CHAPTER SEVENTY-SIX

KOLTAR FOUR

CAPITAL OF LEPIRI
CONSTELLATION MONUMENT


It was built as a symbol of the space that they had travelled from Cerath to arrive here. A massive circular monument that showed many of the Star Constellations that they had passed through in their exodus. It was huge really, fully a hundred and ten feet tall and an easy four and a half meters in diameter. The sun was just breaking the horizon now as Martin stood in front of the monument, staring up at it with his yellow gold eyes, his dual fangs fully extended and very prominent. His wings were drawn close to his body, but still spread out a full meter on either side of his body even in their relaxed state. The Arwa rie Vada Revik was also very prominent in the rising sun, the bright glare beginning to reflect off the dull silver armor. Martin wore his Spartan helmet, the multicolored plume falling well down his back and standing for the hair color of each of his beloved Queens. Martin didn’t know how, but the Onkmeti Naami armor for his head had taken the shape of his Spartan Helm and Martin had simply moved the plume to his new headgear. The Spartan Helm he now wore was like the ancient Spartan Helm worn by his father so long ago. It protected his cheeks, the bridge of his nose, and left a single long opening for his lips and mouth and a smaller one for his eyes, while shielding everything else. When he needed to, Martin could call forth more parts of the armor from Etheric space and effectively seal it completely. It was no different than the Arwa rie vada Tarivuos, though Martin didn’t like to close himself up entirely in the armor. 

Torma rested on the grassy ground only four meters away, his huge bulk not hard to spot from anywhere really, as he too gazed at the monument and contemplated the significance of it. All around the monument Martin could see dozens of well kept vendor stalls which were only just starting to come alive. This must have been an area of gathering for the Lycavorians here, to shop and visit with friends or even sit outside and view the beauty of the area all around them as the day passed. He could detect at least three outdoor cafés that were beginning to stir, and the number of people beginning to move around the area was increasing as the sun rose higher. It was quite stunning, and even though Martin could detect that at least four people had seen them by now, no one had begun to move to investigate Torma’s massive bulk sitting right in the open, or Martin standing there with his Onkmeti Naami wings extended. 

Martin had smelled him easily enough long ago as he approached him and knew he was no threat to him or Torma so he simply turned his head slowly and looked down at the young boy who was staring up at him with some awe in his fearless blue eyes as he finally came up to him.

“Alda suno.” Martin said in a gentle voice. (Good morning)

“Wen reull isight? Coi vin isight?” The young boy asked excitedly pointing to Martin’s wings and then to where Torma sat now looking at him. (Are those real? He is real?)


Martin scented the boy at no more than perhaps eight years old, still young enough to believe in magical things and still very much impressionable. When Martin spoke, it caused his dual fangs to be much more visible and ferocious looking, something that didn’t faze this little man it seemed. 


“Atle coi terit sha haro?” Martin spoke as he turned partially to look at the young boy. (What is your name boy?)


“Lykin!” The boy answered proudly. “I’m eight!”


Martin’s lip turned up slowly into a smile at this and he glanced at Torma quickly behind him. “Fearless my brother.” He spoke.


“Indeed.” Torma answered aloud causing the little boy’s eyes to grow even wider. 
“It… it speaks!” Lykin gasped aloud.


Martin knelt slowly in front of the boy, his wings shifting ever so slightly as he did. “His name is Torma and he is just as smart as you and me Lykin.” Martin said. “Never assume that because someone is different than you, that they are not as smart as you.”


Lykin looked properly chastised and he lowered his head slightly. “That is what my medwan and medwaw say all the time.”


Martin nodded his head. “Your mother and father are wise.” He said. Martin brought his right wing closer to Lykin. “Go ahead and touch it.” He said.


Lykin reached out with an expression of wonder and ran his fingers slowly down the front edge of the wing. “It… it is metal!” He gasped in disbelief. “But it is so soft.”


Martin nodded his head. “Yes, it is. Made for me with a very special metal. Where are your parents Lykin?” Martin asked him.


Lykin motioned behind him in the distance where a small building stood, one of the cafés no doubt Martin decided by the size of the building and the tables and chairs surrounding the outside. “They are opening the shop.” Lykin offered up the information. “I come here every morning to the monument and look at the stars on it.”


“Why?” Martin asked.


“My medwan says that one day the prophecy will come true.” Lykin said.


“What prophecy is that?” Martin pressed him.


“About the Mard Revik silly.” He answered. “My alvva says that the Mard Revik will come from far away stars one day to save us all. That he will have justice for those taken from him and he will free all of us. That he will have dual fangs and yellow gold eyes and he will command a great army and…” Lykin looked at Martin now as if seeing him for the very first time. His blue eyes grew wider as he realized that Martin had dual wolf fangs and yellow gold eyes. “You!” He yelled. “You are him!”


Martin smiled under his helmet and brought his hand up to the young boy’s shoulder and he squeezed softly. “That would be me, yes.” Martin told him. “My name is Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas.”

Lykin looked up when he heard the roar of ship engines and his eyes grew even wider as he saw the huge ship beginning to descend right over the top of his head. There was no hiding it now and Martin knew things were going to kick off very quickly.


“Lykin.” Martin said lifting his hand and bringing the boy’s face back to his. He lifted the small obsidian jewel and Lykin’s eyes grew stunned at the shiny object and how it reflected the light. It was something that Pablo had made for Martin after they had discovered the Bloodline Crest of his family in Chiron’s database. Pablo Gutierrez was one of those that Martin had turned all those years ago and now he would always be part of Martin’s family no matter what took place in the future. Pablo was also Martin’s artist, and not only was he a Master Tattoo Artist, he was a superb craftsman. He had used a large obsidian jewel to carve the Bloodline Crest into several dozen smaller coin like pieces within hours of discovering the symbol. Lykin lifted his hand to take it but Martin pulled it back. “I need you to do something for me Lykin.”  He said. “Can you do that?”


Lykin nodded his head. “Yes! My medwaw says I’m a big boy!”


“I’m sure.” Martin said. “I need you to take this to your father. Show it to him and tell him that he needs to get everyone away from here.”


Lykin looked at him. “Why?”


Martin touched the ground beneath him. “Someone put aur tenna under this monument. It was very mean. I am going to get her back.”


“They buried her?” Lykin gasped.


“She is alive. She is in a building under this monument.” Martin said. “I need to free her and return her to her family. To her blood. You understand that, right?”


Lykin nodded his head quickly. “Aur alvva says blood always come first. Unless it is bad, and then we do not acknowledge them. Your tenna, is she good?” 

Martin smiled and nodded his head. “Yes, she is.” He answered. “I have never met her before, because I am too young, but I have her mother and her mate and husband and they would like her back. As King, as King I must do this Lykin.”


Lykin nodded quickly as he looked once more at the ship that was lowering over them. “Are they going to land on top of us?” He asked his voice holding fear for the first time.


Martin shook his head and gripped his arms gently. “They are with me Lykin.” He said. “And they won’t land on top of us.” Martin asked him, holding out the obsidian coin. 


Lykin looked at it once more and then he reached out to take it. He began to turn it over in his small hands. “The Prophecy says that the Mard Revik will have a mark. An obsidian jewel with the head of his family on it.” Lykin took the jewel and turned it fully over in his hands and his eyes nearly exploded out of his head as he saw the likeness of the massive wolf carved into the coin medallion.


Martin covered his small hands with his armored fists. “Take this coin Lykin.” Martin said. “Take it to your father. Tell him he needs to get everyone away from here. Very far away. There is going to be fighting here and I do not want you here to see it.”


“My mother says fighting is bad.” Lykin said.


Martin nodded his head. “Your mother is right, but sometimes, sometimes we are forced to fight for what we believe in. I must do that now. I need you to go Lykin. I need you to tell your father and get everyone away from here.”

Lykin nodded his head energetically. “I can do that.”


“Good boy! When this is over Lykin, you have your father bring you and your family to the station in orbit. You know it?” 

“We use it all the time to go visit our nathos.” Lykin spoke.

“Good… you show this to any one of my people, you will know them if you see them, and they will make sure you and your family are safe. I promise.” Martin said. “Now go! Go!”


Lykin turned quickly and began to sprint across the immaculately kept grass and flower beds as fast as his eight-year-old legs would carry him. Martin rose back to his full height and looked up once more as Endith brought the TYPE TWO closer to the surface. Martin lowered his head and looked at Torma. 


“We are going to have all the attention very soon my brother.” Martin said.


Torma’s wings lifted and shuddered slightly, a dragon shrugging his shoulders. “When has this ever stopped us before?” He asked.


 Martin smiled under his helmet. “True enough.” He said. “True enough.”

Martin turned toward the monument and shook his head. “A pity.” He said softly. “It is a beautiful piece of work.”


“And we can rebuild it.” Torma spoke.


Martin nodded his head. “Yes, we can.”


Martin lifted his hands and directed them at the monument. The low rumbling began and the cracking of concrete and granite could be heard, the tearing of metal anchors and bolts, loud enough to begin to turn heads in their direction. Eyes began to go wide in disbelief and men and women both were beginning to cry out at what was happening and then Martin was lifting the massive Constellation Monument within the grasp of his Etheric power as it tore free of its roots in the ground and rose a full four meters into the air. Martin turned his body as he held the four-hundred-ton monument above the ground and then he moved under it as he directed it to the side of the grassy area. By now dozens of men and women all around the massive monument were witnessing what was taking place. With an almost casual flip of his powerful arms, the Constellation Monument went careening end over end, across the perfect grass, until it struck the wide, manmade lake and rolled into the water slowly, causing a huge wave to spread outward and ripple to the other sides of the shallow water.


Martin looked up at the belly of the TYPE TWO now. “Right here, Endy!” Martin spoke loudly. “I have marked the points with dye! Cut me a way through!”


“We got it boss!” Endith’s voice echoed in his implant as she brought the ship within a hundred feet of where Martin stood.


Martin nodded his head and looked at Torma. “Brother, why don’t we go and raise some hell so the others can work without interruption.”  


Torma chuckled and rose to his four, powerful legs. “Now that is the best news I have heard all day.” He said as Martin leaped the several meters towards him and settled into the saddle. 


Lykin ran as fast as his legs would carry him and when he reached the outside of the café, his father was staring at the ship lowering slowly to the ground and the Star Constellation monument now half submerged in the manmade lake a short distance away.


“Alvva! Alvva!” Lykin shouted as he skidded to a halt beside his father.


Hatim turned his head quickly and gathered his youngest son into his arms protectively. “Lykin… where have you been?!” He demanded. “I have told you about wandering off keto!”


“Papa look!” Lykin spoke clearly as he held out the obsidian coin to his father.


Hatim looked at the obsidian coin in his hand and took it from his son, turning it over in his hand. His eyes grew wide when he saw the carved image of the wolf. “Lykin… who… who gave this to you son?”


“The Mard Revik alvva.” Lykin answered. 


The female Lycavorian exited the interior of the café now carrying a large tray in her hands. “Lykin I have told you about making up such things!” Adcha spoke sternly to her child as she came out and for the first time began to take note of what was happening all around.


“I am not making it up mother!” Lykin hissed. “The Mard Revik gave it to me! He told me to tell papa that he needed to get everyone away from here. That there would be fighting soon and that he needed to get his tenna back.”

Adcha took notice of the large strange ship that was hovering over where the Star Constellation Monument should have been and it was getting closer to the ground. “Hatim… Hatim, the monument is… it is in the lake!” She gasped aloud.


“Look! Look!” Lykin shouted as his finger pointed to the figure of the man on the back of the huge sinuova as it was pulling away from the area rapidly. Torma’s wingspan was enormous and made it very easy to see him in the morning sky. “That is him!”


Hatim’s eyes were huge as he watched this, Adcha coming up beside her husband and mate quickly. “Carians!” Adcha gasped.

“Lykin?” Hatim looked at his son in his arms. “Did this… did this man tell you a name?” Hatim asked his son.


“He had yellow and gold eyes Papa! And dual fangs! They were very scary looking but he was very nice to me.” Lykin stated.


“Did he tell you a name keto?” Hatim asked.


“He said his name was… it was Mahanlo-Leonidas.” Lykin answered. “He… he gave me this Papa! He said to tell you to get everyone out of the area and that we should go to the station and show this to one of his men. And then we would be safe forever!”


Adcha gripped her husband’s arm tightly. “Mahanlo… Hatim. Mahanlo!”


Hatim nodded his head. “Adcha… take Lykin! Go home and gather the rest of our family. I will meet you at the Transport Hub! Go now!”


“Hatim what are you… what are you going to do?” Adcha gasped as she collected Lykin into her arms from his.


“Exactly what our King told me to do!” Hatim replied. “Now go! I will meet you there!”


Adcha watched as Hatim broke into a run towards the nearest building like their own. Lykin turned to look at his mother. “What is happening momma?” He asked. 


Adcha looked at her son and smiled. “The… the future has arrived my son.” She told him. “The future has arrived. Come… we must get your brothers and sisters and your staania and staanio.”

SPARTAN ONE


“…Tracing it perfectly!” Tina called out. “Deploying the lasers!”

Endith turned and looked at For'mya across from her. “For'mya did you…”


For'mya met her eyes and nodded her head. “Yes.”


“That monument has got to be… and he just tossed it aside!” Endith gasped.


“His skills have grown.” For'mya told her with a grin.


“Grown my ass!” Endith spat as she looked back to her instruments. “Man, I am so glad he is on our side!”


For'mya laughed softly. “Yes… so are we.”


“Got it!” Tina barked. “Lasers are locked in! Seventy-three percent power to cut through the Shale and Diorite!” Tina’s hands were flying over the three consoles that encircled her body on all sides. “The Dacite and Mudstone won’t be able to hold the weight once we cut and it will collapse onto the tunnel beneath.”

“Your certain?” For'mya asked turning her head.


Tina nodded her head. “Trust me… we are going to open up an opening big enough to stick the nose of our TYPE TWO into it!”


“We will avoid that of course!” Endy declared.


For'mya lifted her hand and tapped her jaw implant so that her voice would carry through the entire ship. “Anja! Daniel! We are cutting now! Prepare to deploy! We’ll set down right over the collapsed part when the lasers breach!”


“Now those are three words that I love!” Danny’s voice bellowed. “Spartans! Prepare to deploy!”

The interior of the TYPE TWO had been stripped of nearly everything that gave any kind of comfort and since only two dragons had accompanied them on this trip, nearly four hundred Durcunusaan had crammed into the rear of the TYPE TWO, well over the normal one hundred and thirty that the ship could comfortably carry. Aurith would act as close rear guard for the TYPE TWO with Bella and Cirith while it was on the ground in case anyone got too curious. Anja would lead Dysea, Lylor, Ranol, Duewa, Thoti and the others into the underground facility to retrieve Kelia and Ranol’s sons. For'mya and the others heard the near deafening shouts of the Durcunusaan when Danny gave them their command and For'mya turned her head as Reva and Bella made their way into the cockpit.

Reva’s eyes were wide in wonder. She had seen such loyalty and commitment when she occupied the sphere, many times through the millennia, but to truly see it and smell it and feel it all around her now, it was almost overwhelming.

Bella gripped Reva’s arms as she held to her tightly. “Such… such passion Bella!” Reva gasped aloud looking at her. “I… I saw it while in the sphere but never have I… never have I felt it like it is now!”


Isabella smiled and held her tightly. “They are Spartans! They refuse to fail!” She spoke. “You will get used to it!”  

“Activating lasers!” Tina barked out.

BACKGROUND MUSIC

TWO STEPS FROM HELL: CHILDREN OF THE SUN
KOLTAR FOUR
TWO HUNDRED KILOMETERS NORTH OF THE CAPITAL CITY OF LEPIRI 
IAALDO ENGINEER COMPOUND

“…Have not been able to raise RENDITION Station sir!” 
The Colonel spoke as he walked beside Fomir Arhtai. The landing pad was behind them a hundred meters and Fomir Arhtai had brought his best men with him. Two dozen of the best trained and meanest members of his personal detachment of men. All utterly loyal to him and his father and their family. “Even your brother’s personal COM signal is being jammed.”


Fomir Arhtai nodded as he walked quickly. “I have lost contact with my father and mother as well.” He told the man. “Something is jamming their signals from the capital.”


“Sir, we heard briefly, before the signal was jammed, that ships had appeared in orbit and that RENDITION station had been boarded.” The Colonel said. “Is this true?”




 Fomir shook his head. “I don’t know.” He replied. “Like you, I am unable to reach my brother Banaz by COM.” He stopped just as they were about to enter the command building. “Where are Ch'eldo and his engineers?” He demanded. “I requested that they be standing by here so that we can return quickly.”

“I have a team moving to their location to collect them.” The Colonel answered. “For some reason, they have moved everyone to the far end of the compound. Away from the main Gates and the garrison building.”


“Why?” Fomir asked. “I thought most of their living areas were closer to the garrison and landing pad to make it easier for them to board the daily transports.”


The Colonel nodded his head. “Yes, sir.” He answered. “They only moved everyone in the last fifteen minutes. All your Uncle’s family as well. They can be very efficient when they want to be.”


“He is not my Uncle!” Fomir hissed loudly. “He is a traitor to his own Pack and he fornicates openly with a corrupted bloodline. Why my father ever let him live is beyond me, and to keep that Mahanlo upaee alive as well is almost too much!” He shook his head in disgust before turning to a younger Lycavorian. “Take the men and collect Ch'eldo and the others.” He told him. “If they resist, followed my father’s orders. Start with his wife and then his children until he complies!” 


The Lycavorian nodded his head. “Understood sir.”


Fomir and the Colonel watched as the two dozen men moved off quickly. Fomir looked at the Colonel. “Take me to your Command Center. We need to find out what is going on!”


“This way.” The Colonel spoke as he led him inside the building. 

“How many in your garrison?” Fomir asked.


“Six hundred total Lord Arhtai, but only four hundred and fifty are on duty at any one time.” The Colonel answered. “I have it broken into four rotations to keep my men from becoming too comfortable. The fourth rotation is the one where my men return to the capital or their homes to see their families and have down time.”

“Three weeks active, one off?” Fomir asked.


“Yes, sir!” The Colonel answered as they moved to the open-air elevator and stepped onto the lift. 


It was a twenty second ride up the four floors to the Command Center level and the Colonel pressed a card to the console on the wall and the double doors slid open easily enough. Inside activity was great and even the Colonel seemed surprised at what was happening.


“Report!” He bellowed.


“Colonel, we have three unidentified individuals outside the main gate!” A male voice barked out. “They have… they have…”


“Spit it out man!” The Colonel shouted.


“Colonel they have Sinuovas with them!” The man answered.


“Put it up on the main screen!” The Colonel ordered harshly. “Quickly man!”


The single large monitor was suspended from the ceiling and took up a good part of the wall to the front. On either side of the monitor were large windows that overlooked the outside of the compound. 


“Carians!” The Colonel muttered as his eyes took in the three individuals standing almost nonchalantly, three massive dragon beasts behind them.


“That’s not possible!” Fomir gasped aloud. “My parents… they said the sinuovas died out after leaving Cerath.” 


“Zoom in!” The Colonel barked.


A young wolf adjusted the controls in front of him and everyone watched as the image tightened on the three figures and the three dragons that rested on the ground behind them. One was obviously female given how the armor conformed to her lithe figure, the other two well built males to be sure.

“Lon coi ter sulo!” A singular male voice spoke in the Command Center and it clapped almost like thunder as silent as the Command Center had become. (That is not possible)

“What?!” The Colonel screamed.


“Henes… henes mien vada arwa rie vada Tarivuos.” The young Alpha spoke turning to look at his commander. “Vada Tarivuos rie vada Mard Revik!” (They wear the armor of the Heralds. The Heralds of the True King.)


“The Armor of the Heralds is a myth!” Fomir barked. “It doesn’t exist!”

“It does exist!” The young Alpha hissed. “I saw pictures of it in the archives when I was growing! The Onab built it, but it was lost before the Exodus from Cerath. No one could ever find it!”

“Enough!” The Colonel barked. Mancha knew that Fomir Arhtai was quick to anger and could be very brutal in his actions. He did not want any of his men to have to deal with that. “Close in on their faces!” Mancha ordered. “Especially that big nubous ronnus in the center! Do it now!”


Everyone watched as the camera made several more adjustments and then it was focused on the face of the helmeted young man. None of them had ever seen a helmet such as the one he wore, armored portions extending down both cheeks and a single armor strip over the bridge of his nose. The multicolored plume rose from the top of the helmet and extended down over his shoulders and down his back. There were two armored slits for his eyes, azure colored blue eyes that were amazing to look at and it appeared as if, even though they were changed to wolf eyes, they appeared to be that same blue color all throughout the cornea and surrounding area. As the cameras had tightened, they noticed that this was the case for all of three of them. The blue color of their eyes, while different for each of them, extended throughout their entire cornea and pupil area. It was something that none of them had ever seen before.


It was also then that they saw those azure colored eyes focus directly at the camera and even Mancha took a startled breath as he saw the figure speaking and the thick, dual wolf fangs became especially prominent.


“Sibfla!” He gasped aloud.

Heads came up as the internal COM speakers clicked twice and then the deep, male voice echoed in the room.


“My name is Androcles Mahanlo-Leonidas. I am the ninth generation, direct descendant of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo. I am the First of Three Heralds of my father, the True King of our people. Behind these walls you hold Revia Mahanlo-Arhtai, youngest daughter to my Tenna Kelia Mahanlo and my Tenne Lylor Kirek. You hold pure Mahanlo blood against their will, and this is something I will not allow. Behind these walls you hold what remains of the Onab people as slaves and this is also something I will not allow. As Orwara Indalfrid of our people and Fera Tarivu to my father, I will give you one chance to end this now with no bloodshed. I do not wish to kill my own people, but the oppression of the Arhtai Pack cannot be allowed to persist. This will be your only warning. If you fight me, you will die. Respond to this transmission at once.”     
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“…Extensive minefield to this side fervon. You were right.” Dorian spoke as his keen eyes swept across the ground all around them.


“I have the same here as well.” Laren spoke.


We appear to have landed on the main access road Andro. Lucky for us. Elynth spoke now. We are also detecting mines all around us. Ivore gave us excellent information. Who would do such a thing?

Andro lifted his head slightly and stared at the Command Center on top of the wall to his left. “They are watching us.” He said calmly.


“Andro… Armen reports that a transport ship landed just before we moved into location.” Sadi’s voice echoed in his COM implant as it did in everyone else’s. “A single intercepted transmission from the ship to the station indicates that it is carrying Fomir Arhtai. Nystai was able to pull it off the military grid before your mother shut the station down. He is the oldest son of Nyser and Yelma Arhtai and according to Nystai, he is the enforcer and…”


“I understand.” Andro spoke not letting her finish. “I can sense his resonance even now KertaGai. He was coming here to hurt the Onab and whoever got in his way. Orders of some kind from his father.” 

“Then make sure he fails duan enyla.” Sadi answered him matter-of-factly. (Our Love)


“Brendi… can you tap into their local COM channel?” Andro asked.


“Andro… please!” Brendi’s voice responded as if she was insulted. Since it was an open COM channel, everyone heard Eliani and Jomann chuckle softly on the channel. A few more seconds passed and then Brendi spoke again. “Done!”


Andro lifted his eyes once more, focusing on the Command Center windows which were tinted so he could not see inside them. It didn’t matter as far as he was concerned.


“My name is Androcles Mahanlo-Leonidas.” He began speaking into his helmet COM. “I am the ninth generation, direct descendant of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo. I am the First of Three Heralds of my father, the True King of our people. Behind these walls you hold Revia Mahanlo-Arhtai, youngest daughter to my Tenna Kelia Mahanlo and my Tenne Lylor Kirek. You hold pure Mahanlo blood against their will, and this is something I will not allow. Behind these walls you hold what remains of the Onab people as slaves and this is also something I will not allow. As Orwara Indalfrid of our people and Fera Tarivu to my father, I will give you one chance to end this now, with no bloodshed. I do not wish to kill my own people, but the vile and sick oppression of the Arhtai Pack will not be allowed to persist any longer. This will be your only warning. If you fight me, you will die. Respond to this transmission at once.”

Andro tilted his head slightly and looked at Dorian beside him. “Nice speech, fervon.” Dorian said. “You know it won’t matter.”


“I know…” Androcles said in reply. “I had to try though.”


“ABOVE US!” Laren’s voice screamed out even as she commanded the Herald armor to fully deploy, the cowl wrapping around her head.



Andro looked up just as one of the wall mounted missile launchers twisted around and swung in their direction. His azure eyes watched as two missiles left the launcher and he could almost imagine where they were both pointed. In that split second Andro pulsed his father within the Etheric realm and instantly felt his response.


Hold nothing back keto! Nothing!

Andro dropped to one knee as his Onkmeti Naami armor finished deploying and his wings engulfed his body. He heard Sadi and other voices screaming over the COM before the missiles struck and then there was no more sound.
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“My name is Androcles Mahanlo-Leonidas.” The voice echoed within the Command Center. “I am the ninth generation, direct descendant of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo. I am the First of Three Heralds of my father, the True King of our people. Behind these walls you hold Revia Mahanlo-Arhtai, youngest daughter to my Tenna Kelia Mahanlo and my Tenne Lylor Kirek. You hold pure Mahanlo blood against their will, and this is something I will not allow. Behind these walls you hold what remains of the Onab people as slaves and this is also something I will not allow. As Orwara Indalfrid of our people and Fera Tarivu to my father, I will give you one chance to end this now, with no bloodshed. I do not wish to kill my own people, but the vile and sick oppression of the Arhtai Pack will not be allowed to persist any longer. This will be your only warning. If you fight me, you will die. Respond to this transmission at once.”

“Mahanlo Blood!” Mancha hissed. “That is not… it isn’t possible. They all died during the Dremsa rie Saan!”


“Prepare to fire missiles!” Fomir barked out shocking everyone out of their confusion. “Two missiles! Anti-personnel! Directly on top of them!”


“They are within danger range of the main gate sir!” A voice yelled out.


“Two missiles damn it!” Fomir screamed once more. “Fire them now!”


Mancha stepped closer to Fomir. “Is it true?” He snarled. “Could he… could he be Mahanlo blood!?”

Fomir turned his head and looked at him. “It doesn’t matter!” Fomir barked right back. “In three seconds, he will be dead!”

 
“Missiles away!” A voice barked out.

“NO!” Mancha screamed as he turned.


Androcles our love! Carisia screamed out within the Etheric realm from Anthar’s back even as Sadi, Ne'Veha, Lu'ria, Sehri and Caliria’s voices joined her own in desperation. She was circling the area with Lisisa and Jeth and the others a half mile back and they had seen it all take place. 


The two explosions were not very large, the missiles being of the anti-personnel kind and filled with much smaller bomblets as opposed to large explosive charges. They did, however, cover a sizeable part of the area on both sides of the access road and the entire part was now blanketed with thick, white and brown smoke as the first hundred yards all around Androcles, Dorian and Laren blew apart. The Onab must have known, or had an idea from the beginning of what their King and his Heralds would face in the future and they had built the Onkmeti Naami armor accordingly. 
Androcles could hear nothing over the devastating course of explosions from the two missiles and then the several hundred mines that exploded all around them. His wings were wrapped tightly around his body and they were deflecting everything, but the noise was almost too much to bear as it echoed like a thunderstorm inside of a metal building. He could easily feel Elynth and Dorian and Laren all around him, Ryner and Ladur as well as they remained in place. They were facing exactly what he was, but except for Elynth, their hearts were racing almost out of control in both fear and excitement. He and Elynth had faced such a thing in the past and they easily reached for each of them, projecting calm and resolve and Andro felt their hearts begin to slow and become steady. His own ears may have been ringing something fierce, but his Etheric abilities were untouched and he was able to keep his wits about himself. The anti-personnel missiles and mines were powerful yes, but they were not exceptionally large explosions and therefore the concussive force of the multiple of shockwaves was manageable and absorbed by his wings and his armor. 
And then Androcles became angry.

PREMONITION


His wives and mates were the first to feel it within him. Sadi, Carisia, Ne'Veha, Lu'ria, Caliria and Sehri were the center of his universe, just as his mothers were to his father. It was like this for all his siblings, their wives and mates were their center, and therefore would feel any intense emotion before others. 
It hit all of them at the exact same instant and it made them gasp briefly in terror at what they felt their beloved Androcles was about to unleash. It was Sadi Mahanlo-Leonidas who took command however, once more displaying the skills that had so many of their people comparing her to Gorgo during her days as Queen of Sparta. Carisia’s scream was a natural reaction, but all of them recovered instantly when they felt their beloved Androcles pulsing them. Sadi only had to glance at Ne'Veha once and she began to bark orders.
“Carisia! Lisisa! Change of plans! Leave the Command Center and support Deni and Lu'ria as they hit the missile batteries! Once they are destroyed, all of you hit the garrison on ground level!” Sadi barked. “Eli… you and Sehri roll in right now!”

“Sadi the Command center is still active!” Eliani declared over the COM. “They can target us!”

“The Command Center will not exist in ten seconds Eli!” Sadi answered her. “Androcles will take care of that! Trust in your brother Eliani.”

Eliani Leonidas didn’t hesitate for even a millisecond. “Innyne!” She barked out. “We’re rolling in now!” 
“Tenna Revia and Tenne Ivore are even now ushering everyone to the main courtyard within the compound! I can feel their urgency!” Sadi exclaimed to everyone. “Eli… you and Sehri must visually target our contact points for the shield stanchions or it will not work!”

“We’re on it!” Eliani answered.

Sadi looked at Ne'Veha. “Onab Flight this is Lead! We are moving in thirty seconds! Jomann, Kalis, Daio, prepare to engage as soon as we touch down outside the main gate!”

“Sadi… the minefield!” Jomann barked from the rear.

“There will be no minefield in ten seconds Jomann!” Sadi hissed with some vehemence in her voice. Jomann took it for what it was, for he felt it burning within him as well. 

Anger. Pure, unrefined anger.

“Dorian and Laren will see to that!”


Androcles Mahanlo-Leonidas was truly his father’s son. 

Despite his reputation to the contrary, some of which was deservedly earned, Androcles had far more compassion and understanding within himself than most people knew. Like his father, he could tolerate quite a bit before his emotions took over, and he let loose. He had given them the warning. He had told them what would happen if they did not listen to him. What did they expect him to do, leave his blood within the walls of this prison and do nothing? Now, they had done the one thing that hardened Andro to what he must do.


And Androcles Mahanlo-Leonidas would not hesitate.


As the last of the explosions echoed into nothing, Andro rose to his feet slowly, his wings dropping only slightly, exposing his azure eyes. He could not see through the clouds of dust and smoke, but the breeze from the west was pushing the clouds away quickly. He waited patiently, sensing Dorian and Laren on either side of him rising to their feet now as well, but keeping their wings tightly around their bodies. Elynth, Ryner and Ladur had also risen to their feet, their armor covered in dust and dirt but they were unharmed. As the clouds of dust and dirt all around them began to disperse quickly, Androcles heard the rustle of wings at altitude and lifted his head to where the Command Center was. He could see Denali and Lu'ria about to descend onto the missile batteries, Lisisa and Carisia ready to aid them. He could feel those in the Command Center watching him from behind their shielded glass. Andro could sense this Fomir person even more clearly now, filled with anger that was not his; hatred that did not belong to him, yet those false emotions would be his ruin.


“Nubou lae!” Dorian snarled angrily as he unfurled his wings, trembling in rage. “Now… now I am really pissed!”


“As am I.” Androcles added.


“I concur!” Laren growled, equally as angry and her hand clenching her Nehtes. Her wings were fully extended and twitching in the manner of a dragon that was extremely agitated and upset.

Androcles had never heard such emotion from his Soul Sister before and it only seemed to reinforce what needed to be done.


“Dori, Laren, make this pitiful minefield go away!” Andro told them turning his head to look at each of them. “And then unlock the cage that holds our nathos so that we may take them from this place!”


“Aden!” Dorian and Laren answered as one. (Done) 


Androcles turned back to lift his head at the Command Center. “Sister?”


“Let us end this Androcles!” Elynth snarled. “Now!”


Andro didn’t look away from the Command Center as he unfurled his wings and spread them wide to either side of his body. Andro bent his knees slightly and then exploded off the ground as if shot from a gun, Elynth directly behind him. As his huge wings carried him away, almost faster than the eye could follow, Dorian and Laren spun their Nehtes in the air above their heads with powerful emotion and exacting control. In a single motion, they brought those Nehtes down into the ground and sent an Etheric explosion in either direction away from the access road. 
It easily served the purpose that they had intended.
The minefield extended for a full kilometer away from the access road, up to the main gate on either side, and it was fully half a kilometer deep. It had taken nearly two months to lay the minefield with the precision it had been laid in. Interconnecting mines and levels that made it impossible to even try to get through the field. Pressure mines; proximity mines, every kind of mine known to exist was used. One mine going off would not set off the others around it except for instance like the one that just occurred with the missiles. It was a masterful accomplishment really. 
Dorian and Laren made it look like child’s play as they took it down. 

And then, the doors to hell opened wide.

IAALDO ENGINEER COMPOUND
COMMAND CENTER


“What have you done!” Mancha screamed as he moved forward and shoved Fomir away from the control console. 

“I acted decisively!” Fomir snarled back.


“You attacked Mahanlo blood!” Mancha barked right back. “Royal blood! We were told everyone with Mahanlo blood died on the Dremsa rie Saan! Is what he said true?” Mancha growled as his men were now all looking at him. “Do we hold Kelia Mahanlo prisoner? Is she alive?”


“I don’t know and I don’t care!” Fomir spat. “Mahanlo blood is traitor blood! My mother and father lead our people now!”


“Your mother and father cannot just dismiss royal blood!” Mancha barked. “That is what our people chose!”


“You were alive during the Dremsa rie Saan!” Fomir barked. “Why do you care about them? They are traitors!” 


“Colonel Mancha!” The voice shouted over the top of all of them and Mancha turned to look at his junior officer with wide, angry eyes. 


“What?” He screamed.


The young man looked at his instruments and then at the wide glass like window. “The missiles… they didn’t kill them.” He spoke. 


“Impossible!” Fomir snarled as he pushed forward and shoved the man aside and looked out of the window down at the access road. His eyes grew wide when he saw the armored forms rising to their feet and their wings unfurling. And then Fomir saw six more dragons set against the rising sun, all of them with riders on their backs and all of them heading right for the very compound they were in. “They… they still live!” Fomir gasped in disbelief. 

“You don’t just arbitrarily kill Mahanlo blood fool boy!” Mancha growled savagely as he moved forward and shoved him back once more. “Have you never read history!” Mancha’s eyes grew wide when he saw the armored figure in the center completely unfurl those magical wings and then he exploded into the air right for them. Mancha turned to look at Fomir’s disbelieving and terrified face now. 

“You have killed us boy!” He snarled loudly. “You have killed us all with your fool actions!”

Fomir was watching with wide eyes as the armored figure hurtled through the huge glass window, shattering the material into tiny pieces and ripping gaping sections of concrete and granite aside as the wings and armored form came directly through where no man had ever been designed to come through. Fomir ducked as large pieces of glass and concrete whistled by his head, nearly removing it from his shoulders, before he lowered his posture enough to protect himself. Fomir Arhtai had time to blink only once before the armored boot smashed, with the disgusting sound of breaking bones, directly into Colonel Mancha’s chest. The power of the blow sent his large, six-foot three-inch body careening across the Command Center with such force that his frame smashed through the wall and glass of the other side of the Center and was launched into the clear air within the exposed interior of the Compound. The many bones in his body could be heard shattering as they impacted the granite interior wall and glass, paused for a brief moment as the kinetic force of the Etheric kick caught up with his body and then used his physical body for something it was never designed for. It pulverized granite, glass and concrete and then was gone from sight through the huge hole it had just created.


Fomir turned just in time to see that face under the helmet and the savage snarl of rage combined with the look of utter contempt in those azure eyes. He could see the ferocious dual fangs that were now exposed for all to see, fully barred as they were in the vicious and cruel snarl. Time seemed to stand still for Fomir Arhtai as the rest of the Command Center crew began to draw out their hand weapons and fire at the armored figure. For some odd reason that his mind would not be able to contemplate in the remaining seconds of his life, Fomir Arhtai could not figure out why this was happening. His eyes grew wide when the figure lifted his hand, and it held an oddly shaped bladed weapon of some kind. Fomir could only watch as he casually flipped it off to the side and behind him and then the screaming began.

Fomir’s wide eyes shifted only slightly when the entire corner wall and ceiling of the Command Center by the entrance was ripped from its place by the angry sinuova and bright light from the rising sun came rushing in. He heard the savage trumpet of hatred and then he watched in horror as the upper body, head and neck of the armored, obsidian colored sinuova smashed its way into the interior. One front leg simply crushed a technician under its weight for he was too slow to get out of the way and its talons stabbed completely through the man’s body, and then the head snapped forward and another technician disappeared into that vicious maw of razor like teeth and those jaws bit him completely in half. 


Fomir Arhtai looked back at those azure blue eyes and took notice that they were now focused on him. He began to back peddle rapidly, clawing his sidearm out of the holster he wore and leveling it at the wild looking beast in front of him and pulling the trigger. Fomir Arhtai had no idea that it would not matter in the least.

Elynth let out another trumpet of rage as the pieces of the body fell away from her mouth and she covered two others with the blood and bits of fleshy remains as she exhaled. She had not really known her own strength until now, as she saw her beloved Bonded Brother Androcles plow right through the glass and concrete and into the interior and she landed on the outside. She had dug her talons into the crevices she saw in the building material and in an act of strength that would have made her father and brother Jeth so very proud of her, Elynth simply tore away the entire corner of the Command Center, opening it to the cool morning air. 

Elynth lifted her head then and saw Androcles and her golden eyes shone with love and admiration. He was moving with a speed, power and grace that even she had never seen from him, his body and wings moving in perfect unison. She and Androcles had long ago embraced what they were, and now it was coming out for them both. Sweeping her right talon forward, Elynth caught three technicians and several computer stations and their screams were pleasing to her ears as she swept them aside, smashing even more of the exterior wall to the Command Center outward and sending those men and their equipment falling to the ground far below, where the large computers and huge chunks of concrete and granite went ahead and crushed them to death.

A huge explosion drew her attention and she pulled her head and upper body from the interior of the Command Center only to see the flames and smoke from where the Missile Launchers had been. She could see her brother Jeth and her sister Aradace making short work of the physical launchers while Majeir and Elynth’s own beautiful mate Anthar tore up the computer systems along the top of the wall. Denali, Carisia, Lu'ria and Lisisa were physically destroying every piece of equipment on top of the wall. In a flash of swiftness, she saw Tharua and Marux sail over the top of the wall at high speed and then dip down into the interior of the compound. Elynth didn’t hesitate and lowered her head back down and shoved her upper body into the interior of the Command Center.

“Andro, the missile systems are down! Eli and Sehri are inside and marking for the shield!” She screamed out.

“They will be deploying from the garrison below us, sister!” Androcles shouted back as he caught one of his Glaives in his armored hand without looking at her and then turned to face her. Almost on que, Elynth could hear the alarm beginning to sound below them. “Keep them from the shield stanchions Elynth! Burn them all if you have too! I will join you in a moment!”

Elynth didn’t hesitate and pulled her bulk back and then her body was lifting off the top of the wall and diving into the interior of the compound with a trumpet of direction to those who were listening. Elynth did not fear for the well being of her Bonded Brother, she feared for those left alive in the Command Center, for their ends would not be pleasant.


Androcles barely felt it when he exploded directly through the glass and concrete that made up the wall of the Command Center. The Onkmeti Naami had been built to protect them from the Iais'Kai and their weapons, not the glass and concrete of a building. Even as his wings spread out completely, slicing through the frame of computer stations and computers, Androcles struck the thickly muscled Lycavorian directly in the center of his chest with the front kick. The devastating kick sent the man careening out of control, crushing his bones and internal organs as he smashed through the opposite wall of the Command Center and then disappeared. Almost as if by magic, and knowing full protection was not needed, the cowl of the Onkmeti Naami retracted, leaving just his Spartan helmet showing, which revealed a small part of his features. Andro glanced briefly at the young wolf in front of him before he began to register the impacts of projectiles against his armor. Andro reached down with his right hand, activated his right Glaive and waited for it to fully deploy before throwing it back behind him. He did not register the screams in his mind or the destruction of the exterior wall where Elynth practically ripped it open. He heard her roar of rage, felt her as she reached into the Command Center and swept aside five bodies, but Andro’s eyes never wavered. His Glaive was whipping around the interior of the Center slicing deeply through hands and necks as his eyes returned to the young wolf in front of him. His mind flashed quickly through the dossier of Arhtai Pack members that Kesas and Aryera Kirek had provided to him and then Androcles knew who he was facing. He reached out with his hand and caught the Glaive and Elynth screamed to him from across the small distance.
“Andro, the missiles are down! Eli and Sehri are inside and marking for the shield!” She screamed out.

“They will be deploying from the garrison below us, sister!” Androcles shouted back as he turned to face her. Andro could now hear an alarm blaring from far below and knew what was happening. “Keep them from the shield stanchions Elynth! Burn them all if you have too! I will join you in a moment!”

Andro didn’t need to watch his Bonded Sister pull back out of the shattered remains of the Command Center and he turned his eyes back to Fomir Arhtai. He briefly saw the hand weapon in his right hand and he was frantically trying to reload. Andro reacted far faster than Fomir Arhtai could have predicted. The Glaive flashed forward and Fomir felt a biting pain in his wrist and then agony as his brain told him that he no longer had a hand. He began to scream as Andro reached out with his left hand and snatched him up by the throat as his now severed hand and weapon hit the floor with a sickly thud. His scream of horrifying pain was cut off as Andro hauled his powerful body off the floor of the Command Center as easily as one would lift a new born child.
Fomir saw those wings extend to the sides of the monster before him as if they had a mind of their own. He was clawing at the hand that held his throat with the only hand he had remaining, the stump of his wrist continuing to expel blood at an explosive rate, hanging useless by his side.

“I first asked politely for the freedom of my nathos and the Onab.” Androcles growled savagely as he drew Fomir Arhtai’s body closer to him, staring into his face. “You chose to attack me. Your parents have killed you Fomir Arhtai, I am only the instrument of their stupid actions.” Fomir’s eyes were beginning to bug out of his eyes as Androcles’ hand tightened on his throat. “They knew Mahanlo blood would return. Deep within their hearts they knew we would come for our family one day. That day is now upon you. Had you simply given my nathos to me, you would have survived this day. Now, now you will suffer the same fate of every member of your pack that has taken Mahanlo blood. Your father and mother will join you in jorbhe very soon Fomir Arhtai. They have succeeded in unleashing the one force in this universe that should have stayed locked away forever. Now… now they will answer to my father for their crimes.”

Androcles stepped to the side and lifted Fomir’s body slightly higher into the air. “Krius forn voss tis jorbhe el vada Mahanlo ens terit nathos kirs unuris.” (May you rot in hell for the Mahanlo lives your family has stolen)

Androcles pushed back and Fomir Arhtai’s eyes grew even wider in pain as he felt the sliver of steel penetrate his back. It was part of one of the destroyed computer stations that Colonel Mancha’s body had wrecked and the protrusion of metal now served as his executioner. He could not do anything but whimper because of Androcles’ hand on his throat, but his eyes were wide in terrific agony as the sliver of metal finally burst through his chest and he watched as it came out soaked in his blood. His blood began to flow explosively from the wound and even after Andro had removed his hand from his throat, Fomir could not even scream because the pain was so severe.

Androcles stared at Fomir’s face as he was dying. “As my father’s words spoken to your parents, I speak to you now in your death. Hope is a moment for you that is now long past Fomir Arhtai.” Andro spoke evenly. “Know that you die today for the greed and the power mongering of your mother and father. I hope it was worth it to you.”
With a howl of rage that echoed within the confines of the now shattered Command Center, and with five surviving pairs of eyes watching in utter shock and horror, Androcles drove his armored fist down onto Fomir Arhtai’s upper body, driving the sliver of metal even deeper into his back and severing his spine in three spots as blood exploded from between his lips and his eyes glazed over in death.

Androcles immediately turned and looked at the survivors, all of them without weapons and by no means a danger to him or anyone. He stepped to the gaping opening that Elynth had left in the side wall and his wings extended fully. 

“Remain out of the way and you will not be harmed.” Androcles told them. “Fight us and you will die. It is your choice.”

Androcles Mahanlo-Leonidas leaped from the opening and disappeared. 

Dorian watched with fascination as his Etheric pulse into the hard dirt set off every mine in the ground all around them. He watched with satisfaction as the minefield began to detonate by row, each one deeper than the first and spreading out to encompass the whole field. He turned his head quickly and saw the same thing on Laren’s side, a cloud of exploding dirt and white cloud moving away from her. Their Herald Armor protected them from any pieces of mine that may have found them, several ricochets taking place, until the minefield was too far away from them and still being detonated. 


Dorian turned to face the now exposed wall. He could just make out his siblings on top of the wall tearing through the missile batteries and Androcles inside the Command Center. His eyes gazed upon the wall for a long moment and then he looked at Laren.


“Androcles did say to unlock the cage that holds our nathos, my Soul Sister” Dorian said with a dazzling smile.  

Laren met his eyes and nodded. “Then let us do that my Soul Brother.” She said quite confidently.


Dorian and Laren reached out with their hands together and the fingers of their Etheric power intertwined and grew together within the Etheric realm. Individually they were not as powerful as Androcles, but together they very nearly matched their soul brother in sheer will and power. They put that to effective use now. 


The main gate into the compound was one meter shorter than the wall surrounding it, and made up of two massive steel doors each half a meter thick. It really would not have mattered in the least no matter how thick they were. Dorian and Laren simply grabbed one massive door within the grips of their Etheric power, wrapped their power around themselves as Sarlana and Murano had instructed them, and then simply tore the door from its steel moorings. The sounds of tearing metal and steel was deafening but Dorian and Laren did not pause and they sent the massive steel door hurtling into the cloud of dirt and smoke to the side and then they stood there and looked at the huge gaping entrance they had just created. The second door was twisted and leaning slightly to the outside but essentially it was now jammed open.

“It was sloppy!” Laren protested.


“Yeah…” Dorian agreed. “But whatever works, right?” Dorian hissed happily.


Laren turned her head and smiled up at his armored face. “Indeed.” Laren looked up to the top of the wall and saw Lisisa and Carisia looking down on them with huge smiles, several trails of smoke rising behind them. Then they saw Denali and Lu'ria step up to the edge and Denali sent them some thumbs up with his trademark smile. 

Dorian smiled, tapped his helmet and activated his COM unit.


“Sadi! We have breached the wall!” Dorian told her.


“How large an opening Dorian?” Sadi shouted back over the COM.


Dorian looked at Laren briefly and then back to where the huge door had once stood. “Ah… pretty big!”


“And the minefield?”


Laren touched her own COM implant now. “The minefield is no more Sadi.”


“Very well!” Sadi spoke once more. “Rotating and setting down! Join Andro inside the compound! Eliani and Sehri are just about to mark the corners!”


“On our way!” Dorian barked and then grabbed Laren’s hand and lifted her into his arms before blurring toward the opening they had just created.

“I have two corners Eli!” Sehri barked into her COM unit from Marux’s back as he kept them level with wide, sweeping motions of his wings.


“I have the other two!” Eliani announced in almost the same position as Sehri from far across the compound. “Sadi… we have the points lit! Fire now! They are beginning to exit the garrison and they don’t look happy!”


“Firing!” Sadi replied instantly.


Ivore was gripping Revia’s hand tightly as they moved, her other arm filled with one of their grandchildren. All their children and grandchildren were moving along behind them, each of them surrounding the nearly two thousand Onab that were moving with them. All their lives they had been raised and taught by their parents to treasure and protect the Onab and while Ch'eldo did not care for this mentality, not one of Revia and Ivore’s children would ever go against their parents. They had come too far together to begin to question their place now. While many of them still did not know what was happening, they didn’t question their parents when told they needed to get themselves and the Onab to the courtyard.


Revia almost slammed into her husband when he skidded to a halt and looked into the distance as the echo of four deep booms drifted across the morning horizon. 


“Ivore!?” Revia gasped. “What is it my love!?”


Ivore shook his head. “I… I don’t know! I’ve never heard something like it before. It sounded like… like artillery of some kind, but no artillery that I have ever heard.”


Ch'eldo and Ra'tel came up beside Ivore now.


“Lord Ivore we must move!” Ra'tel hissed. “We are in the open here and they will start bombing us!”


Ivore shook his head. “This is where Androcles told us to gather! Here in the courtyard!”


“In the open?” Ra'tel gasped. “That is insane! We must move!”


“He sent us here for a reason!” Revia snapped now. “We…!!”


All of them heard the heavy thud only a hundred meters away and it turned their heads. They saw the huge, cylindrical black object spinning itself into the ground at the northeast corner of the courtyard. Another heavy thud and an identical black object landed between the many planters at the northwest corner. Two more, in the southwest and southeast corners. The black objects were all spinning as they sank into the ground beneath them, pulverizing the granite walkways and thousand-year-old paths into oblivion. 

And then they heard it once more. 


Like the hum of a powerful generator activating, and their eyes grew wide in disbelief as from all four of the stanchions, a bluish/white shield rose into existence and began to spread out above them.  


“Son vada carians!” Ivore muttered in genuine disbelief.


The sound of tearing steel and shattering concrete reached them just in time for them to see one side of the double doors of the main gate ripped away as if by some angry god and the massive door went whistling into the distance and out of sight.


“My god!” Ra'tel gasped aloud. 


“A shield of some sort! I can smell the energy!” Ch'eldo shouted as his covered eyes rose and he seemed to watch the bluish/white shield complete its deployment above them. “A protective shield! That is why he wanted us all here in the open!”

“Look!” Ra'tel shouted as he pointed his finger to the top of the wall in the distance. “Sinuovas! At least five of them!” He was also the first to see the inert body only a few dozen meters away. It was nearly hidden in the planters that held the beautiful purple and white flowers. “Lord Ivore!” He gasped.


Ivore saw where he was pointing and immediately moved to where the body was, Ra'tel leading his father and Revia over behind him. Ivore knelt beside the body, taking note of the blood all around it and the twisted way that the body was laying on the ground. His eyes turned to look at the top of the wall where the Command center once stood and then back to the man’s body.

“It is Mancha.” Ivore spoke as he reached out and turned the body over onto its back.


Revia turned her head away in horror and hid the face of her granddaughter from the broken remains of the powerful man who once commanded this facility. She felt no remorse for him or what he had been part of these long years, but that did not mean she had to view his fate. Ivore heard the sharp intake of air and looked down at the body.


“He’s alive!” Ivore gasped as he bent closer to the body.


“Leave him my husband!” Revia spat without shame or remorse.


“How did… how did he get all the way out here?” Ra'tel asked softly. “He would have been in the Command Center.”


Ch'eldo gripped his son’s arm tightly. “Androcles did this.” He said softly. “I can… I can almost feel what has happened! I can… I can see it. Fomir… Fomir Arhtai is dead!”


Revia cut her eyes to him. “That monster was here?” She gasped. “Why?”


“He was coming for me.” Ch'eldo spoke. 


Ivore leaned his head closer to Mancha, listen for a second and then spoke several words in a whisper and then lifted his head quickly and rose to his feet. Ch'eldo looked at his back. “What did… what did he say Ivore?” He asked.


Ivore looked at him with a hardened face. “He asked… he asked for mercy.”


Ra'tel looked at him now. “What did you tell him?”


Ivore turned to his beautiful Revia and reached for her hand once more, which she took without hesitation. “I told him that today there will be no mercy. Mahanlo blood has returned, and they will not be denied their justice. Or their retribution.”


“Father!” The male voice shouted as the Lycavorian came running up. “Father!”


Ivore looked at his and Revia’s oldest son. “Tinad? What…”

 


“Look!”
 
All of them turned to where he was pointing and they saw the two armored females as they entered the shield wall through the opening, with two very large sinuovas following them almost casually, their heads constantly moving back and forth. The red haired one lifted her hand once they were inside the shield and she drew something away from the bluish/white field and the opening then closed as quickly as it had opened.


Eliani and Sehri made their way slowly across the expanse of the shield cover and the ground it now protected. The Shield Cover had been designed by some very talented human engineers on EDEN Base about ten years ago. Using portable Cold Fusion power cores, a Cover Shield like this could protect a small encampment from even the harshest of environments on any known planet as well as orbital bombardments from light warships. This Cover Shield however, this shield was now powered by Pralor T9 Particle Cores thanks to Mari and it could withstand a full bombardment even by multiple capital ships. Eliani did not want to startle anyone by running across the area to her Aunt, Uncle and cousins so she and Sehri maintain a steady but confident gait towards where they were all gathered. The shield now stretched across an area two hundred meters by two hundred meters, almost the complete courtyard area of the compound. Revia quickly handed their granddaughter to Ivore as the Onab and their families began to part to allow Eliani and Sehri to move through their ranks. All of them were staring with awe at the two dragons, nearly all of them having only heard about sinuovas in stories and history books.


Revia Mahanlo-Arhtai did not need to know who they were, she could smell them as clearly as she looked at them now. It was raw and pure Mahanlo blood, so much like she remembered with her mother. It was slightly different because of who they were, but Revia already knew that and now she knew what the rest of her bloodline smelled like. In the brief moments that Androcles was connected to her and Ivore, he had told them all about his siblings and his wives and mates. Revia had tears flowing from her eyes when Eliani and Sehri stopped in front of her and it took Eliani by surprise when Revia was embracing her without question.

“Vada carians alinn lae, pen magar theenar allon jur cedaur chevsh.” (The gods bless me, I never believed this day would come.) Revia stammered unable to hold back the tears that were flowing. She released Eliani with both hands and quickly embraced Sehri who was also teary eyed. Revia couldn’t really contain herself and she pulled back in her excitement, holding each of their hands. “Eliani!” She gasped in delight. “Sehri!”


“You… you know us?” Eliani asked in surprise.


Revia smiled and nodded her head. “Oh, yes.” She said with a fast nod. “Your brother, Androcles, he told us all about you. Each of you!” 


Ivore stepped forward now, handing off his granddaughter to her uncle Tinad. “You are Eliani? The sister who watches out for him. Where is… where is your brother Eliani?” He questioned.


Eliani could only grin now and she glanced at Sehri who wore a huge smile before she turned and motioned outside the shield wall. “I do believe he is fixing to take out the trash.” She said.


“Sadi! We have breached the wall!” Dorian’s voice filled her COM unit in the cockpit.


“How large an opening Dorian?” Sadi almost shouted back over the COM.


“Ah… pretty big!”


“And the minefield?” Sadi questioned.


“The minefield is no more Sadi.” Laren answered this time.

“Very well!” Sadi spoke once more. “Rotating and setting down! Join Andro inside the compound! Eliani and Sehri have marked the corners and the shield has deployed, but their garrison is deploying!”

“On our way!” Dorian barked. 

Sadi didn’t need to check that, she knew without question how all his siblings felt for their brother and they would allow nothing to stand in their way to get to him. Sadi looked quickly to Ne'Veha in the pilot’s seat.


“SirsanGai?” She asked.


“Ready!”


Sadi didn’t pause then. “Onab Flight this is lead! Rotate! Rotate!”


Ne'Veha slid her fingers along her consoles and the PREMONITION’s bulk turned in a very fast and very powerful one-hundred-and-eighty-degree maneuver. Now the ship and the KADAN transports were facing away from the main gate, their powerful engines sending up storms of dust and dirt all around them.


“Here’s hoping they got all the mines!” Ne'Veha spoke flippantly before she engaged her engines and the PREMONITION began to move backwards. If any mines had survived, the heavier armor on the PREMONITION would protected the ship and not exposed the KADENs to damage. The four ships moved backwards for an added two hundred meters and then Ne'Veha disengaged her engines. “In position!”


“Onab Flight is in position!” Sadi barked. “Onab Flight is in position! Setting down and preparing to take passengers!” Sadi looked at her lover and fellow Crown Princess. “SirsanGai, as gently as you can, our love.”  

“Touching down!” Ne'Veha answered without looking at Sadi, but she knew Sadi could see her smile.


“Meka!” Sadi barked.


“Engaging Defensive Systems!” Kameka spoke before Sadi could even get the full order out. “Sending the signal to SPARTA'S WRATH. Anything that enters our airspace now, I will track and kill it Sadi!” 

“Kalis! Ridor! Daio! Go!” Sadi shouted. “Go!”


Sadi felt like she could almost hear the deafening shout that erupted from the rear of the PREMONITION and as she looked down onto her console she saw the monitor of the cargo bay. The mass of bodies was exiting the ship far too quickly to keep track of and as she twisted her head around almost painfully and directed her gaze to the right side of the ship she could see an equal number of Spartans rushing from the cargo hold of the KADEN beside them, and then from the KADEN directly in front of them.


Lycavorian, Elven and even some vampire Durcunusaan thrown into the mix and they were sprinting full out, with the members of the Kirek Pack right beside them, and going into battle without so much as a single doubt. Sadi Mahanlo-Leonidas did not fully understand the significance of this event because so much of their true history had not yet been discovered, but Reva Mahanlo would mark it as such however, as would Kesas Pengot, Lylor and every member of the Kirek Pack who had lived and fought in those days so long ago. It was the first time in nearly four million years that the Mahanlo and Kirek Packs had raced into battle side by side. Without doubt or question, they had forged ahead intent on their tasks. 


And once more, they would do so again and keep the history of their Packs alive. 

ONAB COMPOUND INTERIOR

Four hundred and fifty Arhtai soldiers stared across the ten-meter gap at the two hundred and sixty men and women who made up the Durcunusaan and the Kirek Pack members that had accompanied Androcles and his siblings. Not knowing what they would be facing, Androcles had released most of their ground troops to Deion in case they got into trouble in the bowels of the Capital City looking for Nystai and her people. Androcles Mahanlo-Leonidas also knew full well what his siblings could do if it needed to happen and he was not concerned in the least giving his younger brother additional support. Ten fully grown dragons and their riders were an exceptionally formidable force all on their own, but these dragons and their riders were all part of the same family and they were far more dangerous than any others of their kind.


The cover shield was active behind these new soldiers and it was encompassing all the Onab and the Lycavorians that had been prisoners here. The shield was unlike anything any of them had ever seen before and the humming sound coming from the Shield Stanchions made many of them uneasy. Inside the shield they could also just make out the two female figures as well as two additional dragons standing behind Ivore and Revia Arhtai. The Lycavorians and the Onab inside the cover of the protective shield were all watching them, but not with any sort of urgency. Most of the Arhtai Security Forces knew who Revia was, but not her true bloodline and nature. Most thought she was a disgraced former member of the Kirek Pack and that is why Ivore Arhtai had almost killed his own brother to keep her alive. The ongoing joke was that she was an incredible female Alpha wolf between the sheets and Ivore Arhtai did not want to lose that. This was not the case as many of the Security Forces saw quickly through the years. There was something far different about the woman and even as many times as different soldiers had asked, no one had ever given a definitive answer as to who she truly was.

This information was now very much out in the open for all of them had seen the decree by Androcles just before Fomir Arhtai attacked them. Dozens of their comrades were now dead because of that and they had seen them die when Androcles and the huge dragon attacked the command center. None of the new soldiers before them looked particularly concerned that they were heavily outnumbered, but the Arhtai forces had not heard from Colonel Mancha or any of their senior officers in the Command Center either. A quick glance upwards toward the wall told the Arhtai troops all they needed to know really, as the missile batteries were burning and there were gaping holes in the sides of the Command Center where there shouldn’t have been holes.

Androcles stood in front of them all, Jomann and Denali on one side with Lisisa and Arduri on either side of Denali. Dorian, Laren, Lu'ria and Carisia were on the other side of Androcles, none of them holding any weapon now. Androcles, Dorian and Laren had allowed their wings to extend fully, but kept them relatively close to their bodies to use them as shields if needed. Everyone else with them was fully outfitted in Mark VII ArmorPly, white and crimson in color, and the very newest in design, having only just been distributed a month earlier. Kalis, Daio, Ridor and Cowan stood in front of the two hundred and sixty men and women, Caylt, Yasha, Marda and Taig right behind them and ready to lead the charge.

The Arhtai Pack soldier who was now senior among the forces present kept looking around when no one moved, but his eyes always returned to Androcles and the other two Heralds. His name was Aso Nyryn and he was the middle of six sons of his father and mother. The moment that his immediate family had grown large enough, Aso’s father and his two uncles had asked for and received permission to break from the Arhtai Pack with half a dozen other young Alpha members of the Arhtai Pack. They had forged the Nyryn Pack, which was now, numbers wise, the second largest Pack to have broken from the Arhtai. Though they were treated the same as any Pack that had broken away, which was to say like second class individuals, Aso’s father and uncles had remained loyal to the Arhtai Pack. Even after all they had been made to suffer, they never broke faith.

This day Aso would discover why that was.

Aso would know the Arwa rie vada Tarivuos anywhere. As with the Arwa rie vada Revik, any knowledge about them was forbidden to everyone who did not have the means to read forbidden data scrolls. His parents had the means and they made certain that he and all his siblings knew the history of their people right back to the very beginning on Cerath. 
Aso Nyryn really had no clue as to what he was supposed to do. 
He did not know what took place on the Dremsa Rie Saan. Only his father, uncles and aunts and mother knew what took place that night and they would never talk of it very much. They were on the far side of the planet when the butchering had begun and took no part in the crimes committed that night, but even to this day Aso could almost swear that it shamed them to even speak of it.

“You… you will surrender your weapons!” Aso finally blurted out the order when he saw no one else would take charge. “Lay down your weapons and you will… none of you will be harmed!”

“Seriously?” Denali spat aloud, his own dual fangs fully extended and so very prominent. “You didn’t just ask us to surrender, did you?”


Those Durcunusaan and Kirek Pack members in the first few ranks behind where Denali stood could not help but laugh at his sarcastic comment and this caused many of the Arhtai Security Forces to snarl back in response, their hands tightening on their weapons.

Androcles focused his azure eyes on the young soldier as he stood there uncertain of what to do. “I have already made clear what is going to take place here.” Androcles spoke now. “I will not repeat myself.”

Andro watched another Lycavorian step closer to the first one. He was older by several hundred years given his scent, but he was also much more arrogant based on his body language as he shoved a different trooper aside to move up beside the one who was so far doing the talking.


“We outnumber them Aso!” He hissed. “What are we waiting for!”


“Outnumbering them didn’t work so well for those in the Command Center! They are all dead Lerund! The missile batteries are destroyed and someone took one of the Gate doors and somehow snapped it completely off!” Aso snapped back at him. “They snapped off a hundred-ton Neutronium Steel door! Who can rip aside such a door?!”

Dorian lifted his hand now and motioned to Laren beside him. “Ah… that was us.” He said matter-of-factly his dual fangs fully exposed, as were Laren’s. “Sorry… next time we’ll rip them both off so it doesn’t look nubous silly.”


Laren’s wings lifted slightly and curled inward around her shoulders as she chuckled and this caused the front row of Arhtai soldiers to shift backwards somewhat, their weapons coming up slightly.

“They mock us!” Lerund snapped as he brought his weapon up higher and leveled it at Andro’s head.


“SHIELDS!” Ridor’s voice screamed out the one-word command and within the beat of two heartbeats, two hundred and twenty-four Shi Viskas were deployed and now humming ominously in the cool morning air. Kalis had refused his Shi Viska because he had wanted to be awarded the Spartan Shield for his actions and not for his name, but that did not stop Daio and another Durcunusaan troop from stepping close to him and shielding his body as well as their own with their shields. This was done without thought for the three dozen Elves and Vampires who could not wear the Shields and if the shooting began, the Vampires would disappear into the shadows with their elven comrades and reappear to wreak havoc behind the enemy.


The deployment of the Shi Viskas took all the Arhtai troops by surprise, none of them having ever seen anything like it before. Even those standing in the line with the Heralds all had the strange shields on their arms now. Aso’s eyes were wide at what had just taken place and he sensed Lerund move closer to him.


“We must attack now!” Lerund almost yelled. “We have the advantage of numbers and…”


“Forn vesa un lozen vada Tarivuos rie vada Mard Revik!” Aso almost screamed. “Vada saan rie vada Mard Revik!?” (You wish to attack the Heralds of the True King!? The blood of the true King!?)


“We don’t know who they are!” Lerund barked. “Even if they are Mahanlo blood, they are traitors to our people! They…”

Lerund never got to finish his sentence as all those around him watched as his body suddenly was slammed viciously into the hard pack earth beneath his feet, guided by some unseen hand.


“…Must do something Eliani!” Ivore exclaimed. “They waver between the two men and they have numbers on their side!”


Eliani looked at her Tenne and smiled warmly. “Numbers don’t mean much when facing Spartans Uncle.” She spoke respectfully. 


Sehri stepped closer to Revia and took her hand within her own as Revia met her gaze. “What are you… what are you thinking Tenna Revia?” Sehri asked her in that sweet, honey like voice.


Revia grasped Sehri’s hand with both of hers now, staring into Sehri’s eyes. “Something that Androcles said to us the other night. Something that has echoed within me ever since.”


Sehri smiled and squeezed her hands. “Then tell him Tenna Revia. You don’t need me to do that. Tell him.” 


Revia turned quickly and looked at Androcles’ back on the other side of the huge Cover Shield. Androcles? She spoke openly, not really knowing how to shield her words. This caused nearly all heads outside the shield to turn and look at her.


Tenna? Andro answered her instantly.


Evellsey wen… evellsey wen vada Chanvor rie vada Saan Androcles. Vada Chanvor rie vada Saan.



Eliani looked at Ivore. 

“It’s over now Tenne.” She said softly.


Ivore turned his head just in time to see Androcles lift his hand towards the one called Lerund and then it began.


Mercifully, the first impact with the ground killed Lerund, though none of the others knew that except Androcles. His head struck the hard-packed stone with such force it broke his neck in half a dozen spots. Androcles continued however, for he needed to make a point. Lifting his body up into the air he slammed Lerund three times into the ground with savage force as he stepped closer to Aso and the ranks of Arhtai soldiers. Additional bones could be heard openly snapping in the calm, quiet air all around them as they watched in horror. These young wolves were not stupid however, and most of them had been given the history of their people and what the Mahanlo bloodline meant. The history after Cerath had been twisted yes, but the history of the war with the Iais'Kai and what the Mahanlo bloodline had done during that time could never be truly erased.


Mahanlo blood was the purest of all Lycavorian blood to exist in the universe. There was no other stronger, faster or purer bloodline anywhere. Ever. Now, that blood had returned for those who were their family, and nothing was going to stand in their way.


Androcles smashed Lerund’s inert form into the ground brutally one last time, the sickly sound from the impact carrying over the field like a shot from a weapon. He stood now directly in front of Aso, the Arwa rie vada Tarivuos fully deployed except for the cowl. His dual fangs were fully expose for all to see and his azure colored eyes were nearly glowing as the azure color had blocked out even the black pupils. Andro stood there for a moment as he kept his emotions in check using skills taught to him by Murano and Sarlana both, and he turned his head to look at Aso.


“I am Androcles Mahanlo-Leonidas!” He snarled. “I am First-born son to the True King of our people! Whether you recognize him as such or not means nothing to me! The thirty-one trillion plus men and women who recognize him as their King mean more to me than you ever will! You have my family bloodline imprisoned here! Do not try and deny this, I can smell them as surely as I smell your piss and shit right now! I have come for them and I will now take them from this foul place just as I promised. No one cages Mahanlo blood! No one! Ever! I have also come for the honored Onab people who you hold prisoner here as well. They will not suffer your imprisonment a moment longer. Stand against us, and you will end up like this fool.” Androcles motioned to Lerund’s broken and bloody body. “Raise a weapon against us and I will order my brothers and sisters, our dragons and those who follow us to end your lives where you stand. You will not succeed. You will not even come close. You will only die where you are standing. I have killed enough of my people this day, more will still die today, but I wish to kill no one else. Return my bloodline to me willingly, release the Onab to me, and you will live out this day. Refuse me and no one will even remember that you existed. 

“I will give you five seconds to decide. Your time starts now!”
Aso Nyryn was the first to drop to one knee and roll his weapon forward off his arms and watch it as it clattered to the ground in front of him. Andro watched as the first rank of Arhtai Pack soldiers followed suit, then the second and third and finally all the way to the last rank of men who had stood before them seconds ago.

“Deni?” Andro barked out.

Denali moved up beside his brother without question. “Fervon?”

“Take their weapons and stack them across the courtyard Deni.” Andro said. “They are to remain here. If even one of them so much as lifts a finger to stop what we are about to do, kill them all fervon.” 
Denali nodded his head. “And it will be done.” He said openly.

