she has been adopted by Pian’Nruarani and become a member of their Pride. And Jalersi… well she happily carries the first of Pian’s children within her womb. And Kalis… my father showed Kalis everything you should have shown him as his father. Everything you held back from him. And now he has embraced his family and his blood. And he will go forward without the shame or dishonor you inflicted upon him. You could… you could have been so much more Uncle. Now… now you will be nothing but a memory.”

Andro held out his hand and pointed to Radem. “You see the sword Radem carries? It is his signature weapon and his skill with it equals anyone alive today. I should know for I have trained with him on more than one occasion. I had it forged for him with but one purpose. To bring about your death. The further away my father drew you, the easier it became. You see… the blade is coated with Axsomil.”

This brought Anja’s head whipping around and the glow from where her hands had been positioned on Kalis’s chest vanished as she came to her feet.

“Axsomil is a particularly potent poison Uncle.” Andro continued. “There is only one cure for it and it must be administered within several hours of infection. Unfortunately for you Uncle, the only cure is within Lycavorian Union territory. Only one of our hospitals could save you. I needed something that my mother could not heal with her wondrous gifts in case my father could not bring himself to let you die such a death. Axsomil is part bacteria and part toxin from what my sister Eli tells me and the Lycavorian healing factor cannot counter its affects. It is probably why you already feel a tingling in your extremities. Taking your hand from you was enough, but I see Radem wanted to be very sure in his actions, and he removed your ability to leave what will now be your tomb. At least for a time. 

“What will happen is this Uncle. Soon the bacteria in Axsomil will begin to eat away at your bones… it has a taste for the minerals in our bones. It will dissolve every single bone in your body until all that it is left is powder. As the bacteria eats your bones, the toxin will slowly spread to every organ of your body and slowly liquefy it from the inside. It will be monstrously painful from what my sister tells me. You will be able to feel your life leaving you Uncle. Just as you have watched the life of millions leave them because of your hand, now you can bear witness to your own death and the pain you have caused so many others in a similar manner. And should anyone attempt to put you out of your misery by perhaps shooting you, Axsomil acts as a blood clottier as well. It is why you are not dead now from loss of blood.
“I have discovered many things about myself these last weeks and months Uncle. Some of it was because of your actions.” Andro spoke more softly. Andro turned his head slightly and for the first time he saw his father and mothers standing behind him with the rest of his family. He saw the look in his father’s eyes and but said nothing. 

“Foremost among them is the burning hatred I have for those who would do my family harm!” Andro spoke as he turned back around and looked at Pusintin. “Dying in battle is one thing… a glorious thing… but what you and Dante Moran have done is beyond hideous. And now… both of you will reap the actions of what you have done. And soon Keleru will join you in jorbhe Uncle. Pian has far more support and loyalty among the masses than you and that fool Keleru can begin to imagine. Your mistake was placing your hands upon one who I worship just as much as the woman who brought me into this world. Just as I worship all those I call mother. That was your mistake Uncle.”

Androcles didn’t see For'mya burst into tears as Aricia and Dysea squeezed her between them, their arms pulling her close as Isabella and Cirith pressed close to them.

“I am my father’s son!” Andro spoke forcefully once more. “I am Dahakoan! I am the eternal wrath of the Leonidas name towards any who would do us harm in such insidious ways. You Uncle… you are not even a shadow of the man my father is and will yet become! You are not worthy to even walk in that shadow! And when this day is done and your pitiful remains are collected and scattered to the stars, my father, my grandfather, my grandmother… and all who bear the blood of a Leonidas within their veins will breathe a little easier. They will breathe easier for the final stain upon our name will forever reside in the darkness of the abyss, where it forever belongs. And then… then we can begin to repair all your deeds have done.” Androcles watched as Pusintin could only meet his eyes for a few seconds before he slumped over in pain and settled to the ground. Andro shook his head in disgust and turned to the side and his bright azure eyes fell upon Zarah who was also standing now beside Anja. The near glowing of his eyes caused everyone to gasp softly. “Zarah… my sister.”
Zarah stepped forward. “Fervon?” She spoke softly.

“I am settling accounts now arande.” Andro spoke. “Dante Moran is ours now my lovely Zarah. We have taken the ship he was on and his blood is mine. Reach for the future arande… for tomorrow your past will join this monster in the abyss. And you will finally be free.”
Lucia stepped up to Zarah, her arm encircling her waist as tears flooded Zarah’s eyes and she clutched Lucia to her tightly.

Andro turned back and looked at Radem. “Radem!” He said.

“Soul Slayer?”

“You will insure my Uncle’s fate.” He told him. “When he is dead… contact Manda and she will send a ship. I will not have his remains tainting the first planet outside our galaxy that will be home to Lycavorian and so many others. Burn what remains and them scatter them to the stars as we discussed.”

“It will be done Soul Slayer.” Radem spoke bowing his head.

“Your debt to me is repaid my friend.” Androcles said. “If there ever was one. Return to your people and continue to help them rebuild what was lost. You will have my full support in all that you do. As will the ruling Quorum.”

Radem shook his head. “I am no politician Soul Slayer. You know this better than anyone alive. The Quorum is guided by those much wiser than me and with your tenna Deia working with them, they can push the Evolli forward. And perhaps regain the respect and honor we once held.” He said. “With the blessing and permission of the King and Queens… I will remain and assist in whatever way I can.”
Androcles turned and fully faced his father now. His image was still clear and he took a deep breath as if a great weight had been lifted from his shoulders. At least for a time.

“Father?” He asked.

Martin Leonidas was not often a man without words and on this day, at this time he found he did not know what to say. He nodded his head slowly. “Ummm… ok.” He stepped forward quickly. “Androcles…”

“No father.” He spoke softly. “Take my mothers from this cave father. Take our family and friends from there and continue what you set out to do. It is done now father. It is done and now we can move into the future. I must… I must go now father. We will see you in a few weeks and then we can talk.” Andro met his father’s dark eyes. “I love you father. I love all of you.”
Aricia came up next to Martin, pressing her body against his side as she usually did as she gazed at her son in the image. His azure eyes duplicates of her own.

“And we love you Androcles.” She stated with tears in her eyes.

They saw Andro nod and then he looked in another direction and saw him nod his head once more. The holo image vanished instantly as the feed was ended from its transmission point and then he was gone. Martin turned as For'mya stepped up to him now and he swept her into his embrace, inhaling deeply of her orchid scent.

“Martin?” She gasped softly.

Danny stepped up to Martin now and saw his dark brown eyes focus on him. “Fervon… what… what the hell just happened?” He asked. “Did you… did you know about this?”

Martin shook his head slowly. “I had no idea.” He answered honestly.

“Fuck… me!” Colin spoke slowly from beside Julie at the entrance to the cave room. “Jules… make sure you remind me often to never… ever… piss off the Skipper’s son.”

“Ain’t that the nubous truth?” Julie spoke in agreement. 

“What the hell does Dahakoan mean?” Kenny asked now. “What did he mean when he said he was dragon?”
Julie looked at him. “You can bet that whatever it means… it can’t be good for the bad guys.” She said.

“Shit! You think?” Cody exclaimed.

Radem smiled to himself as he drove the tip of his sword into the soft ground and knelt beside the sword preparing himself to fulfill his duty.

“And Soul Slayer has spoken.” He said softly so that no one could hear him. “Soul Slayer has spoken.”

