CHAPTER FORTY-TWO
AUSTROVA
2.3 KILOMETERS FROM COREN RE MYDALA’S ESTATE


The lights of the city in the distance and the many homes along its banks reflecting off the river gave it a beautiful glow along its entire length Sherice thought to herself. It stretched for many miles outside of the city; Arduri telling her it began in the mountains far to the north and ended up nearly a hundred and eighty miles to the south. As she allowed her soft blue eyes to scan the banks of the river with her keen wolf vision, Sherice couldn’t help the feelings of contentment and happiness that filled her now, no matter their situation. As she glanced out of the corner of her eyes, the source of those blissful emotions lay on the hard metal roof beside her behind the massive sniper rifle. Given whom her mother was, and the closeness that she had with all of the Leonidas children and the Royal family as a whole, Sherice shouldn’t have been taken by surprise at the emotions that flowed through her now. Growing up within Sparta and seeing the unquestioned love of the Leonidas family as well as her own family and so many others within Sparta, it should have been expected. These particular emotions had taken her completely off guard however, and they had blossomed and grew too powerful to resist far faster than even she had expected. It had all been so confusing to her at first… that was until she had made the call. 
Sherice remembered the conversation with her beloved Lycavorian father as if it was yesterday. It was something she would never forget.

“Papa… I… I was looking for mother.”


The stern but handsome face of her Lycavorian father filled the holo transmission from her parent’s home within Sparta. She had not expected him to be home at this time of the day considering his duties and she was hoping to speak with her mother Thr’won. 

“Your mother is in Eden City assisting Deia with her upcoming speech there.” Dansel answered her question. “She won’t return until this evening. Aren’t you deployed with Prince Androcles Sherice? Why are you calling? Is something wrong?”


Sherice shook her head quickly. “No, nothing is wrong father. I was just hoping to speak with mother about something.” 


That is when her father’s bright blue eyes narrowed and the corner of his mouth curled slightly upward as it always had when he knew she wasn’t being completely truthful as a child. Sherice adored her father and always had. He was a stern Spartan yes, but he was the most loving man she had ever known. He worshiped the ground her mother Thr’won walked upon and even after over five hundred years together, it was like watching newly mated wolves when they were together. Dansel was a powerful Lycavorian Alpha wolf of very pure blood and the opportunity to take other mates had presented itself to him in the past, yet he had never stopped to consider them. He had once told Sherice that her mother Thr’won was the only woman who could cause his Alpha blood to burn as it did. The day he had turned her and made her his mate was the finest day of his life. Sherice also knew that her mother loved him shamelessly in return.

This was a love that they had showered upon their six children, four daughters and two boys, Sherice being the oldest. She had been born two years before the return of King Leonidas, a time when her mother was very active within Sparta as the senior mage and advisor. When it was officially known who King Leonidas was, her mother became even more important and her authority and influence grew. This only made her father even prouder of the woman he had chosen to spend his days with, and he encouraged Thr'won to be as active as she felt the need to be.  It was often her father who doted on her and her sisters while her mother took care of business within Sparta and across Earth as the First Oracle’s trusted Assistant and finally the Senior Oracle for all of Earth. 
Sherice had grown up among the Spartan instructors just like her father and was every bit as skilled as any young male wolf. Her father and others had taught her everything they knew, preparing her for her Agoge for weeks until she was ready. Dansel was a traditional Spartan soldier and senior member of the Durcunusaan now and he adhered too many of the ancient customs, but he was not adverse to change and new things which made him very unique in many ways. Sherice had never been afraid to speak to her father about anything at all when she was growing. Her five siblings had arrived after the return of the King, two of her sisters within the first two years, but Sherice had always remained her father’s favorite.


Dansel looked at his oldest daughter in the transmission and reached out to pull the chair closer to him as he sat down. “What is wrong Sherice?” He asked her.


“What makes you think there is something wrong?” She spoke trying to deflect the focus away from her.


“You are the oldest of our children Sherice.” Dansel told her. “I have taught you all I know and held nothing back…”


“That is because I am the oldest Papa! My brothers are not yet of age for their Agoges.” Sherice said with a smile.


“I am as proud of you as I would be of any son of mine that your mother has given me. You are my first born Sherice; the anchor that holds all of your siblings together.” Dansel stated confidently. “Give your mother and I time Sherice, we are still young you know! We will give you and your sisters more brothers; to even things out as your mother says.” He finished with a smile.

Sherice smiled and laughed softly. “I know Papa.” She answered knowingly for her mother and she had spoken of that very thing before she had left. “Mother has been talking about it as well.”


“What troubles you daughter?” Dansel asked. “I know my oldest child well enough to know that you would not call from half a galaxy away unless something troubled you.”


Sherice took a deep breath. “Papa I have met someone.” She told him. “He is someone who…” Sherice met her father’s eyes. “Papa, he causes my wolf blood to sing joyously to the moon. He is someone who…”

“It is the Kavalian that Androcles wanted you to assist with his Etheric powers isn’t it?” Dansel questioned. “The one that he touched and granted our Etheric gift of Mindvoicing to isn’t it?”


“Mother told you what I was doing?” Sherice asked surprised. She shouldn’t have been shocked she knew, for her father, like many of the older Alpha wolves that were born and raised in Sparta had educated themselves in dozens of different fields over the years. The better to be prepared to face whatever came their way he had always told her. Sherice knew it was a matter of pride with them however and her father now held an advanced degree in engineering and was considered an exceptionally powerful Mindvoicer, one of the strongest within Sparta and on Earth.

“Your mother and I keep no secrets from each other Sherice.” He answered. “You know that. The Durcunusaan knew that Androcles wanted her to recommend someone and she chose you. Your Etheric skills are nearly the equal of your mother and selecting you was an easy decision for her. The Feravomir agreed.”


“Papa, you know that I allowed Falo to scent me?” Sherice told him.


“I am your father! Of course I would know this!” He stated.


“I thought Falo… I thought he was the one Papa.” Sherice said. “He is strong and smart and he smells nice but, carians papa, he does not compare to Cowen.”


“Tell me what you feel Sherice.” Dansel told.


“Cowen is wild papa; so very wild and delicious.” Sherice said wistfully. “He is so different than what we have been raised to believe about Kavalians. He is smart and thoughtful and so very powerful. His scent is like, it is like warm, roasted walnuts and it fills my head and my blood even when I am not around him papa! I want to give myself to him but I do not want to dishonor you and mother.”


Dansel’s eyes grew wide. “Dishonor us?” He exclaimed. “Sherice you could never dishonor your mother and I! Why would you think such a thing?”


“I let Falo scent me Papa.” Sherice said. “He believes we are a couple now. I thought we were a couple until I met Cowen. Now I don’t know. You have… you are a traditional Spartan papa, and that is how you raised us to be. I…”


“What does your blood and your heart tell you Sherice?” Dansel asked his daughter. “You are half elf but you are still an Alpha female. What does your blood and heart call for daughter?”


“They scream for Cowen papa.” She answered instantly. “They scream for him to the very heavens. It is not something I ever expected. I didn’t even care for him in the beginning.”


“Then you act on that daughter!” Dansel spoke firmly. “If this Cowen does this to you, then you act on it! Your mother and I have never questioned your instincts Sherice. I will not question them now over some silly notion that because Falo scented you, that you now belong to him. You are not mates! If another man stirs your blood enough to have you question what you feel for Falo then it is your right to explore this. And chose him if that is your desire!”


“He is the one Papa.” Sherice said. “I know he is the one. I feel it in my heart of hearts.”


Dansel nodded his head. “Then I expect you to act as the Spartan daughter I raised you to be.” He told her. “I will deal with this Falo.”

“Cowen is Kavalian father.” Sherice said softly. 


“I do not care if he is a green alien from across the stars!” Dansel replied with firm confidence. “If he has stolen the heart of my oldest daughter then he stands above all others.”


Sherice smiled. “Thank you papa.” She said.


Dansel laughed. “Do not thank me.” He said happily. “You do not need my permission to pursue what your wolf blood tells you daughter. You never have. All I ask is that you are sure of your actions.”


“I am sure father.” Sherice said.


“Then I look forward to meeting this Cowen.” Dansel spoke. “And we will share mugs of Spartan wine and talk of the future.”


“I don’t know when we will return papa.” Sherice said.


“Then do your duty daughter and be safe.” Dansel said. “I will tell your mother when she returns and we will pray for you out there among the stars.”


“As I do for both of you Papa.” Sherice said.


Sherice had done exactly what her father told her to do. She acted on what her wolf blood called for her to do. And she was so very delighted she had.


Last night had been the most incredibly erotic and pleasurable evening of her young life and what made it even better was that she knew it would continue for centuries to come. She had gone to Cowen’s room, unable to contain the burning of her blood for the massive and very shy Kavalian. Cowen had been surprised yes, but that had not lasted long however. Apparently his emotions were running just as hot as hers. It had taken some nudging on Sherice’s part, but what had followed had been the most explosive, passionate and fulfilling night of sex in her life. Cowen’Shan may not have been Lycavorian, but you would have been hard pressed to convince Sherice of that last night. He had practically torn her clothes from her and then proceeded to spend the next hour simply worshiping her lithe body in ways she had never imagined a man could. He had explored and tasted every curve of her body, leaving nothing undiscovered. His short, light brown fur was so very soft and Sherice couldn’t keep herself from running her long fingers through his fur no matter where on his huge frame it was as his lips and tongue and hands explored every inch of her body. And his tail… what he had done to her with his tail was simply divine.

Cowen’s six foot four body dwarfed her in size, the muscles bulging under his short fur, but for all his size, Sherice had never met a man so gentle but so zealous in his love making. There was nothing he did that came close to the many things she had heard about Kavalians and how they forced their females to be submissive. If anything, Cowen’Shan went out of his way to be the complete opposite. When it finally came time for Sherice to see and experience all he had to give her, she had descended into a world of decadent pleasure that shook her body and her soul right to its core. Sherice was no stranger to men but Cowen filled her in a way that no man had ever been able to do. He was so thick and so long and when she finally grew accustom to his enormous size, he began to make love to her with a fervor that was unmatched by any wolf or elven man that had ever shared her bed. Her half Lycavorian and half elven body was wrapped within his powerful arms the entire time, as one earth shattering orgasm after another piled atop each other. When Cowen finally reached his own peak and the bulb at the base of his huge cock expanded and locked them together Sherice simply screamed in absolute harmony.


A full hour they had remained locked together that first time and during that time they had stroked each other’s bodies and spoke in soft whispers of love and devotion. His soft lips showered her shoulders and neck with fluttering kisses even as his tail danced across her thighs and along her lower back. Cowen did not hold back from her, he didn’t want to, for she had already seen the most private parts of his mind during her schooling of him. It was Sherice who began the next bout of love making between them, and Cowen had allowed her to take the lead. And for a glorious hour Sherice had ridden him, sweat adorning both of their bodies and his amazing cock never ceasing to cause rapturous orgasms to ripple through her, even as her whimpers of delight echoed softly in the room. When she sensed he could no longer hold back, Sherice slammed herself down upon his huge cock one last time and felt that wondrous bulb expand once more, locking their groins together as his hot passion erupted deep within her. Sherice had collapsed into an exhausted heap upon his chest utterly spent after that and while his hands and tail stroked her skin once more, she drifted off into a content filled sleep.


That is where she had awoken this morning. The warmth of his fur covered body and his powerful arms encircling her waist made her feel safer at that moment than at any time in her life. 


“Archangel Team One is in position Angel Base.” Cowen’s deep voice jarred her out of her incredible memories as he spoke into his COM implant and she scooted closer to him.


It had been Cowen’s idea to have a Sniper Team higher up than the others in an over watch position, which meant putting them across the river from Coren Re Mydala’s estate on the roof of this building that had not yet opened to the public. Four other teams were lower to the ground and set up in different locations but only Cowen could see the entire estate from his position. This also meant a larger sniper rifle with more range and once more, only Cowen had the skill and experience in distance shooting to handle the Lycavorian Union’s largest and most lethal sniper rifle. 
The Union H21A CHAOS was designed and manufactured after King Leonidas returned because of his penchant for durable and reliable weapons. The H21A was the heaviest and longest ranged sniper rifle known to exist today. Cowen’s eyes had lit up when he had seen the weapon and Sherice couldn’t help but chuckle at his reaction. It was chambered for the ancient, human .50 caliber projectile round, but each and every bullet was hand crafted and loaded. Each round was tipped with a Dragon Armor casing wrapped around a tiny plasma explosive tip. In tests, the H21A had killed targets over four kilometers away with a one hundred percent success ratio. The action and barrel had been reworked when it was redesigned, the different materials used to manufacture it lighter than what they once were, but it was still a heavy weapon and looked nearly identical in looks to its grandfather, the .50 caliber Barrett Sniper Rifle. It had also been proven to be able to punch through thin layers of most known metal and light armor if used by a superior marksman. Cowen’Shan was such a shooter.

Cowen turned his head and let his eyes gaze at Sherice as he felt her press up against his side and lift the macro-binos to her eyes to scan the area. The sun was going down but the glow on the horizon made her skin shimmer in beauty. Cowen too remembered the night before and what it meant for his future. In all of his wildest dreams, never once did he imagine he would have a beauty such as Sherice. There were Kavalian females who were equally as beautiful but something about Sherice gave her the edge over them. She was his, of that he had no doubt. She had professed as much to him over and over while they pleasured each other. He had done the same, whispering words of love to her while he allowed her to swim within his mind. Feeling her lush body in his arms was all it took to prove to him that this was no dream and waking with her sprawled upon his chest and sleeping peacefully was all the reward he ever wanted. His life now rested beside him; his life and his future. Cowen had allowed the instincts his father had secretly instilled in him to come out, for he no longer needed to hide these values and ideals among these men and women. He had acted as his father taught him to act. Sherice was a precious gem to him now, one for which he would gladly kill or be killed. His heart belonged to her and she had made it abundantly clear just this morning as they laid in bed that he now belonged to her. He let his eyes wander over her delicately curved half elven ears and the curve or her jaw. Her blond hair was pulled into a tight pony tail as most of the female Durcunusaan and soldiers of the Union did.

“Visibility will be down to nothing in about an hour.” Sherice spoke softly. “You’ll have to use the Low Light Spectral Imaging scope.”

“I know.” Cowan said seeing her face turn to his as she lowered the binos.


Sherice saw his beautiful, feline like hazel colored eyes gazing on her and she felt a shudder of delight ripple through her.

“Sherice I…” He began to speak.


Sherice covered his lips with two fingers quickly and shook her head. She leaned over and replaced her fingers with her lips and kissed him lovingly. It was a slow, lingering kiss of total devotion and commitment. “I am yours Cowen’Shan. I am yours and you are mine.” She said softly. 


“Are you certain?” He asked wanting one more confirmation.


Sherice smiled brilliantly. “I am more certain about us than anything else in my life.” She told him. 


Cowen’s eyes glittered at her words. “As am I.” He stated.


“Good. Now let’s do this, so that we can have more nights like we did last night.” Sherice told him seductively. “Twice was not nearly enough with my new husband and mate, though it was absolutely divine.”


“Yes it was.” He agreed.


“Archangel Team One, do you have eyes on the entire estate?” The male voice sounded over their COM implants and Cowen smiled and stole a kiss from Sherice before turning his head back to his scope.


“Affirmative Angel Base.” Cowen answered. “I will be switching to Low Light Spectral Vision shortly.”


“Acknowledged Team One. Be advised… only secure transmissions from here on out. We will be using the newly issued communications designators. Confirm?”

“Confirmed Angel Base.” Sherice answered for them.


General Vengal had sent out the word from Earth and it had reached them only the night before. Admiral Sa’sur had passed it on to them in the daily briefing. The new Communications Designators had been designed in such a way that they were easy to remember, but it would not be simple to pinpoint who exactly was being talked about. Vengal had taken a page from the ancient Secret Service Agency that had once protected the President of the United States back when there had been such a country. Only the Durcunusaan or those close to the Royal family would have the official code words of each Leonidas family member, while their Spartan call signs would remain the same with only minor adjustments to add Fedor and Eirene to the list, as well as Kalis and Karun now. Their sister Nikkei had also received a similar number, but since she had chosen to remain with her mother and follow more the calling of her Kavalian blood, her call sign would remain inactive for now. 
Due to his penchant for being so protective of his siblings and his family altogether, Androcles Leonidas would now be known as Archangel among the Durcunusaan. His Spartan call sign would not change from Spartan 11, with Sadi and his other wives and mates carrying a letter designator after the number 11. The King and Queens were Spartan One through Spartan Seven, while Gorgo was Spartan Eight, Deia Spartan Nine and Daniel Simpson Spartan Ten.
“Archangel Team Four is in position and Team Lead would like a description of the area while she aligns the cameras.” The voice stated.

Cowen settled behind the scope as Sherice lifted her binos once more.


“…Sniper teams are all in place.” Murano spoke as he reentered the room Coren had used for his office for nearly a hundred years. 

He now wore Union Body armor but still carried his Saber Staff and an additional K12 Magnum on his left leg. He refused to carry a P190 A4, but that concerned no one. Androcles hardly ever used one anymore, and Murano had proven more than capable without the chopped down version of the rifle.


“Coren made it out as well?” Andro asked turning from the table they were using as a map tile. It had a holographic image of the estate on the surface, with Denali, Dorian, Deion, Jomann and Dutkne standing around it.


Murano moved up beside him with a nod. “He will act on the new information this Rinel and his friend Jokros were able to discover. It should be interesting what they find.”


“No bets here.” Denali quipped.


Andro nodded and turned back to the holo map. “I will leave that to Coren.” He said. 


Murano looked at the detailed holo image of the estate and the grounds. “What is this?” He asked.


Andro motioned with his finger. “The two most likely routes they will take to perform entry onto the estate grounds.” He answered turning back to the map model. “…One from the northeast, the other directly from the west. They provide the most cover and concealment leading up to the estate and the least chance to be spotted by Vanari who might be awake.”


Murano nodded his head. “We have already covered this.” He spoke. He looked at Andro intently. “Now tell me what it is you feel boy, or what you two have seen with your Dahakoan sight.”


Murano and Sarlana had spoken many times since that first moment on the ship, mostly of Androcles and Dorian, but of other things as well. A grudging respect and friendship had formed between them and now they felt comfortable being with each other. It was Sarlana who had tried to explain to him why the Dahakoan of old had been so powerful and so successful against the Scourge even though they lacked the Etheric powers of the Pralor Praetorians. The Dahakoan had somehow been able to see into the future for short seconds and were able to almost always predict what the Scourge were going to do. It was like this in personal combat as well and that is why so few of them fell to Scourge warriors in one on one fights. It was sort of a living and moving precognition skill as Sarlana had tried to explain to him, and combined with their natural strength and speed as a species, it had been devastating. Not many people knew of this skill but as a Doraanar, it was one of the secrets that they held the knowledge of. Androcles, Murano knew now thanks to his father, had been exhibiting flashes of this skill all of his life, which would account in part for his incredible prowess on the battlefield. Dorian had showed signs of this as well in several different battles recently on Solmar. Murano had begun calling it their Dahakoan sight and even as he schooled them in Praetorian tactics and skills, he knew this Dahakoan sight made them far more deadly than any Praetorian that had ever lived with the exception perhaps of their father. Martin Leonidas was unique unto himself.

“It’s not that simple Murano.” Dorian spoke. “We can’t exactly control it.”


“We in this room are the beginning of the future of the Praetorians and the Dahakoan.” Murano spoke. “With Sarlana, Dutkne, Nara, Helen and others, we will be the Heralds of a new day. We will be hope for the future of my people as well as your own and the Darastrixi. This is not what I had envisioned happening, but it is what is taking place and we must accept it and embrace it.”


“Really Murano…?” Deni spoke up now. “No pressure huh…?”

Murano looked at him. “You believe it is different for me Denali? It is not. I have to learn new things just as all of you are. I am still learning, and I believe your grandfather Sumar knew this and that is why he insured I was left behind; so that I could be here and so we could learn together. Teach each other. This power we command is…” Murano shook his head. “We must remain ever vigilant over ourselves and what we can do my friends. I do not wish to change who all of you are. I am the one who must change to suit the times, and I have and still am, but we can learn from the past, just as we learn from the present and what the future could hold.”


It was silent for a moment until Andro met his eyes. “You have been hanging around with Sarlana haven’t you?” He said.

Murano grinned a crooked grin and shrugged. “Perhaps a little.” He answered.

“Anse fervon, for a minute there I thought he was going to go into a Feravomir rant like when we were small.” Denali spoke. 
This broke the tension and they all laughed softly as they turned back to the holo map. Andro pointed to the northeast on the map. 
“They will come from the northeast.” He stated moving his finger along the path. “From there, right up to the employee entrance of the estate and onto the main grounds.”


Dorian leaned closer to the map now. “They’ll split into two groups. Half will move for the residential rooms, while the others move into the main estate here.”


Murano looked at the map and nodded. “They are confident.” He spoke finally. “Too confident.”


“That is because they have never faced anyone like those in this room.” Dutkne spoke now. “You must remember, with the exception of the Enverr, no one has been brazen enough to confront us directly in this quadrant of space. Not after we had our encounter with the OSG and destroyed one of their colony worlds.”


“It will be full dark in three hours.” Andro said looking up and out of the patio doors into the setting sun. “They will hit us shortly after high moon. When they assume we will be in our rooms sleeping or entertaining ourselves.”


“Well… some of us would be anyway.” Dutkne spoke again with a grin.


Deion elbowed him gently in the side. “Your day will come Dutkne.” He stated already knowing, as did all of his brothers and sisters that Dutkne was head over heels for their sister Zarah and Lucia. It was only a matter of time before they realized that he was who they wanted as well.

“Before or after I am old enough to remember how it works?” Dutkne asked.


This brought soft laughter from all of them and Murano once more had to shake his head at the laconic nature of Lycavorian Spartans. Most especially those like Martin and his sons and daughters. They viewed danger as a challenge. And they never backed down from a challenge.

“Eirene has set up in Safe House One and is monitoring all of the Vid Feeds from the area. Mari is standing by with her in order to override any electronic measures they might put in place as well as mess with the Vanari systems.” Andro continued. “Eli, Inamarno, Serale and Cvea have the triage set up and standing by at Safe House Two. The tunnels connect them so they will never be out of touch.”


Jomann nodded. “And I won’t tell you the words she used to describe being left out of the fighting.” He spoke up with a smile.


“If this goes to sibfla… she will be up to her eye balls in fighting.” Andro commented. “She won’t have time to complain.”


“True enough.” Jomann said.


“Fedor and Famus will drop the QRF right on top of us if I call for them.” Andro told them. “Father and Uncle Danny say he is a little on the reckless side, but his tactics and skill are unquestioned. He will come in guns blazing if we need him too, and he won’t be concerned for property damage.”
“Let us hope we don’t need them.” Murano stated. “I spoke to some of Garan’s men after Onterom. Until the moment he was injured they said Fedor and his wife Iama were like ghosts. They took down two teams of Garan’s men before they knew what hit them.”


“Then we must keep the battle contained to Coren’s estate, inside the perimeter that Vanari Commandos loyal to Coren will set up the moment the battle starts. We must move quickly and decisively and keep the initiative. ” Andro told them. “If the fight spills into the streets, you can damn well bet that Ardan will have his own Vanari Commandos ready to act. They won’t hesitate to fire on any Lycavorian they see. It fits perfectly with the picture he is trying to paint of our people. Denali and I now have Vanari wives and mates and we truly do not want to injure or kill their people.” Andro motioned to the map again. “Kalis, Daio, and Ridor will be set up on three points of the compass to insure none of them escape back the way they come in. With Cowen and Sherice directing them from the building across the river, none should reach the wall. We contain them, collapse them and then kill them.”


“Where’s Torrian?” Denali asked. “His speed would be welcome on the perimeter edges.”


Andro shook his head. “He is escorting Ulana and the other Senators to Lorent on Amanuce. It’s very low key and I want it to stay that way. They will review the final pieces of the merger and then brief Tenna Deia and the other members of the Senate back home.” 


“Prisoners fervon?” Dorian asked.


Andro shook his head slowly. “Only one. I want the leader of this assault team, whoever he is.” He replied. “Cowen will try to mark him when they enter the estate, no doubt he will be directing the others. The rest do not leave the property alive.”


“What will you do with this man Androcles?” Murano asked now.


Andro met his eyes. “I’m going to give him to my Drow brother Am’uur and my Drow father.” He replied instantly. “They are waiting on SPARTA'S WRATH. They will interrogate him.”


“And when they are done?” Murano pressed him.


“Then they will see to it that he disappears.” Androcles answered looking directly into Murano’s eyes. “Forever.”


After a moment Murano nodded his head. In the short time he had spent with Martin and Wayonn and even now among Androcles, he discovered his tolerance for criminals or dictators of any kind had grown non-existent. He thought perhaps it was because of their influence on him, or perhaps because he had never experienced such things within Pralor society. Finally he decided it disgusted his Praetorian honor to see such actions could be undertaken by one species against another, and the new found emotions that were coming forth from within him, that he wasn’t afraid to keep in any more, they were causing him to feel like this. It was refreshing for Murano and felt so very free. Sumar had always taught them to guard their emotions and keep them held in check, but now he saw and was learning what Sumar obviously had learned and did all those millennia ago when he became part of these people. 

Emotions were their strength and their power.


“So be it.” He stated.

AUSTROVA

WESTERN HEIGHTS RESIDENTIAL SECTOR
HOME OF VANARI FIRST REGENT ALRERIN SHA HARAEL

Coren looked up at the rising moon as he exited the Lifter car on the private platform of Alrerin Sha Harael. His home was situated on the far edge of the city and set back against the base of the mountains to the north. He looked at Jokros as he exited the Lifter along with Rinel, Nyosa, Lisisa, Arduri and two Cadre Commandos loyal to him. Coren had to admit that Andro was far more politically adept than others made him out to be as he had sent his sister Lisisa along with them at the last moment in order to make a statement. His discussions and talks with Denali over the last months had made Coren come to see that Androcles knew intimately where each of his siblings excelled. Lisisa was the statesmen among the Leonidas children. There were no questions about her fighting skills, but Lisisa Leonidas was also able to put men and women alike at ease with her calm demeanor, incredible exotic beauty and soft spoken voice. Androcles had used Lisisa before in such a role and that is why he had sent her tonight, to show that the commitment of Andro and the Union to the Vanari was true and honest. Coren for one was very happy she was here.


“You are sure she is here Jokros?” Coren asked softly.


Jokros nodded as he saw the two Vanari security make their way towards them from the small security building. “Yes. These two Cadre are children of one of my best friends Coren. They would not lie to me.”


Coren turned as the two Commandos walked up alertly but not with hostility. One was female and the other male and they stopped in front of Coren and the others.


“She is inside Jokros.” The female Vanari spoke. “As well as her husband and children.”


Jokros looked at her with wide eyes. “The husband came as well Ma’nia?” He gasped.


The Cadre Commando nodded. “He always does whenever he can break away from his duties in the Protectorate. Well… the Union now.”


Coren looked at her wide eyed. “How long has this been going on?” He gasped softly in surprise.


Ma’nia met his eyes. “Since the birth of their first child Regent Re Mydala.”


“How… how is that possible?” Coren gasped.

“The Underground System Tarnie helped to put in place.” Rinel spoke now. “No wonder she has been so protective of it. She uses it herself!”


“We must go inside Coren.” Lisisa spoke now. “If someone sees us even by accident, our gambit will be lost. Jeth is above us circling with Tharua and they are high enough to remain hidden from casual view but why press our advantage.”


Coren nodded his head. “Yes of course.” He stated. Coren had to admit he felt a bit safer with Lisisa Leonidas with them. Arduri was beside her, their hands clasped tightly together and he relaxed even more. He knew that Denali and Lisisa both loved Arduri more than he could ever imagine. And his second oldest daughter loved them both equally in return. He also knew that Androcles trusted his sister Lisisa without question when it came to security and other such issues. He was aware of the relationship Androcles had with his sisters and brothers thanks to the times he had spoken to Denali, and while Eliani and this Zarah, whom he had never met, seemed to be more attuned to him in many ways, he trusted Lisisa without hesitation.

“This way Regent.” Ma’nia spoke as she motioned with her hand and began leading them down the path.


Alrerin Sha Harael’s weathered face was absent of the strain and pressure of leadership as he laughed and bounced the small, blue skinned Vanari child on his knee in front of the roaring fireplace. This was his daughter’s youngest child, the three year old boy with a head of thick dark hair and bright blue eyes. His small wolf fangs were extended in happiness as he played with his grandfather and he clutched at Alrerin’s cheeks and pulled on his hair gently. It was a sight that not many Vanari had ever seen and one the vast majority would not believe. Alrerin She Harael had always been an avid supporter of the anti-Lycavorian members of the Board of Regents. He had almost never sided against them in political matters when hashing out the treaties and such and this had painted him as one who did not care for the Lycavorians of the Protectorate. 


The reality could not have been further from the perceived truth.


Alrerin Sha Harael had been present for all but one of the births of his grandchildren with his oldest daughter Narlei and her Lycavorian husband. She was his oldest child and his only daughter and until ninety-six years ago he had thought her lost to him forever. They day she contacted him from Lorent and told him that she had been rescued, that was the day Alrerin Sha Harael became a changed man. His entire outlook on events and happenings within the Vanari Empire became different. His first act was to insist that his daughter not return to Austrova or allow the others who had been rescued to return either. Narlei had protested vehemently until her much more political astute father explained to her his reasoning. As he did this, he could see the set of her jaw and the hardening of stunning green her eyes as he allowed her to know all that he had suspected of happening within the government. Narlei reluctantly agreed and did as he asked of her. She trusted her father’s wisdom and knowledge of how the Vanari government system worked implicitly. When the man who had carried her from that camp swore to him that he would keep her safe from harm Alrerin had taken him at his word. He knew far more of the many customs and society of the Lycavorian people than he let on to anyone and he knew the man’s words were sincere. He spoke to Narlei every week for the next two years until the day that Riordian had contacted him directly. At first he thought something had happened because the man, whom he had spoken to quite often over those two years, appeared flustered and anxious. Alrerin discovered why when Riordian finally asked for his permission to take Narlei as his wife and mate.


Alrerin Sha Harael hesitated for all of two seconds before he blessed their union with every ounce of happiness within him. It was not uncommon for him to retreat to his personal estate for days on end with no sightings since Narlei’s abduction, and he used this habit of his to insure that he and his wife were present on Lorent for their ceremony. Until that time he had never been to the Protectorate homeworld, indeed to any Protectorate world, and though his visit was known to only a very small group of men and women, he found it fascinating. He was surprised when he first saw Riordian in the flesh; the man was like a walking around tree truck, so tall and thickly built, yet he could not contain the happiness he felt at seeing the look on his daughter’s face, or the utter gaze of devotion Riordian held for her in his blue eyes. Riordian worshiped his daughter and the ground she walked upon and this is when Alrerin began to learn one of the true customs of the Lycavorian people, their devotion to their wives and mates, their family and to each other. The small ceremony was short but utterly beautiful, and the party lasted for two entire days. Alrerin met most of Riordian’s family and was duly impressed with the intelligence and respect he was shown. He got along famously with Riordian’s father, a much older Lycavorian who was so happy his son had finally taken a wife the man could not stop praising Narlei and all she had accomplished in just two short years among them. 

He was right too, for Narlei had immediately begun to form the Lycanari Underground and within the first eighteen months had established a network of contacts within both governments that would allow her to do what she wanted to do. The Lycanari Underground would provide for ways that rescued Vanari could communicate with their families if they so chose. All of them who had been rescued with Narlei were now founding members of the Lycanari society. It had been small when they started, for their were only a few dozen Vanari and Lycavorian relationships before the Protectorate began to rescue those taken by the OSG, but it quickly grew and Narlei found herself appointed as the defacto representative of them. She embraced this role, as did Riordian, and she threw herself into her work and her new life as the wife and mate to a Lycavorian. Narlei possessed all the skills of a turned Lycavorian, but as with all Lycanari, she could not shift her form. The Vanari DNA makeup did not allow for this type of change, though Narlei discovered it mattered not to the billions of Lycavorians in the Protectorate. The Lycanari, as they came to call themselves, were equally as respected and welcomed as any. 

Alrerin and his wife spent the last decades speaking to their daughter every week and seeing her as often as they were able to get away. They had been present for the births of all of Narlei and Riordian’s children except for their last child, who Alrerin now held in his lap. It was during these trips that Alrerin learned more and more of the Lycavorian people and even their ancient language. He came to love Riordian as a son for the man doted over Narlei in every way possible and when he held any of his children in his arms, you could tell he did not see a Lycanari, he saw his flesh and blood no matter the color of their skin. Alrerin knew that his daughter had just been selected by unanimous vote of the Protectorate Senate to join their ranks and take part in their government openly. This would mean changes Alrerin knew, and new revelations, but the pride he felt for her accomplishments knew no bounds.

And so did his concern.

Alrerin did not doubt that Ardan had spies watching him and had for decades. He also did not doubt that Ardan and his OSG supporters undoubtedly knew about Narlei being alive and well and the wife of a Lycavorian. Alrerin knew of what Ardan and his cronies were doing and to counter this, he made it seem as if he hated the Lycavorians even more for his daughter’s actions in not returning to Austrova. He sided with them on nearly everything through the years and began to make them believe that he was solidly in their pocket, all the while secretly meeting with his daughter and husband and his grandchildren. He had no intention of doing anything that would bring harm to his only daughter and the life she had built, but he still worried constantly for her. It was times like these however; times that made him forget those worries as he bounced his grandson on his knees and played with the small but strong boy. Five of his grandchildren had made the trip this time, three of them sitting at the table in the kitchen and eating their favorite Vanari foods while their older boy helped their father unload their equipment from the hidden Lifter that had brought them here. They would stay for a week this time and Alrerin intended to enjoy every moment of that time.

Fate however, Fate had other ideas.

Ma’nia stepped around the corner of the entrance hall and into the main room of the home and looked at him. Alrerin turned after a moment, sensing her presence, and he smiled at her. Ma'nia was one of a half dozen Cadre Commandos who knew what went on here and the relationship the First Regent had with his daughter and her Lycavorian husband. He trusted her and the others with their lives and he saw the look of worry on her face almost instantly.

“Ma'nia?” Alrerin asked as he turned in the chair. “What is wrong?”

Ma'nia met his eyes. “Forgive me First Regent… but I have… I can not let this go on any longer?” She spoke softly.

“What do you mean?” Alrerin asked.

Ma'nia looked to the side and nodded her head. That is when Coren stepped around the corner with Rinel and came fully into the room. Alrerin rose to his feet and lifted his grandson into his arms protectively as Lisisa, Arduri, Nyosa and Jokros quickly followed Coren into the room.

“I believe she means that we have much to talk of Alrerin my old friend.” Coren spoke calmly.

“Coren!” Alrerin exclaimed aloud. His eyes grew even wider when he recognized Rinel instantly as well. “Rinel? Rinel is that… is that you?”

Rinel bowed his head out of respect. “It has been many years First Regent.” He answered him.

Narlei had heard her father’s intake of breath even from the kitchen with her wolf ears and she came rushing around the corner from another direction with her mother and Riordian in tow.

“Papa what…” Her voice stopped when she saw where her father was looking and she came up short as well.

Riordian however, he acted with all the instincts of any pureblood Lycavorian and he brought up his sidearm to level it at the small group. He would protect his beloved wife and family no matter the cost to him. Lisisa had expected this and lifted her hand instantly, and using her TK power, she ripped the weapon from Riordian’s grasp easily. His eyes went wide as it slapped into her hand from ten meters away.
“There is no need for weapons.” Lisisa spoke calmly as she handed the weapon to Ma'nia with barely a thought. “We are not here to do anyone harm.”

“Princess Leonidas!” Riordian gasped aloud as he recognized her instantly from the many holo images and reports that had been floating around Protectorate space of the Leonidas Royal family and how they were the most beloved Royal family in anyone’s history. Lisisa watched as he dropped to one knee without a thought, Narlei beside him, and both of them dipped their heads.

Lisisa shook her head in disgust. “Get up both of you!” She snapped moving around Coren. “No one saw us arrive and no one but my brother knows we are here! Everyone just relax and remain calm. We have only come to talk.”

Coren waited before stepped up beside Lisisa and leaning over to kiss her cheek. “I bless your brother’s decision to send you with me.” He stated openly. 

Lisisa looked at him and smiled. “What happens from here on out Coren Re Mydala, it means as much to him as it does to us all.” She stated.

Coren nodded his head. “Indeed it does.” He said as he watched Riordian and Narlei rise back to their feet slowly. Coren returned his gaze to Alrerin. “Lisisa is correct Alrerin, no one saw us leave my estate and no one knows we are here. Your secret is safe. However, I do believe it is time we had a long, overdue talk about things have come to be as they are. Please my friend, we can no longer keep these secrets from each other, for it will destroy our people from within.”

Alrerin stood there holding his grandson for along moment. He turned his head and looked at his grandson’s smiling face and how he still clung to his hair. Alrerin Sha Harael made his decision then. A decision he should have made decades ago. He turned back to Coren and shifted his grandson into a more comfortable position on his hip and his demeanor became one of welcoming warmth.

“There is much that I need to tell you Coren Re Mydala.” He stated confidently. “Please, I welcome you into my home.”


“…Began to suspect Ardan knew she was alive after a decade.” Alrerin spoke softly. All of them were now sitting in the main room, Alrerin’s wife of nearly two thousand years sat beside him with their grandson on her lap. Narlei and Riordian sat together on one couch, Lisisa and Arduri sitting on the second couch with two of their other children between them. Narlei and Riordian’s children were fascinated with Lisisa and Arduri for they were old enough to know that they were both Princesses of the Union and Lisisa’s half Lycavorian and half Vampire nature gave her an exotic look that they had not seen before.


Coren, Rinel and Jokros occupied the third couch that had been moved into the main room and were listening intently.


“Thankfully, getting information out of the former Protectorate government was next to impossible for a Vanari diplomat.” Alrerin explained. “They were keeping the Lycanari a closely guarded secret. They did not want to cause undo political issues if the Board of Regents discovered that so many of our people had chosen to remain and make lives for themselves with the Lycavorians.”



“When the Protectorate Senate finally held their secret vote on whether to continue the operations to rescue us, it was unanimous. There was not a dissenting vote among the three hundred plus who took part in it.” Narlei picked it up. “Even after ten years among them and eight years of being Riordian’s wife and mate, I still did not understand the intense hatred of slavery that is common to the Lycavorians.”


“It carried over from the Black Day didn’t it?” Lisisa said softly.


Narlei nodded her head. “Even though those in the Protectorate had not experienced the Black Day and what came after, we knew what had taken place and it resonated among our people deeply.” She spoke. It was Lisisa who noted with some satisfaction that Narlei spoke the word Lycavorian with pride and used it to refer to both her own Vanari blood and now her Lycavorian blood. “Slavery in any shape or form is considered vile and just as heinous as it is within the Union; and it is eliminated without question whenever it is found.”

Coren looked at Alrerin. “You knew then didn’t you?” He asked.


Alrerin met his eyes and nodded. “I suspected yes.” He replied. “Only after speaking with Narlei when she was rescued was I able to confirm it.”


“Wait a minute… I don’t understand?” Jokros spoke up now. “If Ardan knows she is alive why has he not moved against you before?”


“I believe he suspects Narlei lives, though I am not entirely sure.” Alrerin corrected him.
“There are very few on Lorent that know I am the daughter to the Vanari First Regent.” Narlei told them. “It did not seem like the sort of information I should be offering.”

“Wise move.” Coren agreed.

 “Even if he does know for sure, I have cultivated the idea that her decision to stay among them was her idea. That she was betraying us.” Alrerin answered him. 

“Then all of these years,” Rinel spoke now. “Your public position on the Lycavorians has been a ruse?”


Alrerin nodded his head. “It was the only way I knew of that I could keep her safe. Given what I suspected and what you have now only confirmed, if Ardan and those working with him knew that I was aware of what they were doing, they would have gone after Narlei and my grandchildren. I could not allow that.”


Narlei rolled her eyes. “As if that was ever the case papa.” She told him with a warm smile. “I sometimes trip over the security my husband and mate has around me.”


“Knowing what we have discovered now it is better that he did.” Lisisa spoke up. “The number of Lycavorians involved in this has my brother and Dutkne very upset. They will settle accounts harshly I assure you.”


Coren rose to his feet slowly. “This cannot remain hidden any longer Alrerin.” He said looking at him.


Alrerin met his eyes. “I will do nothing that puts my family at risk!” He barked out. “I thought Narlei lost to me once! I will not go through that again!”


“Androcles Leonidas will do exactly as he says he will Alrerin!” Coren snapped. “Even now he is preparing to defend us!”


“What… what do you mean?” Alrerin asked.


“We know that the OSG is working with members of the former Protectorate.” Lisisa explained. “We also know that members of the Union were working with them as well. This has been going on far longer than you realize and it is much more involved than just Narlei and yourself Alrerin Sha Harael. The moment they brought slaves through Union space they made an enemy of my brother and my father. Our entire family. Now they will pay the price for breaking our laws and trafficking in slavery.”


“I don’t follow.” Alrerin said.


“Those members of the Union who were involved in this are either all dead or have gone so far underground they will never resurface for fear of their lives.” Lisisa told him. “Those from the former Protectorate who are involved are now all being watched carefully. Andro’s arrival has caused them to act. They fear Caliria’s discovery being made public. Until we arrived they did not know for sure if the serum she discovered actually worked. Androcles made abundantly clear that it did when he retrieved Caliria from the University. Ardan and others saw this for themselves on the SCIMITAR when one of the young women taken from the Beta Quadrant with Caliria returned fully cured and having no desire to return to the surface. She was Caliria’s friend.”


Narlei looked at her now. “Then… then it is true?” She asked. “She… she devised a serum?”


Lisisa nodded her head. “And the means to mass produce it with the help of my Hadarian mother and Aunts.” She replied watching as Narlei took Riordian’s hand in hers and squeezed it tightly. 


Alrerin rose to his feet now as well. “I have been trying to do what I can to minimize how many of our females they take.” Alrerin spoke. “I have been passing information to Narlei and others in order to make it harder for them to conduct their vile kidnappings.”


Coren looked at him. “That is why?” He gasped. “That is why they have moved so close to the core of our territory?”


Alrerin nodded his head. “I haven’t been idle Coren. I have risked much through the years in trying to blunt their actions!”


“It is you that has been giving our ships the information.” Rinel spoke now. 


Lisisa looked at him. “Rinel?” She asked.


Rinel rose to his feet now as well. “For decades now we have been receiving encrypted messages with the locations and travel corridors of Vanari ships which would be considered high value targets for the OSG. A high number of young Vanari females on board. In many of these cases we were able to have ships in the area along our borders that would have responded to any distress call or sign of trouble. Our presence kept the OSG from acting. It is why the OSG has moved further and further into Vanari space over the years. The information Alrerin has passed to us allowed us to thwart many of these abductions.”


Alrerin nodded. “But in response, Ardan has ordered Vanari ships to remain closer to the core of our territory and conduct their travels. This has enabled the OSG to begin resuming their abductions with little or no resistance. It is why so many have been taken in recent years. The OSG grew bolder because of Ardan and his actions.”


“Alrerin why did you not come to me?” Coren asked him. “To anyone?”


“With what proof?” Alrerin exclaimed. “Rumor and innuendo? I could not find any proof Coren Re Mydala! Ardan is not a stupid man, and those who are helping him are not stupid either Coren. Had I come forward with what I suspected, I would have been laughed at and scorned. He would have initiated a call of no confidence in my leadership and then all would have been lost, you know this!”


Coren stepped closer to him. “He would have lobbied to have himself installed as First Regent.” He said softly with a nod.


Alrerin nodded. “I knew the only way I could continue to help until I discovered a way to stop him was to remain First Regent and try to manage things from the shadows!” He said. “And doing this also allowed me to protect Narlei and my grandchildren.”


Coren looked at him now. “And your public support of anything anti-Lycavorian made it impossible to believe you were the one.” He said softly.


Alrerin nodded. “Ardan may think Narlei is alive, but as I said, my actions publicly have allowed me to maintain my façade that I hated the Protectorate and I would do nothing to hinder the OSG in their activities. My supposed dismissal of Narlei being the most powerful sign that I was not a threat to them.” Alrerin stepped closer to him. “My… my lack of support for you when Caliria was taken was… I was torn Coren. I am so sorry she had to endure what she did.”

Coren shook his head quickly. “It is not your fault.” He stated. “It is my shame to bear.”


Lisisa looked at him. “Inamarno does not feel that way Coren.” She told him. “Do not think like that.”


“None of that matters now.” Rinel spoke. “It is in the past. We need to act now!”


“To do what?” Alrerin asked. “I do not have the power I once had as First Regent. Ardan and others have seen to that discretely. You know this Coren. Much of the singular power I had has been delegated to the Board of Regents and more specifically the SBR. Many of whom are friends or have ties to Ardan in some way. They will not go against him. They fear him almost as much as they fear losing their hold on what power and influence they do have.”


“We will lose so much more if we cannot convince them.” Coren spoke.


Alrerin looked at Lisisa. “Your brother… he would actually do what he has threatened to do Princess?” He asked her.


Lisisa stood up now and nodded her head. “Yes sir, I’m afraid so.” She answered. “My brother is not the most forgiving of individuals and even till this day many question his resolve in different matters even though he has never gone back on something he stated he would do. He will not abide the one sided relationship that currently exists between the Vanari and the former Protectorate First Regent. They are part of the Union now and it is not something we would allow.”

“And your elected leaders would allow this?” Alrerin gasped. “Your Senate? Your Prime Minister? Your father the King and his Queens?”


“Androcles and we operate with the blessing of the Union Senate and my Tenna Deia.” Lisisa told him. “It is why we have a Union Senatorial Delegation with us. They are currently on their way to Lorent to inform the government members there of what is happening and to finalize any last minute details. As for my father and mothers, let me just say that in this circumstance, you would much rather deal with Androcles. It will save you a rather harsh and wholly inventive tongue lashing.”


“Alrerin, after tonight many hard decisions will need to be made!” Coren insisted.

Alrerin looked at him. “Coren I know what…”


Narlei came to her feet now looking at Coren. “You said something similar earlier Regent Re Mydala. What exactly did you mean?”


Coren glanced at her and then slowly back to Alrerin. “The OSG has unleashed their Lycavorian lap dogs Alrerin. Androcles and others even now prepare to do battle with them.”


“I don’t understand.” Alrerin said. 


“The moment Androcles arrived here and reclaimed my daughter as his wife and mate, he set in motion events that cannot be altered Alrerin.” Coren spoke. “He has prodded the OSG to open action and he suspects they will send their Lycavorian minions to my estate in the hopes that they can kill all of us. They don’t know that we are gone or what awaits them, but Ardan must know of this impending attack and he will certainly use this action as the tip of the spear to dismantle any meaningful relations with the Lycavorians. In doing so, Ardan will cement his power base and then insure that our people will never be free of the OSG and their insidious actions!”


It was Narlei and Riordian who saw first Lisisa and then Arduri stagger slightly and grip each other tightly. Riordian moved instantly to support Arduri who he was closest to while Narlei reached for Lisisa.


“Princess!” Riordian gasped causing all of them to turn and look at her. “What is it?”


Lisisa gripped his arms tightly and met Coren’s eyes. “It’s too late Coren.” She rasped the words. “It has… it has already begun!”


As if to confirm her words, the deep, rolling thunder caused all of them to turn and look out the large glass double doors at the expanse of Mydala city in the distance. All of them saw the massive fireball rise into the night sky trailing fingers of flame as pieces of debris were tossed skyward.

“By the Prophets!” Alrerin gasped aloud.


No one saw Lisisa’s head tilt upwards. “Jeth?” She questioned aloud causing them to turn back to her.


Lisisa my sister! Jeth’s voice echoed in her mind as well as Arduri’s and Rinel’s. 


“Jeth what is wrong?” Lisisa demanded.


Lisisa we are detecting at least twelve individuals moving up to the estate from the east! Tharua’s voice echoed now. We were sweeping back north when we spotted them! Lisisa they are all armed and we cannot reach them before they enter the estate.


Lisisa lifted her dark green eyes and looked at Coren. “Twelve unknown men are about to breach the perimeter wall here.” She told him.

Coren moved closer to her. “Lisisa, how by the prophets did they know we would be here?” He stammered. “That is not possible! We told no one that…” Coren stopped talking and whirled back to look at Alrerin.


Lisisa nodded her head as her hand dropped to her side and she withdrew the Nehtes that rested there.


“Yes Coren, you are correct in your thoughts.” She stated. “We are not the target!”


Alrerin was no fool and his own eyes grew wide at what Lisisa said. “Me!” He almost yelled. “Ardan has sanctioned an attack against me!”


Lisisa turned to Narlei. “Get your mother and your children to the safest room on the property Narlei!” She ordered. “Where is it?”


“My father’s office upstairs!” She answered instantly.


Lisisa nodded. “Then go. Coren, you and Alrerin as well.” 


“I will not…” Coren began to speak but Lisisa cut him off.


“Whatever happens in the future Coren, you and Alrerin need to be alive to lead it. Andro would allow nothing to happen to you and neither will I.” Lisisa stated calmly. “We will handle the fools coming here, but we cannot do that if we are trying to protect you.”


“Go Coren!” Rinel declared. “First Regent… go now!”


Alrerin gripped Coren’s arm. “They are correct Coren!” He hissed. He turned quickly and grabbed for his wife’s hand. “Go to the room! Gather our other grandchildren as well Sertia my wife! Go!”


Narlei quickly laid a blistering kiss on her husband and then grabbed for her mother’s hand. “Quickly mother!” She gasped as she took her son from her mother’s arms.


Lisisa looked at Riordian as he took out the weapon that she had returned to him. “You should protect your wife and family.” She stated.


Riordian met her gaze and took a deep breath. “And I will Princess.” He specified proudly. “I will protect them by killing those who would do them harm! And I will do so at your side.”


Lisisa smiled and the tips of her now extended fangs were very visible. She turned to Rinel. “Pull those Cadre Commandos back into the house with us Rinel. We will meet them in close quarters where their weapons will be more of a hindrance than an advantage.”

“Do we take prisoners Princess?” Nyosa asked from beside her father. Her own Lycanari fangs were extended and exposed. While not nearly as large as the fangs on a pureblood, or a turned elf or Hadarian wolf, for their bodies seemed to adapt much better to the changes, they were no less dangerous and equally as intimidating.

Lisisa shook her head. “I am like my brother Nyosa. There will be no prisoners. Not this night. Not after what we know they have been involved in.”

AUSTROVA

SAFE HOUSE ONE


Eliani Leonidas and Brendi Faith moved back into the main room of the underground Spartan Safe House holding hands tightly. They had not been more than a few feet apart since earlier in the day and many of the personnel had caught Eliani and Brendi sharing soft, loving kisses with each other at different moments. While Brendi was still somewhat anxious, this did not stop her from kissing Eliani with as much passion and desire as she felt racing within her for the fiery tempered and petite red haired beauty that Eliani was. Brendi Faith had never even considered such a relationship at any time in her life, yet after meeting Eliani and being around her for so long, the overwhelming urge to experience it was beyond her control. As were the emotions that flowed through her for both Eliani and Jomann. Emotions that they returned to her in spades.

The Control Center was situated in an old converted sewer control center with branching tunnels all over the city. While most of them had long been sealed, three of them were still clear and passable. It was here that they had established the small triage center for any wounded that might come in. They were only a kilometer from the actual estate and one of the main tunnels allowed them unfettered access to the southern store room within Coren Re Mydala’s home. Beneath the entrance to the storeroom, half a dozen troops from Andro’s 9th Spartan Attack Division had set up two heavy weapon positions on either side of Elynth and Anthar who now occupied the center of the tunnel. Anything that came down the hidden stairwell and wasn’t part of their force would die within seconds. Sehri rested between Elynth’s front legs and listened intently as she and Anthar were instructing her in several very advanced Etheric training skills that would allow for Sehri to focus and direct her shielding ability much more easily.

The 9th Spartan Attack Division had a long and decorated history dating back almost six hundred years. They truly hadn’t come into their own until the day Androcles Leonidas took command of them. They were part of the Androcles’ 9th CSAFG along with the 21st Spartan Expeditionary Division and now the 82nd Cataphract Division. The 21st SED was still within a training cycle and had not deployed with the 9th CSAFG this time. The 9th SAD had many former Durcunusaan officers in it and nearly the entire Division had fought in some manner on Alba Tau. While not usually a normal occurrence, the former Durcunusaan members had requested transfers to the 9th when Androcles took overall command. These requests were granted almost immediately and their inclusion into the ranks of the 9th SAD made an already exceptional division of men and women even better. Since this operation was supposed to be low key, the 82nd had not deployed any forces to the surface of Austrova though the officers were monitoring the situation from the KINDRED SOUL’s main CIC.

Another half dozen members of the 9th were situated half a kilometer away guarding the tunnel that would take them directly to the river’s edge if escape was needed. All three came together by the entrance to the Control Center which now had nine men and women sitting at different portable stations. Eirene occupied the largest station and spread out in front of her was five rows of fifteen inch video monitors that stretched six across. Her golden blond hair was tied tightly behind her head and she wore the new Mark VI ArmorPly, but her complete and utter attention was focused on the screens. She was using the dual keyboards in front of her to manipulate the different screens and was essentially tied into the entire video network of Mydala City. The towering Kavalian Miseo stood only two meters behind Eirene and was speaking in soft whispers with the tall Lycavorian. Eliani had to admit to herself that for a Biogenic Kavalian, Miseo was very handsome even with the two meter long tail that he sported. His skin was tanned and healthy and his facial features were not harsh in any way. Eliani also took note, as did all of her brothers and sisters, that Miseo adored their younger sister. That was obvious to all just by the way he looked at her.


She moved up beside the female Lycavorian and smiled as they shared a kiss on each other’s cheeks in greeting. “It has been a long time Kimtia.” She stated. 


The blond woman nodded her head. “Almost three years.” She replied.


“Arusk is tending to you I take it.” Eliani said with a smile.


“Hah! Anymore tending and I will not have to wipe myself!” The stunning young woman answered her. Eliani saw her blue eyes dart to where her husband and mate stood with Miseo and they shone with devotion. “He is so very good to me Eliani.” She stated. “And to our children.”


Arusk and Kimtia were nearly celebrities, or as near to celebrities as anyone within the Krypteria were allowed to be. They were the very first husband and wife team that Armetus had recruited into the Krypteria so long ago, and now they were one of only five mated couples within the ranks of the Union Intelligence Agency. The Union’s intelligence apparatus was modeled after the Krypteia of ancient Spartan, though Armetus had altered the spelling of their name somewhat, as well as their duties. They were not the Spartan Secret Police of the days of their beloved King Leonidas the First, but the supremely well trained and educated Lycavorian Union Intelligence Agency. An Intelligence Agency that was now feared and respected by everyone within the Alpha Quadrant for they were utterly ruthless in their pursuits, and had almost never failed since their inception. Arusk and Kimtia had worked with Androcles, Eliani, Lisisa and Denali in the latter portion of the last year of the Evolli War and all of them had grown close as friends.

“As it should be Kimtia.” Eliani answered her.


Kimtia looked at Eliani and then Brendi. “And what about you… Eliani? First that gorgeous specimen of an Alpha Jomann and now this delicious woman Brendi Faith.” Her words caused Brendi to blush somewhat even under in tan.

Eliani looked up into Brendi’s eyes with a brilliant smile and nodded her head. “I have been blessed.” She said turning back to look at Kimtia.


“We both have.” Kimtia agreed. “We both have.”


Eliani glanced over to where Eirene sat and then back to Kimtia. “How is she doing?” She asked.


“Her analytical skills are beyond impressive. She absorbs information like a sponge and she comes at problems from outside the box first. Armetus told us what Androcles did, touching them as he did. If anything, it increased whatever inherent talents she already had thanks to your mother’s latent abilities.” Kimtia answered. Everyone within the Krypteria who was close to the Leonidas family knew of the latent abilities of all the Queens, and while it wasn’t spoken of openly, Armetus and others knew these skills could be passed to their children. “She’s a natural Eli. Armetus is going to love her.”


As with all of the Leonidas Royal Family, there were very few who were allowed to refer to any of them by their given names or nicknames. There were those whom, for one reason or another, were expected to call them their names because of what they had endured and then experienced together. Though they were very few in number, Kimtia and her husband and mate Arusk were two of those individuals. Nearly a full year of savage battles and planning those same battles had formed a bond between Kimtia, Arusk and the four oldest Leonidas children. A bond that would now never be broken.

Eliani nodded her head. “Andro suspected as much.” She said softly. “I don’t know how much our mother is going to like hearing that though.”


“Well, if anything, she already has what most of our agents don’t have at the start? She has a walking around tree as her security and she is a nubous natural at what she does. I’ve seen the way her husband and mate looks at her. He would die before ever allowing anything to happen to her.” Kimtia said.

“Let her make her own decision Kimtia.” Eliani said. “I agree with Andro and you both in your assessment, but let it be her decision. Working for the Krypteria is no small affair and my father would not let Armetus put others at risk because of Eirene.”


Kimtia reached out and squeezed her arm. “Don’t worry. I know the risks and what the sacrifices are. It is not for everyone. I’m just telling you she is a natural and no doubt Armetus will see this the first time he meets her.”


Eliani nodded her head. “He is scary like that.” She agreed. “Being able to sense who will be a good agent or not. He scares my father sometimes.”


Kimtia laughed. “I can’t imagine your father being afraid of anything.” She said.


Eliani grinned. “You might be surprised.” She said. “Inamarno and Cvea are putting the last touches on the triage center in the next chamber. We’ll be able to effectively treat up to twenty before we run out of space and need to begin shuttling people to SPARTA’S WRATH.”


“That’s another one there.” Kimtia spoke. “This Cvea has picked up a lot more than you first thought she would hasn’t she?”


Eliani nodded her head. “I will have to look at the data my mother complied during her research of the Kavalian Biogenic process, but I’m beginning to think that, at least for certain individuals, the Biogenic processes have the unintended side effect of making that person far more intelligent, at least in the sense of being able to obtain and then retain knowledge. She has already read through eight of the texts I have given her and committed everything to memory.”

Kimtia was thoughtful for a moment. “Interesting. That might be something Armetus would be interested in.” She said. Kimtia glanced over to the side of the room. “The Pralor woman, Mari, she is set up over there with that P9 that she always carries. She’s tied into the entire Mydala City network and can manipulate nearly anything if we need it. I didn’t realize that Deion had scented her.”


Eliani nodded her head. “They have been drawn together since they first saw one another. They are both Praetorians and that might have something to do with it, but she is part of our family now.”


“No arguments here. She seems more than competent even for being such a tiny thing. It’s a wonder your brother doesn’t break her.” Kimtia answered with a smile. 

Eliani nodded her head with a smile. “Well… her howls the first night she and Deo were together kept most of us awake but Mari helped us to take Moran’s ship and she has already proven that her skills are invaluable. I will put together a report for Armetus when this is all over concerning Cvea and Mari.” She said. “But we also don’t want to do what the Kavalians and the OSG have done.” She looked at Brendi beside her when she said that.


Brendi nodded her head. “No it was not my choice.” She said softly. “But I would not change it now.”


Eliani squeezed her arm and nodded. “Perhaps not… but that the choice was not yours to begin with is what makes it important. We must not make the same mistakes if it ever comes to that.”


“I don’t believe your mother or you would ever make that mistake Eliani.” Brendi said confidently. “Not if you are any indication of what your mother is like.”


Kimtia chuckled. “Oh… you haven’t met Queen Anja yet?” She asked with a smile. “Trust me when I tell you, she will blow you away.”


Eliani couldn’t help but smile and nod her head. “She does have that effect on people doesn’t she?”


“I remember when she went up against that Folcani Researcher at the symposium on Elear.” Kimtia said. “Wow… she…”

“I have something!” Eirene’s voice interrupted her and brought everyone in the room to full alertness.


Kimtia and Eliani quickly moved up behind Eirene as her hands moved across the two computer consoles. Miseo and Arusk also moved up behind them.


“Talk to me Eirene.” Kimtia spoke softly.


“I thought I saw movement on the street just north of Coren Re Mydala’s Estate.” Eirene said softly though her voice carried a sense of urgency to it, almost as if she was terrified of failing. “I’m moving the cameras to compensate.”


Miseo reached out and placed his large hand on her shoulder and Eirene immediately relaxed with the warmth and gentleness of his touch. This did not go unnoticed by any of them and Kimtia tossed a knowing look at Eliani. “Your heart races my wife.” He spoke to her in a soothing voice. “Be calm. We are all here. As your brother has told you… you have nothing to prove.”


Miseo’s voice had the desired effect Kimtia saw, and Eirene’s body instantly lost all of the tenseness from seconds before. That told Kimtia quite a bit of things in fact, the foremost being that Miseo was an anchor for Eirene and perhaps the one thing that she had no fear of in any way.


“There!” Eirene snapped as she focused on one camera and lifted her finger to point to it, touching the image as she enlarged the. All of them could clearly see the shadows of at least a dozen men moving deftly through the deserted storefronts and café tables. They were moving efficiently and very much like well trained soldiers. “They are remaining among the shadows and staying out of the minimal lighting on the side street!”

“They are well trained.” Arusk spoke softly.


“There!” Eirene declared once more as she pointed to a single figure in the middle of the column. “He just signaled to someone across the street!”


“Eirene are you certain?” Kimtia asked as she moved up next to her husband.


“Yes… his eyes and hand moved.” Eirene replied adjusting the light level and trying to retexture the image for better clarity. “I have seen father and Uncle Danny use similar hand signals.”


“Is there any way to turn the camera and see what we have?” Arusk asked. 


Eirene shook her head. “The few cameras in this section are all on one side of the causeway. We can only see one side of the approach.”

Arusk nodded his head. “Then we figure an equal number on the opposite side.” He spoke.


“Here!” Kimtia hissed as she pointed to the back of the image. “…Another group behind the first!”


“Then they are coming from the northeast just as Andro and Dorian figured they would.” Eliani spoke up.


“It would definitely look that way.” Arusk said as he typed on the data pad. He looked at his beloved wife and mate. “Let Andro know Kimtia.” He spoke. “Tell him this thing is about to kick off.”


“…Have them.” Cowen spoke softly in reply to Arusk’s warning as his exceptionally keen feline eyes focused and he spied the approaching Lycavorians with the scope. “They are nineteen degrees east Sherice.”


Sherice shifted her macro binos slightly and then the fast moving figures sprang into view. “I got them!” She hissed softly. “Range 3100. Two thousand meters from the northeast entrance and closing. Ninety seconds before they breach the wall.”


Cowen’s sight shifted slightly and focused on movement above and to the right of the advancing Lycavorians. He adjusted the focus of his scope and brought them into clarity. “Archangel Team Two to Base. I have three targets on the rooftop of the apartment building in grid two. They appear to be setting up what looks to be like some sort of launcher.”

“Base confirms.”


Sherice shifted her binos. “Sibfla!” She gasped. “Cowen it looks like a portable mortar or something like that.”


“Base… it appears to be a mortar of some type.” Cowen spoke calmly.


“Archangel Two!” This was a female voice. “You will initiate contact the moment they breach the estate walls! Do not let that mortar fire down onto the estate! I say again… do not let that mortar fire!”


“Archangel Two confirms!” Cowen spoke once more. 


That is when they all heard it over their COM implants.


“Base to Archangel! The party is set! Forty-five seconds until it starts!”


“Archangel confirms!”


Unnel watched as his lead team halted just outside the entrance to the Re Mydala estate. The steel double doors were secured at the moment but that mattered not. In twenty seconds those doors would no longer be there. He watched as they proceeded to place their explosives while his second in command settled soundlessly next to him on the ground.


“No security Unnel.” He whispered softly. “That is odd.”


“They feel secure.” Unnel answered. “This boy Prince is not as combat savvy as they say. He is probably entertaining himself with his mates. Royalty breeds sloppiness. He does not feel the need for security. He believes they have already accomplished their task. A major mistake on his part.”


“Set.” The voice chimed in over their own COM units and Unnel looked at his second. “Let’s help to shape the future shall we.”


“Execute!”


Cowen’Shan did not let the flash of the explosion deter his aim or his concentration. Even as the double doors of the estate wall blew inward he focused his crosshairs on the single man behind the portable mortar. He watched him lift the portable mortar shell and prepare to initiate the bombardment. Cowan centered his crosshairs and allowed his finger to caress the trigger of the CHAOS and Sherice felt the heavy recoil of the biped equipped rifle beside him well before the soft boom of the silencer. Anyone more than twenty meters away would never hear the retort of the rifle, but next to him as she was it sounded like thunder. Cowen’s voice filled her head as he smoothly ejected the spent round and slammed home another with hardly any effort.

“Mortar team is dead.”


Sherice’s eyes went wide and she lifted her binos as the massive explosion above the estate blossomed into the night sky above them.


The single Dragon Armor encased round sped across the distance in less time than it took to form a thought. As the Lycavorian prepared to drop the plasma mortar into the tube, the large CHAOS round struck the plasma shell dead center and it suddenly blossomed into a fireball in the man’s hands and exploded. The night sky was lit up with the explosion and the subsequent follow on explosion of the forty additional rounds that were neatly stacked beside their position. The entire roof of the apartment building shuddered violently and the frame of the ten story structure shook right down to its anchoring beams as flames reached for the night sky and lights began to come on all over the street seconds later.

The few remains of the three men manning the mortar would be found over the course of the next two days scattered over several hundred meters and seared into the surface of the roof from the intense heat. All that remained were several blood red stains upon the once shiny metal surface mixed in with blacken metal and melted seams and the tattered remains of three limbs.

Unnel was rushing forward with his team when he heard the explosion and the frantic call over their COM units.


“Overwatch team is gone! Overwatch team is gone!” The voice echoed.


“What?” Unnel hissed.


“Something took them out!” The voice answered. “The entire roof of the building they were on just lit up the sky! Their position is gone!”


“Team Two move to designated coordinates!” Unnel rasped out. “Hit them now before they figure out what is going on! Move! Move!”


Eirene’s head twisted when she heard the garbled communication and she adjusted the cameras while typing madly on her console.



“Eirene? What is it?” Kimtia asked moving closer.


“I just… the cameras all have minor audio sensors in them!” She spoke. “The one closest to that first team just picked up some sort of transmission! I’m trying to focus on the signal. It’s still active!”

Kimtia turned slightly and looked at Mari who sat a short distance from Eirene. “Mari, boost the audio sensor output on all the cameras. Override the Vanari preset controls and reset their filters!”


“Bypassing Vanari presets! Boosting signal enhancers! There!” Mari called out in seconds.


“I have it!” Eirene declared as she hit a single key on her computer and the new voice erupted from their speakers.


“…Hit them now before the figure out what is going on! Move! Move!”


“That’s him!” Eirene barked. “That’s the leader!”


“Trace that signal!” Kimtia exclaimed.


“Transmission is being beamed to a location in the southern river market area!” Mari spoke quickly. “Localizing now!” She was stabbing keys on her P9. “I have it! It appears to be some sort of office building. Sub-Basement level!”

“It has to be their command and control center!” Arusk gasped. “Sibfla! We could take out their entire network on Austrova!”


“We don’t have anything to hit them with Huor!” Kimtia exclaimed. (Husband)

“We have the QRF.” Arusk spoke calmly.


Kimtia shook her head instantly. “They are in support and we’d announce to the entire planet that we are here playing war!” She stated. “Andro wanted this contained to the estate! We can’t attack them! We…”


“Are they coordinating this attack?” The new voice spoke and they all watched as Caliria moved gracefully into the room and came up next to Eliani. She was dressed in the new Mark VI body armor and it hugged her lush frame like a second skin it seemed. Her long black hair was tied into one thick braid and draped over her left shoulder.


Kimtia turned to Eirene. “Can you confirm the location Eirene?” She asked.


Eirene turned in her chair. “I already have!” She stated. “All intercepted COMS from the mercenary ronnus are being beamed to this location and the replies are originating from this location. No relays or repeaters.”


Kimtia turned back to Caliria. “I guess that answers that.” She said.

“Wait!” Mari called out. “I just detected another signal on the same carrier wave to a different part of the city! It’s mobile! Tracking it!” Mari looked up suddenly from her P9. “It was sent to a receiver within a hundred meters of Lisisa’s location!”


Eliani didn’t hesitate. [Lisisa… is everything alright at your location?] She reached for her sister within the shielded Mindvoice connection.


[That depends on your definition of alright.] Lisisa answered instantly. [We have what appear to be several unfriendly Lycavorians about to assault the First Regent’s home. Coren believes it is an attack against the First Regent and not related to us being here. We are preparing to kill them now.] 


Eliani couldn’t help but smile at the calm and confidence in her sister’s voice. [Then I will not trouble you any longer. Contact us as soon as you are secure.]

Eliani looked at Kimtia who appeared puzzled. “What?” Kimtia asked.

“Another team of Lycavorians is preparing to assault the First Regent’s home where Lisisa and Arduri are.” Eliani stated. “They don’t know Lisi and the others are there so we can only assume they are after the Vanari First Regent. This is a simultaneous mission to take out whatever and whoever they feel is a threat to them.”

“Then you have my authorization to kill them!” Caliria stated calmly. “Take out this Command and Control center. It is obviously being run by the OSG!”

“Princess, an attack by the QRF on this position could very well set off a firestorm within the Vanari government and do exactly what we don’t want them to do!” Kimtia stated trying to remain objective while her very nature screamed for her to do exactly as Caliria told her.


“They are coordinating an attack against my father’s estate and visiting dignitaries Kimtia… with the expressed intent to kill them. Now we are discovering they are going after the First Regent as well!” Caliria told her. “We are simply doing what is necessary to insure our people remain alive.”


Kimtia looked at her husband and mate quickly. The two of them thought so much alike that it sometimes frightened their parents when they were all together. Arusk nodded his head to her. “It is your call my wife and mate.”


Kimtia decided rather quickly. “Nubou un!” Kimtia hissed. “Commit the QRF! Establish a patch to them and send them the data Mari! High Priority encryption! Instruct Prince Fedor that they are to eliminate or capture any OSG agents at that position and insure their ability to use that location is destroyed.”


Mari nodded her head. “Initiating the patch!”


Kimtia looked back to Eliani and saw her shrug her shoulders and smile. “Now it gets interesting.” Eliani stated. “Never a dull moment around my brother. “Eirene… use your link with Andro arande. Let him know what is happening.”


Eirene nodded and closed her eyes as she reached across the distance for her brother.

RE MYDALA ESTATE

STORAGE SHED WEST OF ENTRANCE TO LOWER LEVEL LIVING QUARTERS


“…Hit them now!” Kalis hissed softly, his blue eyes watching as the shadowy figures were rushing right by the shed not more than a hundred meters from their position.


Ridor glanced and Daio and smiled. “Daio?” He spoke.


Daio looked at Kalis as he turned back and met their eyes. “You will come to learn Kalis my friend, just as we did, that when Andro says he has a surprise for the enemy, they will be very surprised. He wanted us to wait until the signal.”


“We don’t know what the signal is!” Kalis complained.


Ridor smiled once more revealing the tips of his long wolf fangs. “We will know it when we see it.” He stated. “Of that there will be little doubt.”


“How can you be so sure? We are letting them move unopposed into the estate!” Kalis asked anxiously. He wanted to prove to Androcles and to everyone that he had indeed turned the corner on his life. He had proven this to his uncle he was sure, but Androcles was truly the one he wanted to convince, especially after the way he treated Sadi on Hadaria all those months ago.


“Trust us.” Daio told him. “And trust Andro.”


Kalis took a deep breath to calm his nerves and he felt Serale reach for him within Mindvoice ever so gently to sooth him. She had adapted to the changes his bite had caused in her body much quicker than they had determined she would and his Tenna Anja told them it was because of her Hadarian genes and the potency of the Leonidas blood that flowed through them both now. At first Kalis had cursed that blood because it belonged to his father and not his uncle, but it was his Tenna Aricia who had told him the blood was the same no matter his father but it was how Kalis choose to emulate that blood and the history it held which would make the difference.


“I will be ready.” Kalis spoke softly.


“Kalis…?” Ridor spoke waiting until his eyes focused on him. “Do not hold back, for Andro will not.”


Kalis nodded his head. “I don’t intend too.”


Ridor reached up and touched his jaw activating his COM Implant. “Ryana… have your sniper teams get ready. This is about to begin.” He ordered Rinel’s second daughter who was situated somewhere on the estate with four other Vanari sniper teams waiting for the attack to begin.

“Standing by.” Ryana’s voice answered.


“Ryana… we don’t take prisoners.” Ridor spoke once more. “The only one who survives this attack is the leader.”


Ridor heard the long moment of silence and then Ryana answered with firmness in her voice. “It is about time.”


They shared a very unique bond because of the way they were born and it was this bond that allowed them an uncluttered Mindvoice channel to each other. It was not something that others had, but because Androcles and Dorian were born fully aware and Eirene and Fedor very nearly fully aware thanks to Androcles, it was as if they had a single channel within the Etheric realm that was dedicated strictly to them. It was not something Androcles would have done under any normal circumstance, biting his mother For’mya as he did in mock rage and hatred and reaching for the twins she carried within Mindvoice. He had actually carried a great deal of shame for acting in such a manner with one of the women who had helped to raise him and loved him without question; one of the women that he called and loved as mother. It was the only way that he could act to insure that For'mya did not give up all hope and to let her know that her family loved her without question. 
Under any other context Androcles’ actions would have been considered a vile sin to most Lycavorians and Elves, yet nearly all of the Union now knew why he had done this, and their respect for him had increased tenfold for having the courage to act in such way to save his family. Though the vast majority would never know the effect this action had concerning Fedor and Eirene, it still served to enhance the legacy Androcles Leonidas was building for himself and not even realizing it. Androcles had carried that shameful burden within him until just this very morning when he held both Eirene and Fedor in his arms and they shared with him all that they were within this special etheric connection. All that their mother For'mya was and what they all felt about what their brother had done to insure their survival. There was no anger, no distrust, and no hate; there was simply an overwhelming sense of love and gratitude for what he had done and the overwhelming courage it had taken for him to go against the very core of his beliefs in order to do it.


…Mari is sending the information to Fedor now! Fedor had the QRF already airborne in low orbit and they will try to time the assault with your retaliation but he and Famus make no promises. Eirene’s voice echoed softly in both Andro and Dorian’s minds. It was an Etheric connection that not even their father would have been able to breach and therefore they did not shield their conversations.

Understood. Andro answered her. What about Lisisa? I did not want to reach for her when I felt her emotions spike.


Eli spoke to her within Mindvoice. She did not seem concerned about what they were facing Andro. And they will have complete surprise on their side not to mention a few Vanari Commandos loyal to Inamarno’s father. Eirene answered.


Androcles glanced at Dorian and saw him nod his head slightly. Very well arande. He spoke. Continue to monitor things as best as you are able. You have far exceeded mine and father’s expectations in so short a time. Both of you have. Do not feel it is necessary to do more.


We are Leonidas. Eirene stated firmly. We expect no less of ourselves.

Indeed. We… Dorian began.

Andro… Dorian… they are about to breach the lower levels! Eirene exclaimed.


Then we will speak later. Andro answered her. This is about to kick off. 


Go with the gods! Eirene told them before they felt her slip from the connection.


Dorian met his brother’s azure colored eyes with his own multicolored orbs. “It’s time fervon.” He said softly.


“Yes… it is.”


They both turned to see Murano, Jomann, Denali and Deion watching them.


“Problem?” Murano asked.


Androcles shook his head. “No. Not that Lisisa and Arduri can’t handle.”


“That’s my Lisi and Duri!” Denali proclaimed happily. He was concerned about them yes, but his faith in their combined abilities was absolute and he knew what they were both capable of. “Beautiful and deadly.”


“They are about to breach.” Dorian spoke to the others.


“Then hold nothing back, any of you. Use all of your power and ability. There is much all of you still need to learn but you are far more advanced than any other Praetorian in history at this stage of discovery.” Murano spoke now. “We are Praetorians but you are also Lycavorian! Now… now we will kick their asses back into the dark ages!”


Andro chuckled softly. “Murano… you have been hanging around our father and our mother Anja far too much.” He stated.


“And Sarlana it seems.” Dorian chimed in.


“Jeez! You think.” Deion echoed.


Unnel heard the soft boom of breaching explosives from below and to the right signaling him that his second assault team was entering the lower living areas.


“Now!” He grunted loudly. “Blow it now!”


Unnel watched his man mash down on the triggering device and there was a brief flash of intense light and then the rush of air as they blew the doors inward. “Go!” He hissed in a frantic voice as the feeling in his gut began to turn cold. He couldn’t place it, but something told him that things were not going as he had planned. Something told him they had gotten involved in something that was far more than Franklin Adams and the OSG had led them to believe.


They had done this many times before and we experts at their jobs. Most of them were former members of the Protectorate military who thoroughly enjoyed having the extra credits and perks of being involved in the Vanari slave trade. Many of them even had female Vanari slaves that they used at their whim secure in locations outside Protectorate space. As a unit they had conducted several dozen raids themselves through the years in order to secure more Vanari females for the OSG slave auctions. None of them had any desire to see things change from the way they were and all of them were fully onboard with the OSG and those Vanari involved in the Slave Ring. They had the finest equipment and training that their culture and society could offer, as well as many Intelligence contacts still within the Protectorate military. None of that would help them this day for they truly did not comprehend who and what they were fighting. 


Three minutes passed by in a blur, but to the men and women of Unnel’s assault team it seemed like three months. Their training guided them as they moved with precision through the lower living quarters with catlike speed and grace. As they cleared each room, the apprehension in each of them began to grow. There were twenty-four of them in the lower level of Coren Re Mydala’s estate, all of them with looks of surprise on their faces now as they reached the last room. The lower living quarters had primarily bedrooms and two different gathering rooms for guests and others to mingle. There was one small kitchen station against the north wall but aside from that it was not a complex operation and very straightforward. The leader of this assault team glanced around quickly as his men took up guard positions in the largest of the gathering rooms and he opened his COM unit as he dropped to one knee.

“Clear!” He hissed into his shoulder mounted COM unit. “We are clear! No targets! I say again no targets! We got nothing! What the fuck is going on Unnel?”


“Clear!” He hissed into his shoulder mounted COM unit. “We are clear! No targets! I say again no targets! We got nothing! What the fuck is going on Unnel?” 

Unnel heard this within his own COM unit and felt his apprehension become barely controllable. He had known something was wrong when no one in his own twenty-eight man team was firing their weapons and they heard no gunfire from the lower levels.
  
“…rooms are empty!” Unnel’s head snapped around as the Lycavorian spat out the words while he and his team came back into the main room and took up guard positions.

“Our rooms as well!” Another group chimed in as they moved back into the main room of Coren Re Mydala’s home. The night sky was clearly visible through the massive glass doors and windows, the lights of Mydala city on the horizon. He glanced around the sunken main portion of the room where all the furniture was and that feeling of dread began to grow at an alarming rate. Their entry had been perfect. Their Intelligence had been perfect. The estate was quiet and their OSG spotters had given the ok for entry into the main estate. Coren Re Mydala’s security measures were child’s play. Unnel would have thought a ranking Senior Board of Regent’s member would have heavier Cadre Commando security. The OSG Intelligence did not indicate this nor did they put much stock in the military capabilities of the Union forces or this young Prince everyone seemed so concerned about. Indeed, their Intelligence stated he was not as skilled as others made him out to be and preferred instead to play with his mates rather than make war and learn tactics. Something was very wrong here and Unnel felt the hairs on the back of his neck begin to stand up and take attention.


“Assault Team to base!” Unnel hissed into his COM. “The Estate is empty! Adams… the fucking estate is empty!” He snarled.


“What?” Franklin Adams’ voice echoed in his ear. “That’s impossible! We have had eyes on the estate ever since the Union Prince arrived! No one has left!”


“I’m telling you the estate is empty!” Unnel growled. “There is no one here!”


“Actually… that is not quite accurate.” The unfamiliar voice echoed from all around them causing Unnel and his men to lift their weapons and begin searching the main room for the source of the voice.


There was a brief shimmering of yellowish/white light to their front and Unnel and all of his team whirled around to face it, their eyes going wide in disbelief, their weapons wavering as the shapes of six men appeared as if out of thin air and took substance only five meters away from where they were. Six men dressed in strange looking body armor and all of them with nearly glowing multicolored eyes in the darkness of the room. The voice that reached them was clear and powerful and reeked of confidence. It also carried with it one thing that made the blood in their veins go cold.


It carried the finality of death.


“Looking for us!” Androcles Leonidas snarled before he lifted his hands and they saw the wave of Etheric power swell in front of his palms.


That was when the pain began.


He had been recruited by Sumar nineteen years after his birth, his mother and father joyfully allowing this, knowing that their son was so very different. They lived with him within the confines of the expansive Praetorian facility on the homeworld, watching as he was taught so many things that they would have never been able to teach him. His family visited him often and all of them were beyond proud of what they now knew he was. He was one of the first Praetorians and through the decades and centuries that followed he became one of Sumar’s closest and most trusted leaders and friends.


Murano could remember every detail of every battle that they had ever fought together even to this day. Sumar was an inspiration to each and every living Praetorian, not to mention the most powerful and charismatic of them. He learned more things then he could imagine just by watching Sumar operate and this only allowed his own skills to grow stronger and more focused. They had stood on uncountable battlefields across hundreds of worlds and faced the Scourge down in every instance. They had not won all of the battles to be sure, but even those where they had to retreat the Scourge paid a dear price. Sumar had told him something during a lull in a battle on some world Murano no longer remembered the name to. It was something Murano had forgotten until only a few days ago, and it was a memory that he now knew was triggered by those he associated and fought with at this moment.


“There will come a day Murano my friend, a day far into the future when everything that has happened and will happen will become clear. You will feel lost and helpless then, probably for many centuries before that day comes, but only you will be able to survive that crucible Murano. None of our brothers has the fortitude or the will.”


“What… what will happen that day Sumar?” Murano had asked him.


“That will be the day the fog around your mind and heart will be lifted my boy.” Sumar spoke. “The day that you will see why I will have done what I will have done.” He finished his statement with a smile knowing it sounded odd.

“I don’t understand.” He has asked him. “What have you done?”


Sumar chuckled. “Nothing just yet… but I will. It is confusing I know Murano, you’re your faith must never waver. Others will see it and not understand. They will question what I have done. You must be the one to show them the purpose Murano. Only you will be able to do this.”


“Why?”


“Because only you will understand.” Sumar spoke. “Only you will understand.”


Murano did understand now. He understood everything. 
Meeting Martin first had been the start of it, and now these last days with Androcles and the others had brought clarity to his mind that he had been lacking since Sumar had left him behind. He now understood what Sumar had told him all those years ago. And he understood why Sumar did what he had done. He had gone against the most sacred tenets of the Pralor people and the Praetorians when he merged the survivors of City ship 41 into the Lycavorian people. It was a mandate that he himself had put in place and then dismissed. Sumar had seen something within these people that no one else had. He had seen beyond the savage nature and sometimes brutal exterior and he had seen deep within their hearts and their very blood. In the memories that Martin had allowed him to see within his mind, Murano had seen a devotion to the beautiful young Lycavorian that had become Sumar’s wife that was just as powerful as the one Martin had for his wives and mates. That was just as powerful as his sons Resumar and Martin’s father had held for their wives and mates. Just as Wayonn had told him, Sumar was very different at the end. He was still a Praetorian yes, but through the millennia he had learned to balance the nature of the Praetorian with the sometimes wild and savage nature of the species with which he was now one of. He had embraced the emotions that he had often told them to push aside and repress in order to make the right choice. In the end Sumar had made the right choice. He had embraced his emotions and instincts unlike any other time in his long life and in doing so, he had released all the blocks to the power that a Praetorian could wield.
This showed now in his descendants. Martin, Androcles, Denali, Jomann and Deion were far more powerful because they embraced their emotions and their code and allowed it to direct how they used their gifts. Wayonn, Nara, Helen, all of them were so much more powerful and focused because of this fact. Murano knew that Deion Leonidas and his niece Mari had begun a relationship. He could sense their Etheric connection burning brightly. He could almost feel the complete and utter devotion to his niece that swirled through Deion Leonidas. He could feel the same emotions resonating from Mari as well. So open and without doubt or concern. The old Murano would have taken her aside and discouraged such a relationship immediately. He would have counseled her not to enter into an intimate union with him because of the ramifications of such a bond. That was the old Murano…

This was the new Murano.

He had felt it growing within him from the first moment he had sensed Martin out among the stars. New life. Rebirth. The passion to never back down and always see the good in things. He had felt it even more once meeting him on Onterom, and then it had fully blossomed on Twelve Alpha in their battle with the Svorag. Almost without thinking he had been swept up in that passion and honor. It was a rebirth as far as he was concerned. He could feel his love for Tobia even more pronounced now. She was everything to him, and he had let her slip through his grasp like a fool. When he returned he would try and contact her and try to explain it more than he did when he left her. He knew she was angry with him, and while part of himself cried for allowing her to turn to another for comfort, another part was sincerely happy that she had found the love he could not return to her. He would never love another as he loved Tobia, of that he was sure. He was content now to at least be beside Martin and his sons and any other Praetorians that they could find fighting for the greater good once more.
Murano had led troops on the battlefield before and he was no stranger to this. It was different now however, as he was filled with the same resolve and passion that cascaded over those surrounding him. Even his short association with Martin and the others had changed him for the better. His connection to his powers was so much more focused and cleared than ever before. He felt more powerful than he ever had and Murano knew it was because he had let go of the old and embraced the new. He stood among the first of a new breed of Praetorians and they would be so much more than anyone ever believed. He could feel their individual resonance echoing within him brightly, more so Androcles and Dorian, but all of them were like shining beacons of light within the Etheric realm and when he mingled his own resonance with theirs it was staggering to behold. He was filled with a confidence that was beyond anything he had ever felt, and an equally powerful attitude that they would not fail no matter the odds. Murano intended to embrace that emotion from now until the day he passed into the next life and joined so many of his brothers within the Rift of Time. 
Until that day however, Murano intended to live with no more doubts and no more holding back. 

Androcles and Dorian stood in front of them all, Jomann on his left, Denali and Deion to his right, while he stood behind all of them and took it all in. Androcles had told him he was to lead them for all of them were still very new to their abilities though they had been using them for years. It was a responsibility Murano willingly grasped onto as he felt all of them join their Etheric resonances together and they heard Androcles’ words.

“Looking for us!”


The new Praetorian Murano acted instantly.


“Jomann! Now!” He barked out the words clearly. “Denali! Deion! Execute!”


Five words sent all of them into action. Using the unique Praetorian power within him and feeding off of his brothers in arms, Jomann moved. Since his power allowed him to move in short bursts far faster than others could follow with the naked eye, Jomann moved to the side of the group of Lycavorian mercenaries even as his Shi Viska burst from Flatspace. The shield was leaving his arm even as he took up a position to the side of the mercenary scum and was bringing his KM12 up with his right hand. He watched as his Shi Viska streaked forward, not at the bodies of the mercenaries, but at their weapons. Since only Jomann felt as if he was moving at normal speed, his eyes watched as his shield sliced through the weapons of the front row of mercenaries as if they were butter, finally imbedding itself into the wall across the room as he brought the KM12 up and loosed two perfect rounds.

All of their KM12s had been retooled for the Kavalian 12.7mm high velocity penetrating round in order to cause more damage upon impact. This was certainly the case as Jomann watched both of his rounds strike the closest mercenary to him and the farthest away, both of the men outside the cone of Etheric power that Androcles and Dorian were about to unleash. As he turned his head after firing he saw Denali and Deion about to slam their fists into the floor of Coren Re Mydala’s home and felt a momentary pang sadness at the damage they were about to wrought. That passed instantly as he reigned in his Etheric power and normal time once more took shape for him.


It was almost comical to see the expressions of the Lycavorian mercenaries when their weapons splintered in their hands and fell away leaving them utterly defenseless. That single expression lasted only a split second as Deni’s and Deion’s fists slammed into the floor and sent a devastating wave of Etheric power directly at the men and women even as the two men on the ends of their lines flew back and their blood splattered wetly on the wall behind them. Jomann watched like it was in slow motion, though he knew that was not the case, as the floor buckled and crumbled before his eyes, lifting up and rushing at the remaining thirty men and women that were crowded into the main room. Their training was not as good as they thought for no Union Strike team would ever bunch together in the same room as they had done, providing a group of targets so close together. None of them could do anything to stop the wave, nor could they avoid it. It smashed into them like an out of control lifted, rising their bodies off the floor, their arms and legs wildly flailing about as they fought to keep their balance.

And that is when the crushing surge of Etheric power left the hands of Androcles and Dorian.


It was not something either of the brothers expected, for neither Andro nor Dorian had truly unleashed their abilities without some form of control. This time however, driven by the emotions within them and guided by Murano’s calm resonance and Sarlana’s echo within their hearts, Androcles and Dorian Leonidas allowed their Dahakoan blood to guide their Praetorian power. The effect was devastating to say the least.


It did not appear spectacular in any way, just two young men standing shoulder to shoulder and releasing what could only be described as a wall of light blue Etheric power. Yet this wall of Etheric power took solid form within milliseconds of Androcles and Dorian releasing it. It crossed the short distance between them and Unnel’s Lycavorian mercenaries in a single heartbeat and none of them could have foreseen the outcome. The Etheric wall was roughly six meters wide and three meters tall and it struck the mercenaries as they were still flailing about suspended in the air from Denali and Deion’s Etheric Wave attack. Fueled by the incredibly passionate emotions within both of the Leonidas brothers, the Etheric wall became a runaway locomotive without mercy or remorse. As their father had done on Enurrua and then on Onterom, they let loose all of the chains that had bound them up until this point. The Etheric wall struck the group of mercenaries with unforgiving force, propelling the mercenaries back at terminal velocity. What followed was something no one had expected. 
The entire north wall of Coren Re Mydala’s main living room buckled outward, groaned in protest and then metal bent and twisted in protest, glass shattered and the north wall blew outward as if torn from the foundation by the hand of an angry deity. The bodies of Unnel’s two dozen mercenaries were launched into the darkness while being peppered with razor like glass and pieces of the wall’s building materials as they disappeared into the night in front of them. Andro’s azure orbs went wide, as did Dorian’s multicolored eyes and quite comically, both of them looked down at their hands in shock. It was Murano, ever the calm warrior, who shook aside his disbelief first and reacted.
“Upon them!” He bellowed out. “Hold nothing back! Go now Praetorians!”

His voice struck all of them like a slap, wrenching them from their shock at what they had just done and then the Spartan warriors that all of them were came rearing forth. Without question or pause, all six of them leaped into the darkness before them to press their attack. 

None were in the mood for games.


“Saoi Sibfla!” Sherice gasped aloud as she and Cowen watched the north wall of Coren Re Mydala’s house blow outward in a shower of steel, granite and glass.

Cowen didn’t removed his eye from the scope of the CHAOS. “That… that would be an understatement Sherice!” He spoke.


“That’s it!” Sherice exclaimed. “That’s the signal!” She lowered her macrobinos and tapped her jaw. “All teams this is Archangel Team One! The signal is given! I repeat! The signal has been given! Execute!”


Her directive was not questioned.

“Son Vada Carians!” Kalis muttered openly as his eyes took in what had just happened.


“All teams this is Archangel Team One! The signal is given! I repeat! The signal has been given! Execute!”


“Go!” Ridor exclaimed. “We hit the lower level now!”


Kalis surged forward from where he Ridor and Daio had been hiding within the small work shed. Ridor was the first out of the shed and he felt Daio and Kalis break to either side as they sprinted across the thirty meters to the side of the lower portion of the living estate. They covered the thirty meters in less than ten seconds using their wolf speed and slammed against the outer wall of the lower level living quarters.


“Bangers!” Kalis called out yanking the Flash Bang grenade from the combat harness he wore. He mashed his thumb down on the trigger and turned slightly to send the flash bang grenade smashing through the plate glass window of the first floor. Ridor and Daio quickly followed suit into the second window and Ridor into the main hall that led down the rows of large rooms.


The team of Unnel’s mercenaries on the lower level were already addled because of the force of the structure being very nearly torn apart above their heads. All of them heard the single word echo out and the breaking of more glass but none of them saw the three flash bang grenades enter the lower living quarters. It really would not have mattered had they seen the grenades. Most of their ears were already ringing from the explosion like sound of the north wall being blown from the main building and all of them were still confused as to why their targets were not where they were supposed to be.


The three flash bang grenades, still very potent even after centuries of redesign and use, went off within two seconds of each other and sealed the fates of the twenty-four men and women that had entered the lower living areas of the estate. With ear plugs protecting their own wolf ears, Ridor led Daio and Kalis into the lower level, their chopped down versions of the venerable P190 hissing out death with every trigger pull. The grenades did their jobs perfectly rendering all twenty-four of the second mercenary team completely helpless as they reached for shattered eardrums in pain and began to stumble about completely disoriented. Kalis didn’t hesitate and neither did Daio or Ridor. All three young men had seen the results of slavery and rape up close and personal. Cvea and Kameka with Ridor and Daio and his precious Serale’s mother Ceale for Kalis. In truth Kalis had seen far more of such things for he had grown up in a society where this was commonplace. Now, after the events with his Tenna For'mya and his rebirth he held a particularly powerful hatred for such things. None of the three young Spartans were in a forgiving mood as they began to send out lethal bursts from their P190 A5s. Ridor and Daio may have questioned Kalis’s experience before this day, for they had never seen him work, but they would not question him now. They also did not question his commitment to the values and morals taught to him by the King for one only had to view how he doted over the young red haired Hadarian female who was his wife and mate now. They would not question anything about him after this night for Kalis did not pause or stutter in his actions. Every four round burst from his A5 left a dead mercenary in his wake as the three men swept mercilessly through the lower living quarters. Most of the mercenaries were on their knees still trying to regain their senses when the black clad apparitions appeared and ended their miserable lives. Most would never know or see the men who ended their lives for they did not understand the way Spartans fought. 

Kalis heard the boom of the side arm echo even with his ear plugs and his head shifted instantly to the far door into the living quarters on the other side of the building. He saw the flash of blue skin and then the dark hair of the Vanari woman they knew as Ryana as she led one other Vanari, or Lycanari as they preferred to be called, out of the last room near the far door. The man with her carried a short barreled sniper rifle in his hands as Ridor motioned her forward.


Ryana didn’t hesitate and sprinted the short distance to where they were. “Stupid fools all crowded into a single area!” She almost screamed, her own ears still ringing somewhat.


“We take no chances!” Ridor barked out. “Sweep back and double tap them! Make sure they are dead! Go!” The tone of command in his voice was obvious and Ryana deduced quickly that he knew his stuff. Leadership was in Ridor’s blood because of who his father was and he didn’t even think about it as he naturally took command of the situation.

Ryana didn’t question the brutality of the order and simply nodded as she grabbed her fellow troop and turned back. Ridor turned his head just as he saw Kalis fire a last burst into one of the mercenaries on the ground. “Daio! Kalis! Check them all! No mistakes my brothers! If they even cling to life, end it permanently! There will be no reprieve from justice this night!”


That was all the order they needed and Ridor saw them both turn to comply. Ridor reached up to tap his jaw.


“Archangel Team Four to Angel base! Lower level is secure!”


“No prisoners Hyperetes Ridor!” The female voice spoke in reply.


Ridor nodded. “Already moving to insure this!” He spoke.


“Secure the lower entrances and stand by! Kill any who try to escape through the living areas!”


“Understood. Team Four clear!”


Ryana Val Ardwor and her teammate took up position by the opposite entrance of the lower level and looked out into the now smoky and dust filled night air. She tapped her jaw and activated the new implant she wore. This was something that the Protectorate had never thought of and Ryana was stunned at the clarity the internal COM units gave them. Being part of the Union definitely would have its advantages going into the future and Ryana knew that the vast majority of the Lycanari that called the former Protectorate home were simply overjoyed at the merger taking place. The Lycavorian Union was far larger than the Protectorate and there would be so much more to experience and see once things began to settle and they had taken care of business. The Lycanari also knew, as did Ryana, that they would never have to tolerate slavery ever again in their lifetimes. 

“Team Three Lead to Team!” Ryana hissed. “Do you have shots?”


“Negative!” The first voice echoed. “Too much dust! What the hell did they use on the wall Ryana? Explosives of some kind?”


“No joy here. No visual on zone!


“Same here Ryana. No visual!” 


“All elements Team Three! Move to secondary locations and secure objectives!” Ryana ordered instantly. “Let Team One handled the long range shooting! Go! Go!”


“Moving!”


“Same here!”


“On our way!”


Ryana could almost see her three other sniper teams moving from their primary locations in her mind. Each of them would move to their secondary location and secure the three other entrances onto Coren Re Mydala’s estate. Their job would be to keep any Vanari who let their curiosity overrule their brains from entering the killing zone that the estate had now become. They would also insure that those Vanari who worked for Ardan would not set foot on the estate for any reason. Whatever else she took away from this night Ryana would never question the planning or skill of the Union Spartans in any way. Their plan had been daring and they were executing it to utter perfection.

Just as her Vanari father and Lycavorian mother had always taught her and her siblings.

SPARTAN QRF STRIKER

“Three hundred meters!” Tir’ut called out from the co-pilot’s seat.


Normya concentrated intently as she swept the STRIKER in low over the tops of the buildings. This was not something they had planned for, but Normya knew they were nothing if not adaptable. Normya shifted her head slightly, glancing out the side window and seeing the urban terrain all around them. It was still too early for most Vanari to be up and about she knew and this would allow them to move quickly and decisively.


“Target building in sight!” The voice of the female elven Flight Engineer who sat behind them echoed out, her eyes glued to the screens in front of her as she monitored the cameras that were mounted in the nose of the STRIKER.

“Tir'ut… reduce power to thirty percent and prepare to drop the Shroud!” Normya called out. 


Tir'ut’s hands flew across the three consoles that surrounded his massive frame. He was an Akruxian warrior yes, but he was a far better pilot than most and once the engineers aboard the SCIMITAR had first realized this they had quickly redesigned Normya’s STRIKER so that he could better fit his large body in the co-pilot’s seat.


“Thirty percent power!” He echoed his beautiful wife. “Preparing to disengage the Shroud.” He turned his head slightly and looked at his Blessed Wife. “They will know we are here once the Shroud comes down Normya my wife. They will undoubtedly have spotters on the tops of buildings.”


“Can’t be helped!” Normya exclaimed. “We have to get them in as close as we can so that none of the ronnus escape!”


“Normya!” The female elf called out turning her head. “Let me get in the nose turret! I can cover their exit!”


Normya didn’t hesitate for even a second. “Go Ke’rai!”


Ke'rai Jenal was moving even before Normya finished her sentence. She was one of Ne'Veha’s closest friends and had jumped at the chance to become part of Normya’s flight crew. She was also among the new breed of elven females from Elear; those that allowed their sexuality and poise to reside out in the open and not be reserved about it any longer. Her father and mother were among the first elven families to take a second name when Queen Dysea and Queen For'mya began to use Leonidas as their surname so long ago. Both of her parents were ardent supporters of the elven Queens and all they had accomplished. Ke'rai Jenal also had an ulterior motive about accepting this position, one that she hoped would come to fruition in the future.

“Fedor! Famus!” Normya called out on the small headset she wore. “Ramp coming down! Thirty seconds!”


Fedor Leonidas waited in the rear of the STRIKER with the sixty member QRF and Famus. His heart was racing yes, but he had seen battle before beside his father and mothers and he was not afraid. He looked at the weathered face of Famus beside him as the ramp began to open. 


“You are a Prince, a Leonidas and a Spartan!” Famus told him. “You have already proven yourself in battle, so do nothing foolish! Lead as your father and brothers would lead young Fedor! We will follow!”


“Shroud coming down!” Tir'ut called out. “Prepare to exit!”


“Let us send these slaving ronnus into the abyss Famus!” Fedor shouted over the roar of the engines. Thoughts of his beautiful wife and mate Iama filled Fedor as they felt the STRIKER shift slightly. No longer would she have to tolerate the life she had endured for so long, and this gave Fedor a personal stake in this mission. Iama had spoken to him just before they launched and whispered to him to insure that no woman, no matter their species was left behind to languish in that life. He had swept her into his arms, kissed her with intensity and passion and swore to her that he would see to it.


Fedor saw Famus smile brilliantly at him hearing his words. “Spoken like a Leonidas!” Famus told him. “Let us make it so!” 


“And we… are…down!” Tir'ut’s voice chimed out clearly as they felt the STRIKER touch down lightly. “Go! Go! Go!”


In the split second before his boots left the deck of the STRIKER Fedor felt his brother reach for him in their private Etheric connection. He and Dorian had been stimulating this Etheric bond with him and Eirene since they had come to the surface, strengthening it to insure they would always be connected. Being born almost fully aware of everything around you did have its advantages. The message was short and needed to reply Fedor knew. He would also try his best to make it so.


Fedor my brother. If you find Franklin Adams among those cowards, you save his vile carcass for me. I have a present I wish to bestow upon him.

OSG BUNKER


“…What!” Franklin Adams screamed.


“I don’t know sir!” The agent stammered. “One of their ships just landed right in the fucking street! The spotters were screaming that they were offloading troops before they went silent! They have found us!”


“That’s not possible!” Adams exclaimed.


“Colonel Adams! We have lost contact with our ground teams!” Another voice rang out in the bunker. “Our COMS are being jammed!”


Franklin turned. “We have the most sophisticated communications in the galaxy! No one can jam our transmissions!”


“We have lost contact with Team Two assaulting the First Regent’s home! They went off line just after they entered his home! All COMS with Team One ended the moment their mortar support team was killed!” The man answered. “Colonel… we have been made! They were fucking waiting for us!”


Franklin Adams had not risen within the ranks of the OSG for being stupid. He made his decision quickly.


“That’s it! Shut it down! Immediate evac to secondary location! Now everyone! Move!” Adams ordered with force.


It would not save them.


Of the thirty-two mercenaries under Unnel’s command that were blasted from the inside of Coren Re Mydala’s home, only twenty-seven of them survived the devastating Etheric blast that had sent them slamming painfully into the interior wall, only to have the wall blow outward driven by some unseen and crushing power. Two of the mercenaries struck the wall at odd angles and their necks were snapped instantly, mercifully killing them before they ever knew what had happened. Two more were tossed through the air being peppered by granite and glass fragments that sliced through the light armor they wore and nearly shredded their bodies into tiny pieces. When they did eventually land in the courtyard below, they did not feel the pain of impact for they were already dead. The glass fragments had severed most of the arteries in their bodies as they flailed about and they bled out in seconds. The fifth mercenary was alive when he landed, however he did not survive the three eighteen inch long decorative steel spikes that adorned the top of Coren’s estate wall. All three spikes impaled him through his chest, spearing his heart and lungs clean through and the third puncturing his kidneys and liver. He died within seconds of landing.


The remaining twenty-seven mercenaries landed quite painfully on the courtyard expanse below them, some of them suffering shattered limbs and nearly fatal internal injuries, but all of them still alive and able to fight.


It truly didn’t matter, for none of the surviving men and women had any idea of the enemy they had awoken or what they were capable of.


Sherice did know however, and she swept her macrobinos across the expanse of the courtyard searching for the one man that she knew Androcles wanted alive.


“Cowen?” She questioned.


“Searching.” He answered without removing his eye from the scope. “Still somewhat obscured because of the debris.”


“Find him husband!” Sherice urged him. “That is the one Andro wants alive. He will have the answers we need!”


Cowen knew she was correct as he swept his scope across the courtyard trying to spot the man. He had gotten a good look at him just before they had breached the estate’s upper level and was sure he could find him again. 
“Nine to the left as they land Sherice!” He spoke calmly. He was no stranger to combat and remained calm and methodic. “Nine to their front! Hold on!” Cowen zoomed in his scope on one man who was still on his back but trying to regain his feet among the many flower planters where he had landed and shattered dozens of them. He was bloody and cut up badly but… Cowen zoomed in and got a clear picture of his face. “I have him! He is among the flowers directly to west! Near the river entrance!”

Sherice didn’t hesitate even though this was her first taste of actual combat. She had been involved in the Evolli War as had most her age in the military, but she had been part of a Command and Control Team as Intelligence Officer and had not seen actual ground combat. 

“Androcles!” She announced over her implant. “Flower garden! Near the river entrance!” She spoke knowing that he would hear her but not respond. “Cowen… lessen the odds some my husband!”

Cowen nodded his head. “Done!” He spoke as his finger caressed the trigger of the CHAOS rifle once more.

Sherice felt the slight recoil and then the silenced boom of the rifle as he sent another round downrange. She had no doubts that whatever he had just aimed at was now dead. Sherice didn’t pause and shifted her macrobinos to get a better idea of where the rest of the mercenaries had landed within the courtyard. Her blue eyes grew wide when she saw the six of them land, their bodies encased in shimmering white/blue Etheric armor that surrounded each of them individually. It was unlike anything she had ever seen before and what followed Sherice would remember for the rest of her days.


Part of the power of a Praetorian was the conforming Etheric shield that all of them could project around their bodies. Essentially it was another layer of body armor to protect them for it would take massive damage for it to fail completely. It did not make them invulnerable to be sure, but it could and had saved many of his brethren from Scourge attacks through the many battles they had fought centuries ago. Murano also knew that the Etheric shields those with him could project were far superior to those of his or any Praetorian in history simply because of the Etheric bonds that all of them had with their dragons. It would protect them from all but the heaviest weapons that could fire projectile rounds as well as many of the lighter energy based weapons that the Pralor people used. This did not deter Murano from landing among them as an equal for he knew what he was capable of. All of them had been stunned at the force of the Etheric shockwave that Androcles and Dorian had unleashed. None of them expected to blow out the entire section of wall within the estate, for they had hoped to end things quickly in the confined space of the main room. That had quickly been tossed aside when Androcles and Dorian had blown a gaping hole in the house that you could have easily driven two heavy lifters through. As their superb training and instincts took over however, they adapted instantly.

“Pairs!” Murano shouted out. “And split!”


Deion didn’t waver as he broke with Murano to the right while Denali and Jomann broke to the left. Dorian and Androcles went straight ahead towards the flower garden where Sherice’s excited cry had directed them.

The Lycavorian mercenaries under Unnel began scrambling painfully to their feet as they too began to react. Most of them were several hundred years old and as with all members of their species, their regenerative healing systems began to work quickly. These men and women were not cowards by any stretch of the imagination. Many of them had faced the harshest and toughest opponents in the Beta Quadrant and come out on top. It would not matter in the least now for they had never faced anything like the six men advancing on them. Deion and Murano struck first and did so without mercy or reprieve. As the man closest to Deion saw him advancing he rose fully to his feet and lifted the sidearm he carried. He began pulling the trigger, watching in horror as the projectile rounds began to impact Deion’s Etheric shield and simply stop. His eyes could not believe what he witnessed as the rounds caused Deion to stagger only slightly from the force before he stepped into the main thrust and drove his Nehtes through the man’s sternum. The spearhead burst out his back showering the ground behind him with blood as his fingers suddenly became useless. Deion lifted his left hand and let loose with two Etheric diamonds that crossed the distance to the next mercenary in the blink of an eye as he tore his Nehtes free from the first man’s chest. Both of those Etheric diamonds punched into the next man’s torso, his body doing a macabre dance as most of the left side of his frame was literally crushed from the force of the impact. The small Etheric diamonds entered his upper body cavity below his pectoral muscle and took most of his internal organs with them as they exited out his lower back. He was dead before he even fell back to the ground.

Murano saw another trying to bring his weapon to bear on Deion and Murano reached across the distance with his Etheric power and seized the man’s arm. He screamed in agony as Murano twisted his hand downward and the man’s arm and shoulder could be heard popping and shattering from the unseen force. Murano brought his Saberstaff up in a precise cross body thrust and removed his head, silencing his screams forever. His time among Martin and now Androcles and the others insured Murano did not hesitate. Until this night he had never fought anything other than the Scourge or Svorag. There had been a few disagreements with other Pralors through the many centuries of course, but he had never used his powers against those like him. His time with Martin and the others showed him that there were just as many very bad people among the stars and when dealing with them, you could not hold back. Once he came to this realization, Murano understood what his place was to be. The fight was anything but fair he knew, but these men and women had chosen their course in this life and now they would answer for their decisions. Murano reached out and grasped another within the grips of his Etheric power and squeezed his fist tightly together as the man wailed out his agony. It lasted only a few seconds before the pain overloaded his brain and he mercifully passed out before what little life remained in his body was crushed from him. Murano dropped his body and whirled to see Deion Leonidas smashing another man into the hard ground with no pity or remorse encased as he was in Deion’s Etheric grip. The sounds of his skull cracking open were clearly audible in the night air even as Deion swept further to his left and brought his Nehtes around in a blistering circle strike. The razor like head of the spear, forged from pure dragon armor, bit into the necks of the last two mercenaries who had been foolish enough to stand shoulder to shoulder unable to really comprehend what was happening. The spear head opened their throats to the night air even as Murano sent forth two focused Etheric waves that struck both of their legs at the knees and snapped them like twigs. As they fell Murano turned quickly and took stock of what was happening. Denali and Jomann had dealt harshly with their group of mercenaries. Denali and Lisisa Leonidas had taken a Vanari woman as their wife and mate. A woman that they loved just as intensely as they loved each other. Denali would show no mercy to the men who had a hand in enslaving his mate’s people. Murano had seen the signs with Jomann and Eliani almost from the outset. The Eridiani woman Brendi affected them intensely and being the wolves that they were, they pursued that until Brendi had admitted to wanting the same thing. Jomann would defend his wives and mates without question or regard. Between the two of them, they had more than enough power and skill to dispatch whatever mercenaries survived the fall from the house above.


It was then that Murano felt the massive surge in Etheric power and his eyes turned towards where he knew Androcles and Dorian would be. What he felt within the Etheric realm was utterly beautiful as far as Murano was concerned. It was so focused and pure and it radiated with unblemished clarity. It was also then that Murano got the first glimpse of the power that Sarlana had told him all Dahakoan possessed. A unique and uncanny ability to foresee what their opponents would do. Dorian Leonidas was a blur as he used his ability to wrap the shadows around him and blur to dance between the seven men arrayed in front of him. It was unlike anything Murano had ever seen as the youngest Leonidas in terms of years fought like a man with thousands of years of experience. He was never in one spot for more than a split second, the dual blades he carried slashing viciously into flesh each time he appeared. Each wound was fatal Murano took note, and he would blur to another who seemed to be ready to attack him or Androcles. It was completely unfair in many respects Murano thought to himself, Dorian’s ability to blur and use the shadows and Andro’s overwhelming strength effectively canceling any advantage the mercenaries might have had. As Murano watched in awe, it was like a perfectly choreographed dance between the two brothers. Murano could feel the staggeringly powerful connection between them and their bonded ones, Elynth and Ryner. It was similar to what he felt between Martin and Torma on Onterom and that moon, but it was also much more focused and pure.

Andro’s had pulled his two swords from Flatspace and as Murano watched they moved with a speed and power the likes of which he would never forget. Three times Androcles had used one sword or the other to actually turn aside projectiles fired by a mercenary at either himself or his brother. How he was able to do this was far beyond Murano’s ability to even understand for he had never seen anything like it in his life. Their Etheric shields were putting off an eerie white/blue color brighter than the rest of them, and it caused the ground around them to glow unnaturally. As Murano watched, a mercenary to Andro’s left raised the large sidearm he had managed to pull from its place and center it on Andro’s back. Murano was about to scream a warning when the mercenary’s chest suddenly erupted in a shower of blood and bone as his body was flung back from Androcles by the force of the impact. Murano cut his eyes quickly to the tall building across the river and knew that the Kavalian Cowen’Shan was also keeping a close watch on the battle below him. It went on like this for what seemed like hours but Murano knew it was only seconds. Androcles and Dorian dancing among the mercenary forces as if they were playing with them. Always sidestepping or shifting at the last moment before an attack and then brutally ending that mercenary’s life with a swipe of their blades or a devastating Etheric attack. 


Until there was only one.


Murano turned quickly to Deion who was making sure those they had taken down were indeed dead. “Deion… come.” He hissed softly.  

Deion looked at him and nodded as they began to move for where Andro and Dorian were standing before the lone mercenary. Murano noticed that Jomann and Denali were also stepping among the bodies of the dead and making their way to where their brothers stood.


Unnel held the sidearm centered on Androcles’ chest as he watched him stab down with one sword into the chest of one of his men, hearing his man groan in pain as death took him into its embrace. Androcles pulled the sword free and spun it gracefully in the air before turning to face Unnel as Dorian approached from the other side. Unnel could only gawk at Androcles and Dorian as they stood there in front of him. Six men. Six men had decimated his entire team of fifty plus men and women. A team Unnel had spent years putting together for their skills and the beliefs they held. Unnel had witnessed two of his men blown backwards during the fight so he knew that there was a sniper out there somewhere with a very large rifle and the skill to use it so well. Above all else Unnel took note of the way the eyes on both young men appeared to be nearly glowing. The azure blue orbs and then the multicolored cobalt blue eye of the second man. Their armor was splashed with blood in numerous spots. The blood of his men.


“Don’t come any closer!” Unnel screamed at them.


Androcles ignored him for the most part and reached out within the Etheric realm for his sister. Lisisa?

We’re secure here Andro. Lisisa answered him confidently. No casualties.

Andro smiled for he had expected no less from his sister. Behind only Yuriko, himself, and their father, Lisisa Leonidas was perhaps the deadliest of hand to hand fighters in their entire family.


Fedor my brother! Andro spoke next.


We shut them down fervon! Fedor’s excited voice answered almost instantly. It looks like the mother lode here Andro. Plans. Computers. Everything.


Franklin Adams? Andro asked.


He left his people to die fervon. He was gone before we hit the main bunker. Coward. Fedor hissed in reply.


He is a rat and we will eventually catch up to him. Secure the facility and remove everything that we may find useful brother. Then get out of there before the Vanari arrive. Andro told him.


Already on it.


Gods speed to you fervon.


And you.


Andro lifted his eyes to Unnel as Murano and the others came up on either side of him and Dorian. It was Murano who lifted his hand and using his Etheric power he ripped the sidearm from Unnel’s grasp and guided it into his own.


“This will not help you.” Murano stated flatly before tossing the weapon off to the side.


Androcles looked at Unnel. “Tell me… what the going rate is for selling out you own people and seizing Vanari females as slaves to your whim.”


“I won’t tell you sibfla boy!” Unnel screamed out. “Nothing!”


Andro moved with amazing speed and was suddenly only centimeters from Unnel’s face. Andro bared his fangs in defiance and smiled at Unnel with absolutely no mirth in his angry expression.


“Oh… that is where you are wrong.” Andro spoke. “You will tell me everything I want to know. Everything.”


Andro sent his helmeted head rocketing forward into Unnel’s face, crushing the man’s nose instantly, blood erupting from the torn skin and splintered cartilage. Unnel dropped to the ground like a limp noodle from the blow as his eyes rolled into the back of his head and he passed out from the intense pain.


“Too easy.” Dorian muttered softly.


“We had the advantage of surprise from the outset.” Andro told him. “It will not always be as easy fervon.”


“No it will not.” Murano echoed. “As long as we keep that in mind then the learning never ends. I fear there are bigger battles coming to us in the future.”


“No bets here.” Androcles stated. He turned and looked back and above them at the wall to Coren Re Mydala’s house. “I wonder how I am going to explain that.” He said with an impish grin.


Jomann and the rest of them chuckled. “That one is all you and Dorian Andro. Leave us out of it.”


“Coward.” Dorian hissed.


Murano couldn’t help it and then he was releasing a booming laughing from deep within his chest. A laughter that was soon infectious as the others joined in even among the death all around them.


And the fickle Gods of Fate looked on in silence for they knew that it had only just begun.

