CHAPTER SEVEN
SOLMAR

UNION BASE CAMP

FEBRUARY 6TH, 0240 

Andro rubbed the sleep from his eyes as he came up the ramp of the STRIKER. He had wanted to spend time with Sehri but her mother and Harira had monopolized her time since returning and he had eventually leaned up against Elynth and let sleep take him for a few precious hours.

His pilot Sa'roh, Dantio and Daio were gathered around the Chart Table in the rear of the STRIKER as he came up the ramp and he saw Ryner flopped in the side pen with Dorian curled up on the mat between his Bonded Brother’s front and rear legs sleeping soundly. Andro stared at his younger brother for a long moment, his wolf ears listening to Dorian’s breathing as he tuned everything else out. Dorian had surprisingly proven himself easily the last few days and his resonance seemed to be growing stronger. He was very quick to catch on to things and the skills Andro had been drilling into him for the last few months he had improved measurably. They came to him naturally, almost as they had come to Andro himself as he was growing up. There was something else about his brother that was similar to what he felt when around Jomann and his father. A burning inside him that matched his own. It seemed so very familiar and it took a long moment before Andro’s eyes grew a little wider when he realized what it felt like.

Sa'roh brought him out of his thoughts. “Andro?” She called softly causing his head to turn to face her.


Andro glanced over to her quickly and then back to Dorian, deciding this was something he needed to take up with his father privately. The ramifications of what he felt would be wide ranging if they were accurate. Andro moved past where they slept and came up to the Chart Table. “I take it nothing exciting has happened.” He spoke glancing back once more at his brother and then turning to look at them fully.


“The Kavs left a small detachment in the northern settlement but the majority of their forces pulled back to the south.” Dantio reported.


Andro looked at him. “You and Daio got some sleep I hope.” He stated.


Dantio nodded. “Yes… both of us. Three hours. Sa'roh woke us only a short time ago to show us this.”


Andro looked at her. “Sa'roh?”


“We’ve been switching back and forth in the cockpit.” She told him. “Don’t worry… I need my flight crew sharp and I’m making sure they stay that way.”


Andro nodded. “Good. How long before Sa'sur and the SCIMITAR return?”


Sa'roh handed him a data pad. “Her last transmission said she would jump back into the system around seven. They are putting the finishing touches on their plans. She said we’ll be able to see the fireworks show from down here.”


Andro nodded. “I’m sure. Let’s make sure everyone is up and alert by then.” He ordered. “Where is the KINDRED SOUL going to land?”

Sa'roh pointed to the chart. “One point two kilometers from our current location.” She answered. “Just along this beach. It’s massive and completely bare. They can have defenses up within two hours of setting down after they deploy the 82nd.”


“And the Durcunusaan Division?” Andro asked.


“They will be coming down on a mix of VIPERS and KADEN-Class transports.” Daio answered. “Forward units will establish a defensive perimeter along this ridge west of the KINDRED SOUL. Captain Sa'sur recommends that we move everyone here as soon as they are set. Perhaps an hour after they re-enter the system.”


Andro nodded his head. “Make sure everyone is ready to move. The civilians go first.” He told them. “We’ll get them off world when we have established our full perimeter.” He looked at them. “So what is this you woke me for?”


Sa'roh handed him another pad. “You should probably see this.” She spoke. “We took this off the Kavalian detachment commander at the northern settlement.”


Andro nodded once more as he looked at it. “It’s encrypted.” He stated. “I thought you were going to try and crack it?”


Sa'roh nodded. “I did. In a manner of speaking.”


“Come again?” Andro asked.


“We don’t have the necessary encryption algorithms to do a full decoding here on the STRIKER. Our computers aren’t coded for them. This is some highly classified Puma Bane Intelligence Andro. Not exactly what you would find on just any Puma Bane soldier you run across.” She answered. 

“So you weren’t able to get anything?” He asked.


Sa'roh smiled. “I didn’t say that.” She spoke adjusting the Chart Table’s interface and bringing up some information. “Much of the core information needs to be washed through the Krypteria’s filters and their command computers. However… using some inventive decoding of my own I was able to decipher parts that were not as encrypted as the core. Those Puma Bane idiots are not as bright as they think.”

Andro’s eyes scanned the pad he was holding and they grew a little wider. He looked up at them. “They are supposed to assassinate Azlenr and Byka?” He gasped.


Sa'roh nodded. “That’s what I have been able to discern so far. Rom’la is still working on more of it.”


“Why would they want to assassinate two of their most experienced field commanders?” Andro asked. “After they have successfully captured this colony? That doesn’t make any sense Sa'roh.”


“Does anything the Kavalians do make sense?” She asked. “They are not exactly out of the box thinkers Andro.”

Andro dipped his head back and forth. “True.” He stated. “But this?”

“Their tactics are straightforward and basic. We’ve always known that.” Sa'roh told him. “Their clones are not up to the same standards as the High Coven’s are. The High Coven clones can think and act for themselves without guidance. The Kavalian clones need constant direction and guidance. They can’t really process higher tactics and such. At least not that we are aware of. That’s why none of them are officers or members of the Puma Bane Commandos that we are aware of. But according to this… the clones in Azlenr’s and Byka’s divisions are somewhat different.”

“Different how?” Dantio asked.

Sa'roh shook her head. “We couldn’t determine what exactly they meant… but it must be something major if Keleru and the Kavalian High Command want these two men dead.”

Andro set the pad down. “We are talking about two men the Krypteria says were the most successful commanders during their war with the Coven.” He spoke softly. “You don’t just assassinate men like that. It’s downright stupid.”

“Whatever the reasons… we know the Puma Bane troops get their orders directly from Keleru or his senior aides.” Dantio spoke. “This is not something they would do on their own. You know how Keleru likes to have a hand in everything. The Puma Bane midaeus are his right hand. His secret police so to speak. These orders are telling the Puma Bane Commander… this Marsin igord… they are telling him to assassinate Azlenr and Byka and as many senior officers as they can once the colony is fully secured. And do it in a way that makes it look like Union soldiers or civilians did it.”

Andro lifted his eyes from the pad to Dantio. “That explains why this Marsin was so intent on blaming the civilians for our attacks.” Andro said. 

Daio nodded. “And now he no longer has that option.” He said. “We’ve taken it away from them.”

“They’re going to pull out all the stops looking for us.” Sa'roh said. “We’ll be safe here as long as the generators power the Stealth Field. At least until Sa'sur and the SCIMITAR’s Strike Wing gets here.”
“Make sure we keep the civilians away from the edges of the field.” Andro said. “We don’t need one or more of them bumbling outside the field so Kavalian sensors can pick them up from orbit.”

Daio nodded. “I already made sure of that.” He said.

Andro looked at Sa'roh. “Send a burst to Sa'sur. Have her get someone to touch base with my brother Resumar. He’s working closely with Pian’Nruarani and Jalersi. There has to be some reason why they want these men dead.”

Sa'roh looked at him. “You can’t do it with your P1?” She asked. There were few who knew the true capabilities of the P1 Pads that all of the Leonidas family carried outside of senior Durcunusaan personnel. Sa'roh was among those few because of her duties as a STRIKER pilot assigned to the Royal Family on different occasions when Sadi or Arrarn was not flying.

Andro shook his head. “We can only initiate one long range interstellar communication between pads at a time. I don’t want father to try and contact me for some reason and be talking with Res.” He replied. “Sadi or Ne'Veha can do it from the SCIMITAR before they get here. Carisia and Lu'ria are using their P1s to maintain prolonged connections with my grandmother on Earth and with Tenna Deia. We are not going to be caught by surprise again.”
Dantio looked at him. “Can’t they be detected Andro?” He asked.

Andro shook his head. “The P1s operate on Pralor communication waves.” He replied. “An extremely high frequency subspace band. With… with the Pralors now gone, there is no activity on this subspace band but Avi determined it is still there. It’s essentially sitting there unused. No one else has P1s except my family and a select few others. They are bio-encoded to the individuals and can only be used by them. Even my father and mothers do not understand the full extent of the technology, but we know what it can do. Shiria gave all of us extensive classes beyond what we already knew when she discovered we had them. Wayonn with my father and mothers as well.”

“These pads… they can span this far?” Daio asked.

“Subspace is infinite Daio.” Sa'roh spoke quickly. “There might be minor interference along the frequency band, but you could talk to someone thousands of light years away with Pralor COM units. It’s how they communicated with their City Ships.” Sa'roh saw Andro’s 
eyebrows go up a little when she finished and she smiled. “I have been quizzing Ne'Veha and Sadi quite a bit.” She said with a grin.

Andro smiled. “That explains that.” He said. “We use SPARTA'S WRATH as the central point to bounce the signals off. All the pads are coded to it and can reach it from anywhere in the Alpha Quadrant. Once there… the signal is bounced to wherever the destination is. Her COM relays are far more powerful than the individual pads. It’s why I can talk to father even from where he is now.”
Daio looked at him. “Where is that?” He asked.

“According to our star maps and charts, they would have just left the Echo Quadrant and gone where we do not have any information.” Andro answered. “Uncharted space.”

Daio shook his head. “Now that’s never fearing the unknown if you ask me.” He said.

Andro chuckled. “Yes… my father does tend to go places no one else has gone before doesn’t he?” He said. “And he always manages to drag my mothers along with him.”

Dantio smiled now. “They are just as adventurous as he is if you ask me.” He said.

Andro nodded. “Probably.” He said looking at the pad once more. “Are these two moving around the planet with any additional security?” He asked.
Sa'roh shook her head. “Not that we can determine.” She answered. “We can pinpoint what DAGGER they are in because of the level of encryption in the COM signals, but aside from that we can’t tell.”

“Begin recording where they go and when.” Andro spoke. “Perhaps they have a pattern we can narrow down and eventually use. Pass this information along to Sa'sur and have her assigned a team to monitor for this when they arrive in system.”

“Use?” Daio asked. “What for?”

Andro shrugged. “For all we know something might present itself.” He stated. 

Sa'roh’s head turned at the movement and she saw Aleatia coming up the ramp slowly, her eyes focused on Andro. “Andro.” She motioned with her head.

Andro turned and saw her and then looked back. “Get that burst off to Sadi and see if she can discover something before they arrive.” Andro turned fully and moved towards the back of the ramp as Aleatia stopped. Her eyes were moving back and forth taking in the inside of the ship and finally they came back to him as Andro stepped up to her. “Lady Aleatia? Is there something I can do for you?”

Aleatia looked at Andro, once more feeling the immense Etheric power within this young man. She had never felt anything like it, even from the strongest Shaman Masters within the Circle or the Rothryn Science Academy. In some ways it frightened her for Sehri had told her what she had seen Andro do during the battle with excitement and awe. Aleatia could also detect this young man’s intense lavender and mint scent all over her daughter, something that surprised her to some extent. The Rothryn did not use their sense of smell as often or as intently as these Lycavorians did. It was not something that they ever felt the need for. However, being among them these last weeks and days, Aleatia found herself delving into her sense of smell more and more almost without thinking. She was beginning to take notice of the scents of others and she found that her husband Dyack’s unique mountain musk scent could and did drive her own senses to a heightened state. 
“Forgive… forgive me for interrupting.” She stammered.

Andro shook his head quickly. “It is no interruption.” He told her. “The balance of our forces will arrive in system in a few hours and I will insure you and the others are taken to the SCIMITAR when they have established control of the space above us. You will be safe there.”

Aleatia looked into his azure eyes deeply, seeing wisdom and experience that one so young should not have. It was another thing about this young man that frightened her. Sehri had told her about those eyes and what she had seen when he killed the Kavalian with that amazing Etheric spike he extended from his fist. Sehri had said those azure eyes, so beautiful to her; she said they had been almost glowing. “I know this is… this is perhaps not the best time.” She finally spoke. “I would… I would like to speak to you about…”

“Sehri?” Andro finished.

Aleatia nodded. “She is… she is my youngest daughter and…”

Andro reached out and took her arm gently. Aleatia gasped slightly at the warmth of his touch and the jolts of energy it caused to surge through her. She looked at him with wide eyes as she once more felt the dominating power within him even more clearly and focused. “You have nothing to fear from me or our people Lady Aleatia.” Andro said softly.

“We… so much has happened in the last weeks.” Aleatia stammered once more. “We have discovered so much and Dyack and I are…”

Andro nodded. “Why don’t we grab a mug of coffee and talk? We may not get the chance for the next few days and I want you to know…” Andro shook his head. “I will try and explain to you something that even me and my mates don’t really understand. All we know is that we feel it deeply within us and we have accepted that.”

Aleatia met his gaze for a moment and then nodded. “I think… I think I would like that.” She said.


The coffee, she discovered, was a special blend that his mother had made many years ago while she carried him in her womb. It was especially rich and smooth and it tasted wonderful to Aleatia. He told her that the recipe still resided only in his mother’s head and she had made a fortune off of selling it across the Union. They had retrieved two large mugs and then moved to an area that was relatively activity free around several dozen equipment crates near the nose of the KADEN transport. They sat on these crates across from one another, but close enough that Aleatia could see his face easily even in the dim light put off by the stars and the quarter moon. She listened to him at first, as he gave her a very brief history lesson on the Lycavorian people. She had heard some of it from Deni and Lisisa, but he was going even further and Aleatia was soon discovering answers to questions that she had wanted to ask for many weeks.

“So… these… these Pralors as you call them…” Aleatia asked after listening to him talk for nearly an hour. “They are… they are who we call the Ancient Ones? They are the ones who left us the Flatspace technology. And the many ruins scattered across our world that our people have been discovering and investigating for centuries? These belonged to them?”


Andro nodded his head. “I was able to confirm with Shiria that the third moon of Lentani is where they originally placed the Lycavorians taken from our homeworld. The moon, at the time, was not conducive to our alternate forms and that is why those taken from Lycavore had their ability to shift genetically removed. The hope of the Pralors was that you would eventually evolve to the point where you would terra form Lentani and settle there. As it turns out, that is exactly what you did. No matter the paths we have taken to get where we are Lady Aleatia, both our peoples come from the same place. We are all Lycavorians.”


Aleatia sipped her mug of coffee which they had both refilled twice in the last hour alone. Her eyes stayed on Andro as he answered her. “There are numerous signs that our civilization goes back nearly a hundred thousand years.” She stated. “These Ancient Ones… these Pralors, they have been doing this for a long time I take it?”


“Yes they have.” Andro answered with a nod. “Hundreds of thousands of years. I never really asked Wayonn or Shiria exactly how long.”

“You… you don’t sound like you approve of what they were doing Androcles.” Aleatia said. “What their species lived for.”


Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “I understand why.” He answered her. “I guess my only issue is that they would take my people, our people Lady Aleatia… they would take them and drop them on some unknown planet to repopulate it. I don’t… I don’t like that choice was no where in the equation I guess.” Andro sipped his coffee and looked at her. “But everything we have talked of is not what you really want to know is it? I don’t usually ramble like that.” He said with a grin.

“I have… seen something in my daughter’s eyes.” Aleatia spoke softly. “It is not… it is not something that I have ever seen before. She is so young and…” Aleatia looked at him. “She looks at you with the same love and hunger that I look at Dyack with. Like she has… like she has been with you for decades. Like she has loved no one else. And I see… I see that same look in your eyes when you gaze upon her.”


Andro nodded his head. “Yes you do.” He stated.


“And this is how your other mates will look at her when they arrive?” Aleatia asked.


“Yes.” He answered.


“How?” Aleatia asked softly. “Before we came here she never knew you. She has always been different because of her Etheric abilities but this…”


“It is not a question I can answer.” Andro said. “I can’t explain it Lady Aleatia. It is not something I aspired too if that is your question. I have tried to avoid being like him for most of my life. It’s foolish really.”

“It is not foolish young man.” Aleatia told him.

Andro smiled and nodded to her. “My father has six wives and mates and I have always tried to walk outside of my father’s shadow. When I met KertaGai… when she first came into my life… I was only eight months old. I have loved her since that day. When we finally came back together when I was grown, it opened the gates within both of us that brought first Carisia and then Ne'Veha and Lu'ria and then Caliria into our lives. I struggled with this fact, the feelings inside me. Sadi did not. She embraced them. And finally she made me accept them as well. They are meant to be with us, with me. KertaGai is my Anome, my soulmate, but I love all of them with equal intensity. As if it has always been there.” Andro looked at her. “That now includes Sehri.”


“So you believe some sort of higher power has brought you together?” Aleatia asked him.

“I have heard those on our trip here refer to Gods and how they have guided you. Is this what you believe as well?”


Andro met her eyes for a contemplative moment. “There are nearly nine hundred species within the Lycavorian Union Lady Aleatia. Some of them very devout in their beliefs. Their origins and how they came to be. For me personally… I like to think that a higher power does exist and that whatever Gods are out there… they are benevolent and watch over us in ways we can not see. No matter what our species or belief.” He replied. “That they guide our actions in some way. Do these Gods have names?” Andro shrugged again. “They did in the time of Ancient Sparta and on Earth. There are some who still believe in those same Gods today and that belief has transcended time to exist even now. As a whole however, I like to think that most believe as I do. When we part ways for instance, and I say go with the gods, it is my intent that whatever higher powers may be out there… that they watch over you. I have faith that they watch over all of us to some extent.” 

“Some of those on our ship believe your grandfather and others from your bloodline to be Gods in some way.” Aleatia said softly.


Andro chuckled softly. “Yes… I know. Something that drives my father and grandmother malda at times.” He looked up at her. “I believe my grandfathers watch over us. I believe they see all that we do. I even believe they call us names when we do something incredibly stupid. Something I’m quite sure they have done on several occasions because of my actions, and more because of my father.” Aleatia couldn’t help but laugh softly at this. “Believe this if you will, but my grandfather appeared to my father before I was born. When my father first discovered who he truly was. I believe it to be because of some Etheric resonance left over within his tomb. But Gods? No. They were as I am. Just men. Wolves. Trying to live our lives in the best way we are taught by our parents. We are more resilient than most and part of our instincts is to protect, regardless of what species a person is. Many have evolved now where they are our equals and we welcome that whole heartedly. The humans on Earth are the perfect example. The Great Fire changed the mentality of many of those who survived. They discovered that the Lycavorian Spartans watched over them through the centuries and now they have pushed themselves to be the best they can be and they have reached a point where they can stand beside us as equals in everything.”


Aleatia looked at him for a moment. “You sound… I know Lycavorians… our people…” Aleatia spoke and she was surprised at how easily that word rolled off her lips now. “I know we can imprint our children to a degree when they are born. Give them memories and images… but you Androcles Leonidas. Your eyes and your demeanor, how you speak of things… you speak with a knowledge and wisdom that you should not have at so young an age.”

Andro chuckled. “My mothers and my mates would not agree with you.” He said. “They think I am somewhat malda.” He looked at her. “Crazy.”


“It is because of the power I feel within you isn’t it?” Aleatia said softly. “The Etheric resonance I feel radiating from you. I am strong with Etheric ability, Dyack and our other daughters as well. Sehri dwarfs us in the resonance and ability she has however… it is why we sent her to the Circle of Shamans and not the Rothryn Science Academy. We did not want her submitted to the sometimes ridiculous restrictions and harsh labels those who are strong with Etheric abilities receive at the Academy. But you… what I feel coming from you… it surpasses anything I have ever felt. And it…”


Andro met her eyes. “It has caused Sehri’s to become stronger.”


Aleatia nodded quickly. “Just in… just in the few hours we have been among you here her resonance has become so much clearer and focused.”


Andro nodded. “I seem to have that affect on all of my mates.” He answered. “There is an explanation for that, one that I will gladly share with you, but it would require quite a bit more time to explain than what we have now because it is something that we are just discovering for ourselves thanks to Shiria and Wayonn.”


Aleatia tilted her head. “The Pralor you have mentioned before?”


Andro nodded. “Yes.”

“We never suspected Wayonn could be one of the Ancient Ones.” Aleatia spoke softly. “To think he has been among the Protectorate for so long and we never knew?”

Andro nodded. “He hid himself very well from what I understand.”

“Will you… will you allow us to speak with them?” Aleatia asked. 

Andro looked at her. “Why would I not?” He asked. “They are just as large a part of your history as they are ours.”

“And this information you are going to share with me about you?” Aleatia asked.

“There is something that affects me, my father, my brother and some others.” Andro told her. “It is a gene of some sort in our bodies that causes you to feel what you do from us. It is passed down through the bloodlines of those who have certain Pralors as ancestors. A type of Pralor that merged with the Ruling Packs on Lycavore so long ago. Many thousands of years after your ancestors had been removed. Surely you felt it within Denali.”


Aleatia nodded. “Yes… a little. But it was no where near as pronounced or powerful as I sense it within you.”


Andro nodded. “Because he was hiding it.” He said. 


“Hiding it?” Aleatia asked.


Andro finished his coffee in two long gulps and set the mug on the crate. “Once it was discovered we carried this gene, Shiria and Wayonn taught all of us a very simple but effective technique to mask this resonance we put off. To make it seem less than it really is.”


“But you aren’t masking it now.” Aleatia said.

Andro shook his head. “Who exactly would I need to mask it from here?” He asked with a smile as he lifted his hands to motion all around them. “The Kavalians, with extremely rare exceptions, can not Mindvoice. Nor do they have Etheric abilities. They would not be able to detect this resonance from me. From any of us. We have learned in the last few months that while we may not always understand or agree with what Shiria and Wayonn tell us, more often than not we still adhere to what they tell us. They have many thousands of years of knowledge and experience that we do not.”


“And Sehri feeds off of this?” Aleatia asked. 
Andro nodded. “To some extent… yes. All of my mates do. We don’t know how exactly. Not yet. But we will someday.”

“Will it remain so… so part of her?” Aleatia asked.

“I have opened myself to her Lady Aleatia. Just as I have with my other mates.” Andro told her. “That was done more out of instinct than me actually deciding to do that. Her scent…” Andro looked at her almost shyly and Aleatia had to contain the smile that wanted to split the corners of her mouth. “Sehri’s scent is… overpoweringly enticing to me.” He said finally. “Just as the scents of my other mates are. Combined with the fact she is within her Coming of Age Fever… I can not help but project the aura I do.” He looked up at her. “Surely you must feel something similar with your husband and mate. You are Lycavorian no matter the years that have passed.”


Aleatia nodded her head as she held up her hand. “Perhaps not on such a scale… we have either forgotten or do not remember so much about our history… but yes.” She answered him.


“I do not take this lightly Lady Aleatia.” Andro told her. “It is not something I can just will away. The attraction… the desire… it is powerful. Sadi and Ne'Veha and Lu'ria will be just as affected by her scent because of how tightly we are all bound. Carisia because of the Etheric connection that binds us all together. Caliria will be able to feel it as well when we are back together with her.”


Aleatia looked up in to the dark sky. “This… this is not going the way we had hoped.” She stated softly.


“What do you mean?” Andro asked.


Aleatia looked at him hoping she did not ruin whatever future there was with what she was going to tell him. He had been so forthcoming with her and she did not want to lie to this young man. “Do not think badly of Dyack or I Androcles… but we had hoped an attraction between you and either Ibani or Osbela, our older daughters, would develop.” She told him in a soft voice. “Ever since seeing what you… what you did to that man… whatever doubts we may have had in the Ancient Prophecy of our people were washed away. We had thought perhaps a marriage between you and one of our older daughters would cement our future forever. Bring our history and bloodlines back together with yours. That is the other thing he wanted to discuss with you if you remember what he told you?”


Andro nodded his head. “I remember. You still practice arranged marriages?” He asked surprised.


Aleatia nodded. “In some instances yes. It is written into our governing foundation.” She answered. “It was done by Dyack’s grandfather as a way to insure that our family remained in power. Someone from our line has ruled the Rothryn people for over three thousand years now, Dyack for the last seven hundred plus years. We are the most forward thinking of the Noble Families and each ruler from our line has been elected by overwhelming majority since Dyack’s grandfather.”


“And the parties agree to this?” Andro asked.


Aleatia nodded. “Yes. My union with Dyack was arranged… but he spent quite a bit of time courting me in the years prior to our actual union. He chased me through the streets of Lentani on many occasion… right along with the other males who were attempting to win my favor as my Coming of Age came closer. He had already won my heart before our fathers agreed to the Union without our knowledge. In our case it suited what we both wanted anyway. Ours was perhaps the smoothest transition of power in our history because we already loved each other before we became mates.”

“What if the parties don’t agree?” Andro asked.


Aleatia shrugged. “It has not happened in over two thousand years. Most of those Noble Families who think as we do school their children about what could happen if the more archaic of the Noble Families ever come to power. I have read some of the very early history of the Lycavorian people on Lycavore. That ship of yours that we were on had an extensive data base. Many of the Noble Rothryn Families cling to a set of ideals and values that have no place in the modern era just as those ideals of your people from long ago do not belong. They are not as many in number as the more modern families but they do have a loyal following. These families would bring back many things we do not want and have not wanted for millennia. Slavery and taking females by force during their Coming of Age. Things that the majority of our people dismissed as barbaric long ago. They put forth a candidate every time there is an election held. Thankfully no one they have put forth has ever come close to winning. So… you see why we still do this.”


Andro met her eyes. “Your daughters Ibani and Osbela are very beautiful Lady Aleatia… but I have no interest in either of them. Their scents… they do nothing for me; as terrible as that may sound. And we do not practice arranged marriages or unions among my people.”


Aleatia nodded. “Yes… I read that as well in your Chronicles of Law. And no, it does not sound terrible.” She spoke gently. “I don’t know how Dyack will react. Sehri is… Sehri has always been his favorite. His baby. Given her status as a member of the Circle of Shamans I don’t know what he would say. He may not approve of what the two of you share.”

“Why?” Andro asked looking at her.


“It is hard to explain and…” Aleatia began.


“He has already promised her hand in a union to someone else hasn’t he?” Andro said evenly. “Another of these Noble families you spoke of?”


Aleatia looked at him. “Why would you…?”


“It is written all over your face milady, and trying to lie to me would be pointless.” Andro told her. 

Aleatia shook her head. “Yes… I gathered that on my own. Your insight does you credit young man.” She said.

“Does Sehri know?” Andro asked.

Aleatia nodded her head. “I am relatively sure she does.” She answered him. “When the subject came up at a dinner of the families two years ago she became… agitated when Dyack suggested a union between her and the youngest son of this family be looked into.” Aleatia looked at him. “Given what she has told me and what I have seen in these last few hours I think I am beginning to see why she reacted as she did.”

Andro stood up slowly. “Are you going to ask me not to pursue Sehri Lady Aleatia?” He asked.
Aleatia came to her feet as well now. “Androcles… please believe me when I say this is not something I… we were prepared for or expected. I knew Sehri’s Etheric resonance was very strong, it is the reason we kept her abilities secret and sent her to the Circle of Shamans to be trained, but I had no idea this would happen! The connection to you and the others. Events like this are… they do not happen among our people.” Aleatia moved closer to him. “She speaks as if she… as if she already knows you. As if you have been together for many years. She is already beginning to speak your… our language with so much more fluency and ease. And I can no longer come close to penetrating the shields she now has up around her mind.”
“In a sense… in a sense we have Lady Aleatia.” Andro said softly. “It is no different than what I and my mates feel for her. What we feel for each other. Including Sehri now. Please do not ask me not to pursue her. My blood calls for her. Sadi and Ne'Veha and Lu'ria’s blood calls for her. Her resonance within Mindvoice calls for Carisia. And she calls for us just as strongly.” 

Aleatia nodded. “Yes… yes she does. Even I can sense that now.”

“I will not dismiss that.” Andro told her. “I can not! It is part of me.”
Aleatia looked at him for a long moment. She could hear the passion in his voice for her daughter. The want and the desire. It was stronger than anything she had ever felt before and Aleatia could not help but be so very happy for her youngest child that such a man would profess himself in such a way to her. She had seen what this young man could do first hand and she had no doubts he would love and cherish Sehri with an intensity that would steal her breath away. He would also defend and protect her savagely if the need arose. Aleatia stepped closer and rested her hand on his arm.

“Sehri has always been different from her sisters Androcles.” Aleatia said. “Because of this she has always been lonely and unhappy. I have seen a brightness in her eyes that I have never seen before and it is because she has discovered you. I can not in my heart attempt to take that away from her. I will not.”
“Our people’s code of honor and our law within the Union is such that a male Lycavorian will never take a female before her birthing day. Only after that day, during the last week of her fever, if she so desires it as well.” Andro said. “It is forbidden. It is a hateful and heinous crime among my people and the punishment for this is very harsh. I understand the Rothryn honor something similar?”

Aleatia nodded. “Truly the only difference is that if it is an arranged union the female’s fever needs to be fully gone.”

“So our people’s have something else in common.” Andro told her. “Perhaps we are not so different than you might think.”

Aleatia met his eyes. “I have long believed we are descended somehow from Lycavorians Androcles. How could I not when the similarities between my people and those within the Protectorate are too numerous to count. I am discovering it as well with the Lycavorians of the Union. In what I have seen and what I have read. I can’t deny it.”

“We have adjusted the age factors for the Coming of Age fever within the Union, but no man with any shred of honor would claim a female against her will and it is punishable by harsh penalties if it is discovered as I said.” Andro told her. “I will use these two days to discover Sehri, all of us will. As much as I am able given what is going on around us. And she will discover us if that is her wish. The day she reaches twenty years of life, which is what Rothryn law states a female must be if I am not mistaken…?” Aleatia nodded her head. “When she reaches twenty years old Lady Aleatia… if it is still Sehri’s wish… and I hope it will be; I will put my nose to the ground as my father says, and I will discover her apple and walnut scent until it fills my head and my blood just as intensely as my other mates. I will make her mine… and I will curb the burning of her blood for me if that is also what she desires. Sadi, Ne'Veha, Lu'ria, Carisia and even Caliria will do the same. That is what we all crave. Including Sehri.”
“I know.” Aleatia said softly. “She told me as much in very strident terms. She has no fear of that day Androcles.”

“I do not know how to explain this to you.” Andro said. “I told you that. Only that it is. I struggled with it for many months as I said. Until I came to the conclusion, with a little help from a board Sadi wielded unto my head, that fate and destiny always gets the last laugh and to just conduct myself by what my instincts tell me and what feels right.”

“And this is what you feel when you look at my daughter?” Aleatia asked.

“When I look at her… when I inhale her scent… I see part of myself. A part that is meant to complete all of us as a whole.” Andro told her. “It sounds crazy I know… but you can speak with Sadi when she arrives. Or Ne'Veha. All of them if you wish. They will tell you the same thing and you will see it in their eyes as well. Sehri belongs to us and we to her and it is meant to be by some higher power. That is what I feel Lady Aleatia. That is what burns within me. I failed to follow what my instincts told me once… it almost cost me Caliria and I need to make amends for that with her. Mark my words… I will not make that mistake again.”

Aleatia could barely keep the tears from her eyes at the professions of this young man who she had known for less than a day. A young man who she knew without question would worship the very ground her daughter walked upon. “You… you are a very serious young man you know.” She said finally. “It can be very… frightening.”

Andro’s head dropped and he shook it slowly. “Forgive me.” He said with a smile. “My mothers and sisters have been telling me that for years.” He told her. “They even had me go to classes once to try and dispel this atmosphere I seem to project.” He said looking up to meet her eyes again. “I take it those classes didn’t work?”

Aleatia couldn’t help but laugh at the expression on his face now and she found herself drawing closer to him and slipping her hand around his arm. “No… I’m afraid they did not.” She stated with some humor. “You… you honor my daughter and me with your words today Androcles Leonidas. More so than any young Rothryn male ever has. Do we… do we have time before your people arrive to talk more?”

Androcles reached down and picked up their mugs from the crates. “We can make time right now as long as nothing exciting happens.” He said.

“Like these Kavalians attacking?” Aleatia asked.
“That would not be exciting.” Andro told her as they began to walk. “That would be very scary.”

Aleatia smiled as she moved with him. Perhaps there was more to this young man than met the eye she thought to herself. 
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Danny held up his hand bringing their small column to a halt fifty meters from the north facility entrance. The Pralor Science Facility stretched high up into the air, towering over the tall trees that surrounded it. The facility was positioned at the end of a large valley with an enormous lake taking up the other end and stretching almost all the way into the next valley. The green mountains on two sides reached high into the thin air with just a wisp of clouds above them. They had landed two klicks away and followed the edge of the lake as they approached the north entrance easily able to see the structure in the distance even through the tall trees. He looked at Martin as he settled next to him on one knee.

“This is a portable facility fervon?” Danny asked him with some awe in his voice. “I don’t suppose our Pralor ancestors ever considered building something of normal size?”


Martin chuckled. “I don’t think they believed in normal sized anything.” He spoke as Kenny dropped next to him. Martin reached up and pounded Kenny on the shoulder. “Go Kenny!” He spoke.


Kenny nodded and touched Pablo beside him and they sprinted forward to where they could see the massive entrance of the facility. It looked as if you could drive a tank through the main door as Kenny and Pablo moved to the control panel on the side.


Julie and Cody moved up to where they knelt. “You can tell where they had vehicles.” Julie spoke. “The terrain is tore up some leading right up to the door.”


Martin nodded and looked at her. “Anything?” He asked.


Julie shook her head. “Aside from the plant life no.” She answered. “No life signs of any kind. You or Danny smell anything unusual?”


“No.” Martin answered as he looked around. “That’s kind of odd don’t you think?” He said. “It seems like this planet is perfect for colonization.”


Danny nodded. “Yeah… it looks perfect. Until it jumps up to bite you in the ass. With our luck the fucking trees will spring to life when we least expect it and try to attack us.”


“Carians Simpson…” Julie exclaimed with a smile. “When did you become such a baby?”


“I don’t like surprises.” Danny said.

Martin lifted his A4 in one hand and slapped Danny’s arm. “Move up.” He said motioning to where Cody and Colin waited. They nodded and sprinted forward to take up covering positions of Kenny and Pablo. Martin, Danny and Julie covered the distance quickly coming up in front of the door. Martin tapped his jaw. None of them were wearing the standard helmet that completed the ArmorPly set to better facilitate seeing each other’s expressions. “We are about to breach the door Saaraurano.”

“We are watching Beloved.” Aricia’s voice answered in his implant.

“Red… you and Melda Min get ready to turn tail and run if anything comes charging out at us.” Martin spoke.

“Understood.” Anja’s voice echoed.

Martin looked at Kenny who nodded. He brought his A4 up and nodded his head as the others did the same. Kenny touched the panel and a low grating sound echoed around them as the massive doors began to part. Kenny and Pablo sprinted back to stand beside Julie as the darkness inside was revealed. They bright sun exposed the nose of some sort of vehicle first. A vehicle with large balloon tires and deep tread that appeared to be armored in some way and had several dome like devices protruding from its exterior. 
Martin looked up into the sky. Aurith… nothing is running out the entrance by you is it? He asked.

Dnom and I see nothing Martin. For'mya’s bonded sister answered immediately. That is good yes?

Martin smiled. Aurith was returning to her old self now that For'mya was back with them. There had been a time when he worried that she would never be the same again if they had been unable to rescue For'mya. Martin shook those thoughts from his mind and watched as the doors completed opening with a resounding echo and the interior of the facility was exposed for them. They could see low power light globes still shimmering in the rear of what could only be a garage of some sort. They could make out the silhouette of two other vehicles further back and ramps moving up on either side of the interior.
“Ok… we’re moving in.” Martin said as he got to his feet. “Red Six. Red Six. Disperse!”

He and his team burst into a sprint and were swallowed up by the shadows inside the facility. Their wolf and vampire eyes adjusted quickly to the dim interior and A4s were sweeping back and forth ready to trigger. Danny broke in one direction with Cody and Colin, Martin in the other with Julie and Kenny while Pablo remained by the door as covering fire. The garage appeared to be nearly two hundred meters long and equally as wide, but after they passed the three vehicles it opened up quite a bit to reveal neatly stacked crates in different areas and nothing else. Martin moved up the ramp on one side while Danny led them up on the opposite side until they met near the rear of the garage by another set of double doors.

“Martin?” Wayonn’s voice broke into his implant.

“Go.” Martin hissed.

“If it is a standard facility… then by the interior doors there will be a panel.” Wayonn told him. “All of our facilities were powered by Etheric resonance until the main reactor core was brought online. Touch the panel and power and interior lighting should activate inside where you are.”

“It’s some sort of garage Wayonn.” Martin spoke as his eyes moved along the wall trying to find the panel he spoke of.

“Does it have rectangular vehicles with large tires?” Wayonn asked.

“Yeah. Three of them.” Danny answered.

“Then it is a standard Portable Core Seeding Science facility.” Wayonn answered.

“Come again?” Julie cut in.

“A Science Facility deployed to a planet that has been chosen for seed life.” Wayonn told them.

“Got it.” Martin spoke as he placed his hand against the wall in an indentation that was eerily in the shape of a hand. The internal lights began to wink on all over the interior fully illuminating the strange vehicles and hundreds of equipment crates scattered all over.
Julie looked around and then up, her eyes growing wide as the ceiling extended perhaps four stories up. “Wow!” She gasped.

“Ok… this changes things.” Martin spoke reaching up to touch his jaw. 

Danny nodded. “It sure does. Nice defensible position.”

“All teams move to our location! On the double!” Martin snapped. “Cody… you and Colin stand by here at the door. Anything comes out… shoot first ask questions later.”

“Got it skipper.” Cody said.

Martin began moving back down the ramp with Danny and Julie. “What are you thinking Skipper?” Danny asked.

“Wayonn said it was a seeding facility.” Martin said. “That’s why there is no life. They were going to bring new life here to settle the planet.”

Danny looked at him as they walked. “I thought Wayonn said the Pralors dismissed this quadrant of space.”

Martin nodded. “He did.” 

“So why is this here? And why does it have power if the Pralors have been extinct for millennia?” Julie asked.

“Let’s find out.” Martin said as Aricia led her team into the garage at a casual jog, the Durcunusaan breaking off immediately to set up defensive positions.

“Start pulling these crates around and make a defensive wall!” Martin barked. “North and south near the interior door. And make sure there is nothing inside them that go boom!”

Aricia moved up to him with a smile at his words as Wayonn and Helen entered with the Master Chief right behind them. Isabella and Cirith, Fedor between them were looking around at the cavernous interior as they came up to the group. Martin grabbed Fedor’s shoulder and grinned at him. “Excited yet?” He asked.

Fedor smiled at his Medwan. “My toes are fidgeting father.” He answered.
Isabella nudged him in the side. “Just keep your toes in your boots for the moment aur keto.” She stated with a motherly smile. “It would not look good to see you running with only one boot on.” (my son)

Fedor grinned. “I will medwaw.” He said.

Martin looked at Wayonn as he came up to them with Helen. He had pulled out a larger version of the P1, almost the size of a 21st century Notepad computer and was quickly typing on it. “Wayonn?” He asked.

“Shiria sent me this before we departed. It is a Pralor P9 computer pad very similar to the P1s you all carry. SPARTA'S WRATH had two dozen of them on board and she was going to see that they were distributed to those who could use them best.” Wayonn said beginning to work on the notepad like computer. “All Pralor PSFs were marked with a number Martin.” Wayonn spoke. “That is how we kept track of them and their locations. The number should be stamped along the interior of the walls somewhere in this vehicle bay.”

Martin looked at Julie. “Jules?”

“On it.” She said before she moved away.

“You said this was a Core Seeding facility?” Martin said as he moved to one of the nearby crates and sat down.

Wayonn nodded. “That is what the vehicles were for.” He stated holding out the P9 to him. Martin took it as he listened to Wayonn speak. “They would be sent out across the planet to take core samples from different locations to insure the stability of the planet for future life. It’s strange though… these facilities were always dropped in groups of six or more to cover the entire planet. This is the only one we detected. Why is it here and why does it still have power? All Seeding operations were suspended when the second war with the Scourge began according to Shiria.”

Martin gave the P9 back to him and tapped his jaw. “Kinsoaurgai?”

“We are monitoring Martin.” For'mya’s voice responded immediately.

“You and Endy have enough room to land in front of the door?” Martin asked.

“With plenty to spare Skipper.” Endith answered.

“Ok… do a slow three sixty around the facility and have Tina and Eirene give me an updated battery of scans. Then land with your tail facing the door.” Martin ordered. “Keep the batteries charged in case you have to make a quick exit For'mya.”

“Understood. We’ll see you in twenty-three minutes.” For'mya answered.
Martin stood back up as Anja, Dysea and Muton’s group entered the garage. His head turned when Julie shouted from across the garage. “Skipper! Found it! Zero One Five!”

Martin turned back to Wayonn. “Wayonn?” 

“Hold on.” He said as he typed. “That… that can’t be right.” He said finally.

“What is it Wayonn?” Helen asked.

Wayonn looked up at Martin with a puzzled gaze. “According to the databases from SPARTA'S WRATH Facility Zero One Five was destroyed nearly fourteen thousand years ago by the Scourge.”

Danny looked around. “Looks in pretty good shape for being destroyed.” He said.

Wayonn looked at Martin. “We need to get to the main control room for the facility Martin.” He said. “It’s the only way to be sure.”
“Yeah… this is where everything in the movies always goes to shit.” Martin spoke with a shake of his head causing most of them to laugh softly. “Ok… stick with our plan. Red… you, Miseo and Muton move to the medical wing. Master Chief you are with me, Dysea and Julie. We’re going to take Wayonn and Helen to the control room. Danny… take the rest of the team to the Power Core and see if you can get full power back. Take a couple of the engineers we brought down from ARC ROYAL.”

“I will remain here and establish the defensive perimeter and emergency evacuation point.” Isabella spoke.

“I will take a team of three Durcunusaan and move to the western entrance with Aurith.” Cirith spoke now. “Being inside this facility makes my skin crawl.”

Aricia leaned close to her with a smile. “We’ll have to explore that some time in the future Cirith. I can make your skin crawl as well. Just in a good way.” She spoke seductively to her lover and fellow Queen. 

Cirith grinned back at her and flashed her dark eyes as she licked her full lips. “That sounds very promising.” She said.

“Slut!” Anja hissed playfully at Aricia.

“I hope that promise extends to all of us?” Isabella said with a smile.

“Indeed.” Dysea chimed in.

Helen looked at Wayonn’s disbelieving expression and shrugged with smile. In the last few weeks she had watched Martin Leonidas’s Queens grow closer than they ever had before. While their love for each other was famous across the Union, Helen had seen their friendship blossom and become an unbreakable bond over the last weeks, even more so than it already was. Almost losing For'mya and Dysea both, the events with Anja and having Cirith join them had changed all of them. On the ship they were unashamed to show the legendary affection they had for each other and Martin no matter where they were or who was watching. Even Cirith, the newest of Martin’s beloved Queens, even she fell so easily into her role now and she relished in it. Each of them knew what they were good at and they acted without instruction from their beloved husband and mate. It was a trait all of them shared. 
While Aricia was drawn more to For'mya and Anja in a physical way, she and Dysea were the better fighters and they didn’t hesitate at taking this role. While Isabella was drawn more to Dysea and Cirith physically, she was a masterful fighter in her own right and she knew her skills were best used as a reinforcing barrier that could respond to any situation. Isabella Leonidas could and would be totally ruthless and unconcerned about who she killed or what she destroyed in order to reach Martin or one of her fellow Queens if they were in trouble. As was her darker pureblood vampire nature. Cirith’s combined vampire and wolf skills were best used as a scouting force and she knew it. She would take the fastest and strongest Durcunusaan with her so they could cover more ground. Anja was their healer; the one all of them would go to in order to sooth their aches and injuries and she was the one they all turned to in order to laugh. For'mya Leonidas was the pilot and most everyone would agree, the unofficial leader of their family behind Martin Helen knew. Her calm leadership and patience served them all better if she was overseeing all of them and directing them if something happened. And they all knew For'mya would never leave any of them without first sacrificing her own life.
Martin shook his head with a smile. “Ok… Aricia will take Fedor and the rest of the facility team and head for the main living quarters.”

Wayonn looked around. “Since there still seems to be some power coming from the core the facilities’ bio-mechanical nature and passive sensors will undoubtedly pick up the Etheric resonance from each of you and activate emergency lighting in the areas you enter. Once Daniel is able to restore the core to full power you will find panels along the walls. Touch them and full lighting should be restored.”
“Move carefully people. And no wandering off like they do in the movies ok. That always leads to something bad happening and people dying. I would prefer not to have to deal with that today.” Martin ordered. 
“Maybe we shouldn’t have had really steamy sex last night then Lover!” Anja declared with a twinkle in her jade green eyes. “There’s always really steamy sex before the bad parts in the movies! Just like we had last night!”

“Medwaw!” Fedor exclaimed. “Too much information! Way too much!”

“Indeed.” Wayonn echoed while shaking his head.

Martin smiled brightly and winked at Anja as everyone laughed now and began to ready themselves. “Let’s move!” He barked.
Aricia cut to the left as she passed through the large doorway, her A4 leading her entry and her wolf eyes sweeping the interior of the room. She felt Fedor do the same as he went right and they were quickly followed by three Durcunusaan. As they entered the area, dim lights began to wink on revealing what appeared to be some sort of lounge area. It was massive to say the least, stretching out some hundred yards in front of them and nearly twice that in width. As the emergency lights began to come on all down the length of the room they could see two other entrances that were closed. Along one wall were a row of what appeared to be windows covered with an exterior portion of armor. Aricia pointed to two more Durcunusaan who entered and then to the other doors. They nodded and moved off at a brisk jog.
Fedor held his P1 alongside his A4 and was watching the small screen as the others began to move in. “Nothing medwaw.” He spoke looking at Aricia. “The same power readings but no signs of life.”

Aricia nodded her head as she turned back to look at him. Her long, lustrous black hair was tied in a single long braid and secured by crimson red satin cords. All of them had begun using the same type of ties when securing their hair for riding or other types of operations. The Durcunusaan had also begun using these ties as a way to identify their Queens in the midst of confusion as well. 

“We will use this room as a central location to branch out into the living quarters and general areas.” Aricia said. 

Fedor’s head turned as the sweet kiwi scent filtered to him and Iama moved past him into the large room with half a dozen other technicians and engineers. Her beautiful eyes fell on him for a moment and then turned away as she continued forward. Fedor drew in a deep breath and tried to calm his raging emotions as her scent filtered through him. It was a reaction Aricia had seen before in many males of her kind and she quickly stepped close to him. 

[Fedor?] She reached out to him. It was truly a wonder how all of them viewed their children. It did not matter who had given birth to them, Aricia and her fellow Queens felt just as much love and devotion to each child as the next. There had never been a time when any of them had disagreed about how to raise their children and while each of them had a softer spot for those they had given birth to, their love for all of Martin’s children knew no bounds.

Fedor opened his dark brown eyes and looked at her. [I am fine medwaw.] He said softly.

[Medwan taught me how to push it to the side. He said it will pass in time.]

[Do you want it to pass keto?] Aricia asked.


[I will never be anything to her medwaw.] He spoke softly. [She does not look at me as anything more than another clone. She can not accept that I am different from them. She treats me like I am a child and I am stupid.]

[You are neither Fedor.] Aricia told him. [You know this.]


Fedor nodded. [I know. I just wish she would see that.] He sighed heavily. [Father says that… he says that it will pass and I know there are many thousands of beautiful women out there somewhere.]

Aricia nodded. [Yes there are.] She told him. [You will need to beat them off when we finally return home I’m thinking.] She finished with a smile.

[Seeing her… seeing her give herself to others so readily makes it easier I suppose.] Fedor said.

Aricia detected the heavy hint of sadness when he said that. [You saw…]


Fedor nodded. [This morning. I was passing her quarters when one of the Durcunusaan was leaving. She did not see me.]

[Do not judge her too harshly aur keto.] Aricia said gently. [Her life has not been an easy one and she has hardened herself to real emotion I think. She is unable to look beyond the surface of a person because of what she has endured. Some things are just not meant to be my son, but if the gods wish it then it will happen no matter what.]


Fedor met her eyes. [I know.] He forced a smile. [I will be fine.] He said.

Aricia reached out and squeezed his arm. “Let’s get back to business. This will keep your mind occupied.”


Fedor nodded. “Yes it will.” He responded.


Aricia turned and faced the group of Durcunusaan and technicians that had come down from the ARC ROYAL. “According to the layout of the base, living quarters will be through the door here.” She motioned to the side. “Work areas and the mess lounge through the far end. You all know what we need and this is just as important as those collecting information from other areas. All data pads you find, any prudent information on this base itself as well. Or how it came to be here. Men and women will speak more in their personal logs than in their duty logs. I will lead the team to the living quarters, Fedor to the mess lounge and work areas. Enomotarch…” She spoke looking at the young Durcunusaan. “Remain here with your team and secure this location.”

The man nodded. “Understood my Queen.”


“Do not become anxious if the power returns and continue with your search.” Aricia spoke. “We will meet back here in one hour regardless. Stay in constant radio communication as well. And no one wander off.” She looked at Fedor. “Let’s do it.”


“Impressive.” Martin spoke as he pulled his hand away from the palm shaped indent on the right side of the door and Helen did the same from the left and they stepped through the double doors as they slid open. His eyes took in the immense size of the circular control room. There were silent computer stations and accompanying screens and monitors taking up the entire circular center of the room. The circular work stations wrapped around the tall, twelve foot high center mast. Along the outer wall of the room were dozens more stations as well as small alcoves that held one or two chairs in each.

Wayonn moved in behind him. “I’ve never seen security so tight on a PSS.” He spoke as he moved past them into the main portion of the room.


“How so?” Martin asked.


Wayonn glanced over his shoulder. “The Control Center Doors were encoded so that only a Paladin and their Mage could open them. And the contact needed to be made simultaneously.”


“You could not have opened it Wayonn?” Helen asked.


Wayonn shook his head as he turned back to the room. “Only a Pair.” He replied. “The internal sensors on the door pads were linked to detect the corresponding Etheric resonance that radiates from a Paladin and Mage pair. Since you and Helen are linked by your resonance, it canceled out the security measures.”


“And that’s odd how?” Martin asked.


Wayonn turned back to look at him. “It tells me that whatever is on this station was either deemed extremely important or extremely deadly. As a rule we never used such high security measures because Paladins and their Mage counterparts were so few in number and often times they conducted missions apart from each other.”

“You know… that statement didn’t give me a whole lot of warm fuzzy feelings.” Martin said. “It seems like dangerous or deadly to Pralors means large explosions and big body counts to us little guys.”


“I concur.” Dysea echoed his statement as her emerald eyes swept around the control room. 
“You asked me to hold nothing back from you going forward.” Wayonn spoke. “I am not holding anything back.”

Martin tilted his head slightly and brought his fingers up so they were millimeters apart. “Ok… maybe you can hold back just a tiny bit. Like that part about deadly. I didn’t need to hear that. Not today. I’m in a pretty good mood and deadly would pretty much ruin that.”

“Do you take anything serious Martin Leonidas?” Wayonn asked him.

Martin shook his head. “Serious is no fun and more often than not it gives me a case of the red ass.” He answered as Helen came up beside him.

“Red ass?” Wayonn asked.

Helen shook her head. “You don’t want to know.” She said slapping Martin’s arm as she moved further into the room next to Wayonn.

“All these stations were manned Val'istar?” Dysea asked as Wayonn turned and moved past her to a computer station in the center circle.


Wayonn nodded to her after a last glance at Martin and a shake of his head. “You must remember Dysea… we monitored everything about a planet when we chose it for seeding. Right down to the molecular structure of the most miniscule life and how amino acids affected the most rudimentary elements and even future life. The different science fields are color coded for ease of new personnel to the bases. Green for vegetation. Gray for planetary crust and rock formation. Blue for air quality. Amber for Communications and Red is for station defense.”


Martin looked at him. “Station defense?” He asked.


Wayonn nodded. “All of the stations had a powerful shield like the one on SPARTA'S WRATH as well as base weapons platform.” He answered. “We did not send them to hundreds of different planets unable to fully defend themselves Martin my boy.”


“Of course you didn’t.” Martin said rolling his eyes.

Helen was crossing back in front of him as he did this and she shook her head with a smile and slapped his abdomen quickly as Dysea chuckled softly. Martin shook his head and tapped his jaw. 


“Danny… you copy?” He asked.


“Go!”


“How you making out?” Martin asked.


“Just getting to the engineering section now.” Danny answered. “Stand by.”

Martin looked at Julie. “Jules… see if you can make sense of the COM gear and when the big lug gets power back, establish a subspace link with the ARC ROYAL. Melda Min you and the Master Chief make sure all these side rooms are empty… I don’t want any surprises popping out of the walls.”


Tony hefted his large assault rifle and nodded with a grin. “On it Skipper. Just like old times hey Dy?”


Dysea smiled and leaned up to plant a kiss on Martin’s cheek. “Indeed it is Anthony.” She said before turning and readying her A4 and moving towards the first set of double doors with Tony in step just to her right.


Martin moved up next to Wayonn as he was working on his P9, Helen on his opposite side watching intently. “Wayonn?”


“I will be able to link directly into the station’s network if Daniel is able to activate the core.” Wayonn answered looking at him. “At the moment… what I am seeing is… odd.”

“Odd how?” Martin asked.


“According to the data base on SPARTA'S WRATH, which is downloaded to this P9, station Zero One Five was destroyed by the Scourge like I said.” Wayonn said. “But so far all of the equipment I have seen is stenciled Zero One Five. Even the records I have been able to pull up.”


“A mistake?” Martin asked.


Wayonn shook his head quickly. “We were meticulous in the records we kept Martin.” He answered. “And the records I have been scanning only go back three thousand four hundred and six years.”


“You’re scanning them grandfather?” Helen asked.


Wayonn shook his head quickly. “The order in which they were made… not the actual content. I can’t access them until full power is restored. We…”


“Ok!” Danny’s voice barked in their implants. “How’s this?” 


The humming began almost immediately and then all across the control center computer stations began to wink on and come to life. Lights activated immediately and caused all of them to wince as their eyes adjusted quickly. Wayonn turned back to his P9 and smiled. “Excellent!” He exclaimed. “The main core is now online.” He tapped his jaw. “Daniel! Your people are at the main core controls yes?”

“Affirmative.” Danny answered.


“Have the engineers bring the core to seventy percent and hold.” Wayonn spoke. “That is more than enough to power the station and all the terminals and lights.”


“Seventy percent. Got it.” Danny answered. “Marty… I’m going to leave the tech heads here and do a sweep of the corridors around this section.”


Martin nodded his head. “Understood fervon.” Helen looked at him and smiled to herself at how easily that word came to him when it concerned Daniel. “All teams sound off if power is not returning to your sections. Otherwise continue with the mission as planned.” Martin waited a second and when no one answered he looked at Wayonn. “Nice. You guys built these stations good.” He said.


Wayonn chuckled and nodded. “They are your people too my boy. Don’t forget that.” He said turning back to his P9. “Julie… you should have sufficient power to establish a link with the ARC ROYAL from your station.”

“Creating the link now!” Julie answered from across the center.


Wayonn nodded. “I’m activating the main Control Center grid.” He touched his P9 and the two screens just above his head activated instantly and massive amounts of data began to scroll across the large four by four monitors. In a few seconds the data in the center of the monitors slowed to a crawl and moved to the sides of the screen and an image of the station came up in the center. A small section of the lower station on the monitor was flashing red in a steady manner. “Interesting.” Wayonn spoke as he adjusted the controls.

“What’s interesting?” Martin asked.


“The station’s sensors are detecting a breach of the exterior wall on the southern side.” He answered. “It is an underground entrance. Similar to the vehicle entrance where we entered.” He touched the large monitor. “It appears as if one of the Science vehicles crashed into the exterior containment wall making a small breach to the interior.”


“How small?” Martin asked.


“Hard to say.” Wayonn spoke adjusting his controls. “The internal security cams in that interior corridor are no longer functioning. The impact must have knocked them out.”


“Can we reach it from inside?” Martin asked.


Wayonn nodded. “Yes… it’s not far from where Daniel and his team are.”


Martin touched his jaw. “Danny… Wayonn is sending the schematics of this station to your P1. There’s a breach of some sort in a garage like the one we entered, but it’s underground. Check it out and report back.”


“On it.” Danny answered.


Wayonn continued to tap the control console with practiced ease. “The integrity of the station is otherwise intact Martin.” He spoke. “Power is holding at seventy percent in all areas.”

“So they abandoned the station because of an accident?” Martin asked.


Wayonn looked at him. “I haven’t begun checking the logs yet but this accident as you say, it could have happened when the planet was still uninhabitable.” Wayonn said. “Perhaps they evacuated for safety reasons.”


Martin tilted his head slightly. “Wayonn?”


“Martin is right grandfather.” Helen said. “Given the level of your technology, would such an event cause them to evacuate the entire station?”


Wayonn shook his head. “Unlikely.” He stated. “Standard procedure would be to isolate the breach and then repair it.”


Martin nodded. “Yeah. I don’t mean to be a big kink in the wheel here Wayonn… but we are inside a station that is listed as destroyed, in a sector of space you yourself have stated the Pralors ignored because there wasn’t anything to be gained. I’m sure you understand why the hairs on the back of my neck are standing up right about now?”


Wayonn nodded. “Indeed I do. Mine are doing the exact same thing.” He agreed. “Give me a few minutes and I will discover what is going on Martin.”


Martin nodded. “That would be a good thing.” He said. “This place is starting to give me the creeps.”

“…set up the triage area here.” Anja stated motioning to the six beds that were occupying the large section of the Medical Bay. “Muton… see if you can get some of the equipment up and running and get me a status on what is working and what isn’t. Most of it looks similar to what we have on the ARC ROYAL.”


Muton nodded his head and moved to one of the large medical computers, dropping his bulky medical bag on the chair. Anja dropped her own bag on one of the beds as her team of two medics and half a dozen engineers and techs began to spread out around the medical center and examine the equipment. The six member Durcunusaan team took up positions in pairs by either entrance and were maintaining security while Miseo and a Durcunusaan troop were the third pair and were sweeping the adjoining corridors quickly and efficiently. Muton had spent the last weeks working either in the medical bay of the ARC ROYAL with Anja and Duewa or instituting similar procedures aboard his own ship. The advanced medical equipment on the ARC ROYAL had rapidly become second nature to him and he used that new knowledge now as his eyes scanned the computers in front of him. He felt Anja come up beside him.

“Muton?” She asked.


“Some things I recognize and some I don’t. You said that much of how the ARC ROYAL was built was based on the designs of City Ship 41 yes? Especially parts of the Medical Bay.” He said.

Anja nodded. “Yes.”


Muton nodded. “It is configured somewhat differently but essentially it is all the same.” He told her. “I would imagine that the practical use is the same.”


Anja let her eyes scan the array of equipment and she nodded. She reached across to wave her fingers in front of several screens. “Vital sensors on each of the beds. Looks like data storage here.”


Muton nodded his head quickly. “And this appears to be some sort of automatic treatment synthesis program built into the actual beds.” He spoke touching the screen. “Incredible.”

Anja nodded. “Hadarian doctors and Union engineers have been trying to establish this as a working prototype.” She said with bright eyes. “This is incredible!”

“Anja these data bases could hold countless wonders.” Muton spoke. “Cures. Treatments. Things that would benefit so many!”


Anja nodded. “Yes they could. I’ll see about getting some of the data cores we brought down so we can download them. Right now… let’s stick to our plan and bring up the most recent medical files and uploading them to Duewa.”


Muton nodded his head and began to work at the station as Anja turned to look around as she tapped her jaw. “Duewa… are you monitoring?”


“I am standing by Anja.” Duewa’s voice answered from the station she sat at on the ARC ROYAL. 


“Muton is going to establish a upload link and we’ll start sending everything we can.” Anja said. “It’s… it’s amazing down here Duewa. The equipment alone is far more advanced than ours, but still relatively easy to use.”


“Perhaps these Pralors made it in such a way Anja. So that others could use the apparatus without formal training.” Duewa answered. “I wish I was there with you!”


Anja smiled at the excitement in her voice. “Don’t worry… everything is being recorded and we can walk through it together when I get back.”


“I will hold you to that.” Duewa said. “Wait… getting the upload now from Muton. Yes… it’s coming in.”


“File as much of it as you can.” Anja spoke. “The rest we’ll transfer to the portable data cores we brought.”


“Understood.” Duewa said.


“I’ll check back in an hour or so.” Anja said. Anja turned to speak to Muton when her implant cackled to life.


“Medwaw Anja.” Miseo’s voice filled her ear. He had started to call all of them medwaw and then their name over the last weeks and it was a very touching way for Miseo to show his affection and respect for Eirene’s mothers. Anja and the others thought it was exceptionally sweet.

“Go Miseo.” Anja said.


“Ah… you might want to come to my location.” Miseo said.


“What’s wrong?” Anja asked as her senses began to come to full alert.


“You should probably see this.” Miseo answered.


Anja looked at Muton. “Stay here and keep the link with Duewa open.” She ordered. She turned to the two Durcunusaan near the entrance they had come in. “You two with me.” She ordered as she shifted her A4 around her body and into her hands.


The Durcunusaan didn’t hesitate and led Anja out of the Medical Bay down the corridor.

Danny looked at the ass end of the huge vehicle, the nose of the Science rover rammed at an angle into the exterior wall, buckling the bulkhead enough that there was now a large gap in the seam perhaps two feet across and reaching from the floor to just above the seven foot high vehicle. Danny motioned to Kenny and Pablo and they moved around the other side as he and Colin closed the distance.
Danny reached up and tapped his jaw. “Marty… we’re here. Looks like someone drove this thing into the bulkhead on purpose. There’s a breach roughly two feet across that extends from the floor up about seven feet.”

“The doors you came through?” Martin asked.
“Sealed from the outside.” Danny answered. “Like they were trying to keep something out.” Danny said.

“Driver’s door is open.” Kenny’s voice echoed. “Whoever was driving… they left in a real big hurry Skipper”

Danny looked at Colin and gave a quick jerk with his head. Colin nodded and began climbing up onto the rover like a cat. Once on top he paused and unlimbered his A4 once more and his eyes spotted something near the front.

“I got a body!” Colin announced as he moved forward in a rush. “Well… bones anyway.” He spoke as he moved up next to the set of remains and squatted down. 

“Colin?” Martin’s voice asked.

“Bones Skipper. Look pretty old too. They’re on top of the rover. The driver maybe?” Colin said poking at the remains with the barrel of his A4.
“On top?” Martin asked.

“Yeah. Maybe he climbed up here.” Colin spoke.

“Or maybe something chased him up there.” Kenny echoed as his eyes swept the area they were in.

“Or maybe he is the one they wanted to run down.” Danny spoke now. “You see any leg bones Colin?” Danny asked as he moved closer and peered under the front of the rover.

“Negative.” Colin answered.

Danny’s eyes narrowed when he saw the splintered remains of leg bones sticking out of the opening in the bulkhead. “Yeah… because they are underneath the rover.” He hissed. “Shit Marty. This guy was the one they wanted to run down!”

“Gun would be simpler.” Kenny spoke.

“A lot neater too.” Colin agreed. 

Pablo moved back to where Kenny stood. “Unless guns didn’t work too well.” He echoed out loud.

Danny looked up at the opening in the bulkhead. “Marty… we’d need a couple days and a full engineering crew to repair this breach.” He spoke. “It opens up into some sort of cavern near as I can tell. The doors are jammed for sure.”

“Make sure those other entrances are secure.” Martin ordered. “Then move back to engineering.”

Danny nodded. “Will do.”

“Daniel… bring a sample of bone with you. We can determine who it was with medical scans.” Wayonn spoke now.

Danny looked up to Colin who nodded. “Done.” Danny said. “Moving back to the Power Core and engineering.”

Martin looked at Wayonn. “Pralors run their people down with ten ton vehicles a lot do they?” He asked.


“We don’t know what happened Martin.” Wayonn spoke.


“No we don’t.” Martin answered. “But my ‘Just about to get fucked meter’ has gone up a few notches.”


Wayonn met his eyes. “Yes… mine has too.” He stated causing Martin’s eyes to grow a little wider in surprise. Wayonn’s lips curled into a small grin. “I did not spend over twenty thousand years beside your grandfather Sumar and learn nothing Martin. I may have been his Paladin Mage, but we learned a few things spending so much time together.”

“Ok… I’ll give you that.” Martin said as Wayonn grinned.


“Grandfather look.” Helen spoke from the station beside Wayonn.


Wayonn and Martin turned to where she sat in the chair and was pointing at the monitor. “Helen?”


“You said this station is listed as destroyed fourteen thousand years ago.” Helen said.


Wayonn nodded. “Yes.”


Helen pointed to the corner of the screen. “Look.” She said. “If this data is accurate…” She ran her finger along the two lines of words. “This station is listed here as being built three thousand four hundred and five years ago.”

Wayonn leaned close to the large monitor and looked at the data. He grabbed his P9 and typed furiously on the pad and then looked at the screen again. “This can’t be.” He said.


“What?” Martin asked.


“According to the databases from SPARTA'S WRATH, the other two stations listed here were also destroyed by the Scourge over ten thousand years ago.” Wayonn said. All the PSSs were listed and number identified by the order they were built.”


“Like your ships?” Martin said.


Wayonn nodded. “Yes. We would never have reused a number. And this information fits with the logs I have recovered. No logs older than three thousand four hundred and three years.” He looked at the monitor. “That doesn’t make sense.”


Martin nodded. “You’re telling me.” He said.


Wayonn looked at him. “No… you misunderstand me Martin.” He said. “If what we are seeing is correct, this station is just over three thousand years old.”


“So?” Martin said.


“We stopped building the PSSs right after the second war with the Scourge began. At least according to Shiria.” Wayonn said. “This was built somewhere else and it was built just over three thousand years ago. It was built a little under ten thousand years after the Pralor people were thought to be extinguished as a species.”


Martin stared at him for a long moment as what he was saying sank in. “Wayonn… my ‘Just about to get fucked’ meter just went up another couple of notches.”


Wayonn nodded. “Yes again Martin… so did mine.” He began to turn back to the work stations when Anja’s voice stopped his motion.


“Ah… Lover?”


Martin tapped his jaw. “Red? What’s wrong?” He hissed.


“You should probably come down to where I am Lover.” Anja said. “And quickly. There’s something you need to see.” 


“Fuck! On my way!” Martin didn’t hesitate and began moving for the door into the control center. “Melda Min! Tony! With me!”

Wayonn looked at Helen. “Go with him Helen! Julie and I will remain here to try and decipher more information! We can monitor your progress from the internal sensors here in the control center! And perhaps activate the station’s defenses if needed!”


Helen didn’t hesitate either and bolted after Martin.


Martin came sprinting around the corner of the corridor and saw Anja standing with Miseo and the three Durcunusaan outside of a large archway with a set of massive metal doors. He skidded to a halt as Anja reached for him.

“We’re ok.” She spoke quickly feeling his concern for her within his aura and gripping his arm. “We’re ok.”


Martin looked at Miseo quickly and then back to her as Dysea, Tony and Helen looked around the corridor. “Anja? Your voice… it sounded…”


Anja nodded her head. “I saw something that… let’s just say it caused my pulse to race just a little.” She told him.


Martin looked around. “Ok. Want to let me in on the secret. There’s just you guys in the corridor here.”


“I… I don’t think there is any danger to us. I didn’t see anything that indicated that there was.” Anja told him quickly. “At least not the few seconds I saw anything before Miseo jerked me back and we shut the doors.”


“Red… don’t jerk me around.” Martin hissed. “What’s going on?”


Anja looked at Miseo. “Miseo… open the doors again.”


Martin looked at him. “We discovered it in our sweep King Leonidas.” Miseo told him as he activated the panel on the wall next to the huge doors.


“Discovered what?” Martin asked.


Miseo touched the panel and the low rumble began as the doors slid open incredibly fast. Martin’s eyes nearly exploded out of his head and his A4 was coming up before the first conscious thought to do it even formed in his mind.

“NUBOU LAE!” He nearly shouted. “BACK! Everyone back!”


“Lover no!” Anja barked just as loudly as she reached forward and grabbed the barrel of his A4. “They are frozen!”


Martin looked at her with changed wolf eyes now, his fangs fully extended and his body prepared to do battle. “What? Frozen? What the fuck does that mean?”


Anja moved closer to him, pressing between him and Dysea who had assumed a similar defensive stance with changed emerald green wolf eyes. She made sure she touched both of their in some manner so they could sense her own body’s emotions. “They are in suspended cryogenic chambers Marty. Their alive… but sleeping!”


“Yeah… well I don’t want them waking the fuck up!” Martin barked.


Anja shook her head. “They won’t unless we wake them up. The power coming back on didn’t change their status… it only lit up the room.”


“How the hell do you know that?” Martin demanded.


Anja moved to the side of the door and touched the panel. Her Etheric resonance could easily power the panel up and she tapped on the screen several times. “I checked.” She told him. “There is some kind of force field around each individual pod. Even if the pod were to open… they couldn’t get out. I’m not detecting any damaged chambers either. That’s the first thing I checked after calling you.”


They all turned when the noise of Danny and Kenny coming around the corner drew their attention. Danny skidded to a halt beside Martin barely out of breath. “We heard her call and…” His head turned into the open doorway and his eyes grew wider. “FUGLIES!” He screamed as he and Kenny both began to bring up their A4s.


“Will both of you trigger happy wolves shut up!” Helen snarled loudly as she pressed forward next to Anja. She had detected Anja’s calm aura almost immediately and she knew if Anja didn’t feel in danger they were safe. For the moment anyway. “Lower your weapons!”


“Feravomir…” Danny motioned with the barrel of his weapon. “That’s… that’s not a good idea! These things are hard enough to kill and they…”


“They are not awake!” Helen barked. “Anja says they are asleep!”


“Let’s kill them and make sure they stay asleep!” Kenny hissed. “Can’t get much more asleep then dead right!”


“Fucking amen!” Danny snapped.


“Marty…” Anja took his arms and brought his face back around. “Lover do you trust me?”


“Red… don’t ask me that?” Martin said. “You know I trust you… but this…”


Anja pulled on his arm and yanked him over to the small control panel and screen. “Look at what they have on!” She snapped. “Look at what they are wearing!”


Martin’s eyes were very confused and he turned to look at the small monitor, leaning close. His eyes grew a little wider and his A4 lowered just a little bit as he pulled away from the screen and glanced into the room quickly before returning his eyes to the screen. “Holy shit.”

Anja nodded. “Yes.” She said softly. “I used my P1 to do a quick scan before Miseo pulled me out and sealed the room.” She told him. “I was only able to scan the first few in the row but…” She typed on the panel. “This is what I found.”


Martin reached up with wide eyes and tapped the control panel expertly, sifting through the data. “This is accurate Red?” He gasped.


“Yes.” Anja told him. “They’re Pralors Martin. All three hundred and nine. They are in different stages of the infection but they are Pralors. They must have been placed in the cryo chambers before the others left. To preserve them.”


“What the fuck for?” Martin growled. 


“Perhaps so they could return and try to save them Martin.” Helen spoke now as she gazed into the huge room.


“Oh man… this day just keeps getting better and better!” Martin rasped.


“There’s no danger unless they get out Lover.” Anja said squeezing his arm. “We can make sure that doesn’t happen.”


Martin looked at her. “You’re sure?”


Anja nodded. “One hundred percent.” She said. “We’ll just power down this section of the Medical Wing to what it was when we came in. Minimal life support. Just enough to keep the chambers active, but not enough to fully power them.”


“Why?” Martin hissed.


Helen turned and looked at him. “Because we do not have the right to take any hope they may have away from them.” She said.


“Helen… if even one of those things gets out we could be in deep sibfla!” Martin spoke. 

“You trust in your wife and mate. As do we all. Trust in her now.” Helen told him. “And if what we have discovered so far is true, they have been here for over three thousand years and not gotten out. I believe it is safe to assume we can keep that from happening.”


“Shit!” He snarled as he turned his head. “Master Chief… you and Kenny set me up a Banger inside the door. Whatever you got! Then sealed the fucking thing!”


“How big Skipper?” Tony asked immediately.


“Big enough to take out the entire room Tony.” Anja answered him instantly. “On the off chance I’m wrong.” 


“I’m down with that Anja.” Kenny spoke as he moved forward into the doorway.


Martin turned his head towards the interior of the room and couldn’t help but feel a cold sense of foreboding grip his gut as he saw the hundreds of cryo chambers with the same lizard like creatures they had fought on Twelve Alpha. Some were fully changed, others in different stages from what he could discern with just a glance and from what the data was telling him.

“Man… I am so going to regret this.” Martin muttered as he shook his head.
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He moved quickly along the balcony walkway of the Council Chamber, not even looking up to glance at the three females who murmured to themselves and stared at him as he passed. No doubt they were shocked at his drawn appearance, but it wasn't something he was concerned about in the least. Not with the information he held in his hand. He barely noticed the large sun, just as it was beginning to sink over the horizon of the huge ocean in the distance. The spray and smell of the salt air revitalized him somewhat, pushing away the fatigue the six hour trek across the planet had hit him with. Three Jumper cars and then the kilometer march along the Promenade of Memories to get to the Council Chamber. He was going to burst in unannounced he knew, a major violation of protocol, but he had no other options. His information was just too important to request an audience.

He looked up as he approached the entrance and the two formal security guards moved quickly to open the huge doors for him. He had informed the Master of the Guard as he landed outside the Promenade and told him he was coming. At least that message got to who it needed to. He only grunted at the two men as he passed into the long corridor and was met by the tall, lanky man wearing a similar uniform but with elaborate markings on his sleeves and shoulders. He fell in beside him immediately, their physical proportions almost identical for they were brothers.


“Kasdan?” He snapped.


“I am not wrong Garan!” The man hissed.


“I hope so brother! Bursting into a meeting of the Chief Elder Council is unwise.” The second man spoke. “And it could cost me my position.”


“Have I ever been wrong Garan?” The man spat.


Garan shook his head quickly. “No… and that is the only reason why I am doing this brother. I trust in you and your skills.”


Kasdan met his younger brother’s eyes and nodded. “Are they all present?” Kasdan asked.


Garan nodded. “Be patient with them brother.” He spoke. “You know how they view some of your ideas. Especially Lorendo.”


“They can not dismiss this anymore Garan.” Kasdan spoke. “Not this. It is too… it could be the beginning of a new dawn for our people. No more hiding. No more running. It could be the rebirth so many of us have prayed for.”


“A Praetorian Kasdan?” Garan asked with a shake of his head as he walked. “A living, breathing Praetorian. It is… it is too amazing to believe. We thought them lost forever.”


Kasdan looked at his brother. “No… not all of them. There is one here on Artaaya my brother. He has remained hidden for millennia so as not to endanger our people. He is… he is not right at times… but he lives.”


Garan’s eyes flew open. “You jest! How? Where?”


Kasdan smiled. “He is how I knew what to look for brother. He… he found me several weeks ago actually. Somehow he knew what was happening. He no doubt knows what I know now for he would be able to feel them. I would… I would not doubt he is on his way here now. The Chief Elder will believe him even if he does not believe me. They have to believe me! There is no doubt now!”


Garan looked up and with a wave of his hand the two additional guards in front of the ornate doors swept their hands across the two separate panels. The large, elaborately carved doors swung open soundlessly to reveal a much smaller room than one would have assumed behind such doors. Until one looked up however and saw that the area above them appeared endless and two hundred meters above where one stood was the colored blue glass of the high ceiling. 

There were seven of them sitting at the table. Five men and two women. The oldest and wisest of the survivors and the ones who had kept them safe for more millennia than many of their people had been alive. All of them wore the cream colored robes of the Chief Elder Pralors, but tailored to fit them in such a way as to not impede on simple activities. They were the leaders of the remaining Pralor population here on Artaaya and two smaller planets only a single jump away. 

They were all that remained of the Pralor people.

Trillions upon trillions of men, women and children and they were reduced to just under a million souls when they arrived here. Generations found them running from the Scourge threat as they systematically destroyed Pralor civilization. The Scourge were relentless and completely remorseless in their actions. They didn’t hesitate in their dealings and if it carried a hint of Pralor influence it was utterly obliterated. Four times they thought themselves safe and settled on different worlds. Each time the Scourge discovered them somehow and each time they had to run again. Their horrible plight got better when they arrived on the world with those that they considered instant friends because of their abilities and who was with them. They were accepted without question and they thought they had finally run far enough away. That had only lasted five millennia before they had to run once more. This time however, they ran with their new friends who the Scourge labeled as conspirators. 

Time had finally brought them here to Artaaya and the surrounding system. Far beyond the borders of what had once been Pralor space. Here is where they settled and began to try and rebuild, while always remaining wary and ready. Three planets could support life in the entire cluster, Artaaya, Honelze and Nepneu. Artaaya was chosen as their base of power and where the main group of them would remain. They had named this city the same as the planet, a true beginning some had called it, and now the city stretched across nearly thirty kilometers of fertile land not far from the ocean which spanned a full third of the planet. Honelze and Nepneu had much smaller, but no less fantastic cities. They did not expand rapidly, keeping with their Pralor origins of patience and thoughtfulness and also to insure they did nothing that would draw the attention of the Scourge. Their population had increased as well as they sent one ship every five hundred years back into Pralor space to search for survivors. Sometimes they succeeded; sometimes they were caught by the Scourge and destroyed. The birth of children was encouraged by all and that was why now fully half their population was under twenty thousand years of age. They had once more begun doing what their people had always done while always keeping an eye open and expecting to see the Scourge. It was a hard life in many ways and very stressful, at least to those who were older and had seen the horrors of the two Scourge Wars and all they had lost as a people.

All of those at the table looked up from their discussion when Kasdan and Garan burst into the chamber. The man on the end of the oval table came to his feet, anger flashing across his face.

“What is the meaning of this Kasdan?” He demanded as he came away from the table. “You have no right to be here now! We are in session!”


“I have every right!” Kasdan barked right back as he moved closer to the table and stopped. “If you will not tell them then it falls to me! They need to know!”


“I directed you to confirm it first!” The man snarled.


“I did confirm it! And it is just as I told you Elder Lorendo! You simply refused to hear me!” Kasdan barked. “You will not deny me any longer! This needs to come out now!”


“You will remove yourself from this chamber or I will…!” Lorendo began to snap at him.


“Science Elder Lorendo?” The calm yet firm voice spoke up now. “Would you care to commence to us your Assistant Director of the Science Convention? I don’t believe you have ever formally introduced Kasdan here. Not since he became your assistant seven hundred years ago.” The voice sounded amused but held a tone of command and respect in it.

Lorendo turned slowly giving Kasdan an evil look and looked at the man who had spoken. “Chief Elder Delnash… perhaps another time would be more suitable to…”


The man rose to his feet slowly. He was not an old man at just barely fifty thousand years of age, not by their standards; he simply chose to execute his motions with precision and grace. His nearly white hair fell well past his shoulders but did nothing to diminish the healthy look of his skin and the brightness of his deep umber colored eyes. He moved away from the table with resolute movement. “Perhaps now is best Lorendo.” He stated more firmly than before. “And I would hear what the Assistant Director of our Science Convention deems so important as to interrupt our meeting.”


Lorendo bowed his head. “Of course Chief Elder Delnash. May I present Elder Kasdan, my Assistant Director.” He spoke motioning with his hand to Kasdan. “You know the Master of the Guard Garan. He is Elder Kasdan’s brother.”


Kasdan bowed his head deeply as the man stepped up to him. “It is an honor beyond words Chief Elder Pralor.” He spoke.


Delnash chuckled softly. “Yes… I’m quite sure that is what everyone would say Kasdan. I on the other hand believe it is an honor to meet you.”


Kasdan looked up, his eyes wide. “Chief Elder Pralor… I am humbled.” He gasped.


“Do not be Kasdan.” Delnash spoke. “I am no more important than you in the grander scheme of things. Tell me… how many years do you have?”


“Nineteen thousand six hundred and nine Chief Elder Pralor.” Kasdan answered.


“Ah… so you are Garan’s older brother.” Delnash said with a smile as he looked at the senior Pralor Elder Guard Commander. “Master of the Guard Garan… what say you? You have served this Council diligently for nearly five thousand years. Does your brother bring such information to us as to shock our minds?”

Garan nodded without hesitation. “I… I believe he does Chief Elder Pralor. I know he does. You know me Chief Elder Pralor… and you know I would bring nothing to you like this unless I thought it important.”


“Indeed. I also know I have told you on more than one occasion to skip the formalities when addressing me. I am not some High Lord Garan.” Delnash spoke. 
Garan bowed his head with a smile. “You have Elder Delnash. On more than one occasion.”

Delnash smiled. “That is better. Now then we will hear what it is your brother brings to us.” Delnash spoke as he turned back to the table. “Perhaps it will be less mundane then everything else we have to hear.”

Lorendo stepped closer to him. “Chief Elder… allow me to speak with Kasdan and put the many volumes of information into some coherent form. I can…”


Delnash looked at him. “You can be silent and let him speak Lorendo.” Delnash ordered. “We on this Council are more than capable of understanding whatever he puts forth.”

“I agree.” The blond haired female spoke from the table now. “New ideas come from fresh, young minds. We need all of those we can manage.”


“Well spoken Chief Elder Radra.” The stern looking man spoke from the end of the table. “I agree as well.” Chief Elder Sashan spoke.

Delnash looked at Lorendo with a grin. “There you have it Lorendo. The Chief of our Medical Convention and the Chief of our Military Convention echo my sentiments.”


“Your sentiments are all that matter Chief Elder Delnash.” Lorendo spoke.


Delnash snorted loudly. “You do yourself no favors by trying to win my support in this fashion Lorendo. I have no intention of passing anytime soon and you will not move into my position regardless. Unlucky for you. It is also an attitude that is quite beneath your station.” Delnash reached out with his hand and Kasdan watched a chair appear from the shadows along the wall and slide across the floor in front of the table. “Join us Kasdan, and tell us what is so important that you have defied Lorendo’s instructions.”


Kasdan glanced at Lorendo who only glared back at him as he returned to his chair. His eyes went to Garan and his brother nodded his head in support. Kasdan took a deep breath and turned back to the table. “Chief Elder… may I use the computer?”


Delnash motioned to the computer panel in the middle of the table as he returned to his chair. “Please.” He said.


Kasdan stepped up and began to type rapidly on the panel. “Chief Elder… this concerns the Portable Seeding Station Zero One Five that we launched three thousand four hundred and six years ago. It was sent to what we refer to as the Omarian system. To a planet that was within our databases here but one our ancestors chose to dismiss because of the many difficulties in configuring the gravitational variances.” They watched as a star chart broke away from the wall above them and lowered in front of the table. “We named the planet Onterom; after the first Chief Elder Pralor.” 


Delnash nodded his head in approval. “A man of many beginnings.” He said. “A fitting name.”


“We corrected for the gravitational variances and Station Zero One Five came online a year later.” Kasdan continued. “The station was launched with a full crew following behind it. They succeeded Chief Elder. Within two thousand four hundred years they were able to fully Terra Form the planet. Life was flourishing and we were planning to send a colony expedition when...”


“When the Svorag found them.” Delnash spoke softly.


“Yes Chief Elder.” Kasdan said softly.


“We know of this planet Kasdan.” Radra spoke. “We do read the reports. It was overrun with the infection the Svorag carry. They discovered our station in one of their sweeps through the cluster looking for Converts.”


Kasdan nodded. “Yes Elder Radra.” He said. “They infected a good number of the crew before their force was finally killed.”


“If I remember correctly we ordered the facility locked down and abandoned in case they returned.” Delnash spoke.


Kasdan nodded. “And it was Chief Elder. The Station Commander used the Cryo pods to secure those crew members who were infected in the hopes that one day we could return and assist those stricken with this disease. Three hundred and nine to be exact Chief Elder… all of them infected by the mutation the Svorag carry in some degree. Once this was done he and the remaining members of his crew departed. There was a breach in the lower vehicle section of the station but they secured both entrances so that nothing could get into the interior of the station from the outside.” Kasdan adjusted the large screen and an image of the planet appeared. A beautiful blue green tinted planet from orbit with absolutely nothing showing in the stars around it.


“Are you telling us you have found a cure?” Radra asked with wide eyes. This would be a tremendous find as the Svorag were a thorn in their sides in many ways.

“No Chief Elder Radra.” Kasdan said with a shake of his head. “My specialty field is not medicine… it is Fractal Quantum Physics.”

“So what does this station have to do with what you are trying to tell us?” Delnash asked politely. “What exactly are you trying to tell us?”

“You are aware of the four dozen Perlion Science Probes we have scattered across the many systems in this part of the galaxy Chief Elder Pralor? As well as several we have deployed to other parts.” Kasdan said.


Delnash nodded. “Our most advanced probe. Yes. I helped to design them.” He said. “What are you getting at Kasdan?”


“Chief Elder… one of our probes…” He turned to the Star Chart. “Here… on the edge of the coreward rim of the Perseus Arm… this Perlion Probe detected the activation of Seventh Tier Phased Quantum Fusion Resonance engines within the Alpha Quadrant just over eight weeks ago.”


Delnash leaned forward in his chair as his umber eyes grew wide. “What?” He gasped in disbelief.


“Kasdan… Seventh Tier Phased QFRs are the finest and most advanced engines our people ever designed. They were only built for the VORTEX-Class Heavy Cruisers.” Sashan added quickly. “They are still state of the art even now, some thirty thousand years later. Our engines now are based on their design and function.”

Kasdan nodded his head. “Yes I know Elder Sashan. That is why the Probe detected it. The Probe locked onto this signature and tracked it to several different locations within the Alpha Quadrant. This was… this was several weeks ago as I said.”


“Several weeks?” Another of the Chief Elders barked. “Why were we not informed of this immediately?”


“Even the Perlion Probes have limited capacity Chief Elder.” Kasdan added quickly. “Considering this Probe’s location, it took a week for this information to transmit through the normal buffers before reaching our listening post on Cochara. From there it was sent to me at the Science Division. I thought perhaps it had detected many of the drones our people activated before… before then end, so I dispatched primary command codes ordering the ship’s Avatar to return to a designated set of coordinates as per our normal action plan for this type of event. I was not even sure it was a ship and not just a refection of some kind.” Kasdan was typing on the panel showing all of them his every action along the way. “Ten days later I received a very clear signal returned to the probe instructing the Probe’s core computer that no further directives were to be sent. It was sent by a Class Nine Avatar. The ship’s Avatar instructed the Probe that it was acting under orders that superseded my directives. Thirty seconds after it transmitted that message to me, the probe was destroyed by an inverse energy burst sent within the message. It overloaded the core and caused the Probe to explode. It was completely destroyed. Just before this took place a single signature was sent, unwittingly or not.”

“A signature?” Radra asked.


Kasdan nodded. “I do not know… it was a message of some sort and I do not know what the message itself means but…”


“What did it say?”


“Fool me once shame on me… fool me twice shame on you. Time to die. Avatar 41.” Kasdan answered.


“Avatar 41?” Delnash gasped.


Kasdan nodded. “I did an extensive computer search and discovered that Avatar 41 was the Class Seven Ship Avatar of…”


“Chief Elder Pralor Sumar.” Delnash spoke softly coming to his feet.


Kasdan looked at him surprised. “You… you know him Chief Elder Delnash?” He asked quickly.


Delnash shook his head. “Only by… only by reputation. He rose to prominence during the war. I worked in the Norpry System at the time and never met him personally. He was the eight hundred and nineteenth Chief Elder Pralor. A man of incredible will and persona. Trillions of our people loved him! His drive and how he related to our people endeared him to so many!” Delnash looked up. “He was also one of the very first Praetorians.”


That word caused all the heads to turn to look at him. “A Praetorian!” Sashan exclaimed. “You are certain Chief Elder Delnash? A true Praetorian.”


Delnash nodded. “The strongest among them if I am not mistaken. And the twin brother to Xaxon.”


“Xaxon the Butcher.” Lorendo snarled now. “He who brought the Scourge down upon us!”

“Delnash… I have read our history cubes extensively… according to our history cubes Sumar was lost with his Mage Oracle Wayonn and five other Seed ships a little over forty thousand years ago.” Sashan spoke looking at him. “That was before the Second War and long before we had VORTEX-Class ships. It was said he collected hundreds with the Praetorian gene on his ship and he was going to actively train them for the Scourge’s return. He took five other Praetorians with him and left the rest to stand watch and wait for his return.”


Delnash nodded looking at Kasdan. “His City ship… it was…”


Kasdan nodded. “It was City Ship 41. Yes Chief Elder.”


“The history cubes also speak of an Class Seven Avatar that was never very far from his side. It was almost as if Sumar had an affection for the machine.” Delnash started to ask. “You don’t think…”

“The odds of this are astronomical Chief Elder Delnash.” Lorendo spoke getting to his feet. “That is why I ordered Kasdan to forgo any further investigation into this. Praetorians have not existed for millennia. The Scourge wiped all of them out in the first years of the Second War nearly forty thousand years ago.” He said. “I saw no reason to continue such a fool’s hope. Kasdan chose to ignore my directives.”


“You did not even go over the data!” Kasdan snarled at him. “What I provided to you was proof enough to at least look into it!”


“Look into what?” Lorendo spoke harshly. “An unknown transmission from the Alpha Quadrant from this Avatar 41? There is no possible way this could be Sumar’s Avatar. And even if it was, what was it doing on a VORTEX Cruiser? Even if it was a VORTEX Cruiser! VORTEX Cruisers had Class Nine Ship Avatars!”


“The engine signatures matched!” Kasdan barked. “And the initial message was sent by a Class Nine Ship Avatar!”

“Across thousands of light years and then washed through any number of probes before reaching us?” Lorendo said shaking his head. “Impossible!”


“It is not impossible!” Kasdan shouted. He turned to look at Delnash. “Chief Elder Pralor Delnash… Station Zero One Five was shut down with an Etheric based locking system that…”

“Kasdan!” Lorendo snapped. “Enough of this!”


Delnash held up his hand, his curiosity piqued beyond measure now. This young scientist was very passionate and very confident in what he was saying. “I will decide what is enough Elder Lorendo.” Delnash spoke firmly. “What do you mean Kasdan?”


“Chief Elder Lorendo ordered that station One Zero Five be secured using an Etheric based recognition system.” Kasdan spoke quickly. “None of the operating systems left powered on could be activated unless the Etheric detectors built into the bio-mechanical structure of the station itself registered the presence of a Category Twenty or higher Etheric user entering the interior of the vehicle bay.”


“Category Twenty!” Delnash exclaimed looking at Lorendo. “Even those of us here at this table are no higher than a Category Nineteen! You sealed those people in there so that no one could access the station afterwards? Why Lorendo? You doomed them to remain in those cryo chambers for eternity!”


“We have no treatment for the Svorag Affliction Chief Elder Delnash. You know this. Any of our people infected with it eventually became Svorag Converts. Or they would have. Even those that were infected and put into the cryo chambers.” Lorendo spoke. “All of our most skilled medical research scientists were killed during our escape from the Scourge and no one had obtained sufficient skill in the medical field to even touch this affliction. I determined… I decided we could not devote time and materials to finding a treatment when so much else took priority at the time. The only way to be sure was to seal them in so that no one could access the station. I ordered the station commander to use an Etheric based recognition system and then entered the parameters such as they are.”


“What are those parameters?” Radra demanded.


Lorendo looked at her. “No one below a Category Twenty Etheric user could possibly hope to enter the station no matter what they did. Just as Kasdan has said. The power core was left at its lowest level to keep the security system active, but without a Category Twenty or higher Etheric user to enter and activate its disarming systems, the station would forever remain completely dormant.”


“Lorendo… the only Pralors that were Category Twenty and above were Praetorians!” Sashan barked at him. “The Scourge wiped out the Praetorians three decades into the Second War! You knew there were no living Pralors who could access this station! You killed everyone on that station by leaving them there under such conditions!”


“I had no choice!” Lorendo spat. “We could not risk the Svorag affliction reaching back to the worlds we had occupied! You know this Sashan!”


“This was not in the report you submitted to this Council of Elders Chief Elder Lorendo.” The new man spoke now leaning forward at the table.


Lorendo nodded. “No it wasn't. I left it out on purpose. We had more pressing problems at the time and all of you know it.”


“The issues with our dragon brothers and sisters were no where as severe as you made them out to be! We have been together too long for such petty things to come between us!” Radra snapped at him. “All it took was level minds to come together for a few days! Look what we have built since! An Alliance nothing could break!”


“We did not know that at the time!” Lorendo spoke. He turned to Delnash. “I did what I did to protect our people Chief Elder Pralor! You know this! There is no hope for them! There never was! I insured no danger ever left that station! Without a Praetorian to open the locks, no one is entering that station… and there are no Praetorians left alive! What’s done is done!”


Delnash looked at him for a long moment. “That… that is not entirely true.” He spoke softly causing all of their heads to turn to look at him.


“Chief Elder Pralor?” Radra exclaimed. “What do you mean?”


“He means that not all of the Praetorians are dead! Or has governing turned all of you into daft fools!” The new voice bellowed causing all of them to whirl around and see the lone armored figure standing just inside the door to the chamber. 

Delnash had a look of stunned shock on his face as he turned towards the figure.

They watched this man move forward towards them, his booted feet echoing among the towering walls. The armor he wore was ornate and elaborately made and announced to every soul in the room exactly who he was. Or to be more precise. 

What he was. 
The armor conformed to his physique like a second layer, the silver armor portions worn on top of the dark gray armored mesh that encased his upper and lower body. The armor on his shoulders was high and provided high protection around his neck and throat. It appeared layered over his upper arm and then formed into gauntlets around his thick forearms. Two overlapping sections extended down either hip to just above his knees and under that was a cloak of some sort that partially hid his legs. The full faced helmet he carried under his right arm, exposing his weathered skin to their eyes. A completely white beard and mustache was quite meticulously trimmed and gave him an almost surreal appearance, not to mention that he looked surprisingly like Delnash. They watched him as he approached slowly and all of them saw him flick his head to the side almost unnaturally. The rush of Etheric power they felt surge forth staggered them. Radra reached for the table’s edge as the incredible amount of power swept around her and she was the first among them to recognize who stood in front of them.

“By… by all that we hold sacred… a Praetorian!” She gasped softly, her hand going to her throat in disbelief.

Delnash didn’t hesitate then and moved around the table quickly. He stepped up in front of the man without fear or surprise and reached out to grip the armored upper arms. “What… Murano… what are you…?”

The man’s eyes appeared moist and he looked as if he had been crying Delnash saw. His lips parted into a small smile. “It has been too long Delnash.” He spoke in that gravelly voice looking at him with something akin to affection.

“Murano?” Sashan nearly yelled. “It… it can’t be!”

Delnash turned his head to look over his shoulder at the Pralor military commander. “But it is.” He spoke turning back to look at the man. “I… my friends… I present to you Praetorian Murano.” He spoke turning to stand beside the taller man. “The last… of the Praetorians.”
Sashan dropped to one knee immediately as did everyone except Lorendo and Delnash. “May the spirits of our people bless me?” He gasped softly. “Never… Praetorian Murano! I have read of your… your exploits with Praetorian Sumar in the first Scourge War.”

The man let his light blue eyes fall of Sashan. “Chief Elder Pralor Sumar. A Praetorian like no other. The first among our kind. My teacher and friend.” He stepped forward. “Get up! All of you! The Chief Elders of our people do not bow to me! Praetorians live to serve the Chief Pralors and their Council!”

Delnash watched as they got back to their feet and Murano bowed his head deeply to them. He reached out and took Murano’s arm. “I believe we have evolved to a point beyond such shows of reverence to this Council. It is part of the reason we were so easily defeated by the Scourge Murano. You know this.”

“Praetorians had a hand in creating the Scourge!” Lorendo hissed softly. 

Murano turned his head to look at him. “One Praetorian did.” He growled. “And he paid for his vile sins with everything he was!”

“And look where that got us!” Lorendo spat.

“Do not put me in the same category as that scum Xaxon!” Murano snarled at him softly. “Sumar, myself and our brethren fought him! We brought him to the justice of our people!”

“Too late to stop his abominations from returning to the Scourge Hive worlds and then birthing a whole new breed of their kind that destroyed our people!” Lorendo snapped. “The Praetorians had too much power! Your kind helped to bring about our near extinction!”

The man Murano stepped forward quickly, his body flaring with light blue Etheric power and he lifted his right hand, a thin Etheric spike forming from his knuckles. Radra gasped in fear and stepped away from Lorendo quickly.

“Do not dare to place us in the same breath as that monster Xaxon! Do not dare to judge Sumar… a Praetorian whom you never met! He was the first and the finest among us!” Murano barked savagely, his lips curling back over his teeth. “Praetorians existed for the defense of our people! It is all we lived for! Do not preach to me about blame when you and your kind did nothing while we and so many others fought and died!”

Delnash stepped forward while the others stared at Murano with wide eyes. None of them had ever met a Praetorian in their long lives and after believing they had all died so long ago, to see one in front of them now was awe inspiring. Delnash stepped closer and fearlessly placed his hand on Murano’s arm. “This does nothing Murano.” He said. “Lorendo is entitled to his own opinion no matter how misguided it may be.” He watched as Murano slowly lowered his hand and the light blue Etheric glow dissipated. “Tell me… why have you come here? We… we agreed that you would remain in the mountains and hide your presence. What is wrong? Have you sensed the Scourge?”

Murano looked at him. “No.” He stated. 

“Then why? You risk revealing yourself to our people coming into the open as you have now.” Delnash told him. “It is you who told me you did not want that type of attention Murano. You know how they will view you brother. Especially our younger generations.”

“Brother?” Sashan gasped.
Delnash sighed heavily and nodded his head looking at Sashan. “Murano is… he is my younger brother. We were born only two years apart.” He said softly. “I alone have known he lives. He has remained in the mountains of the far continent and shielded his existence from our people.” Delnash turned and looked back to Murano. “Something I think it is too late to start again. Dozens will have felt you by now Murano. This building houses many Pralors capable of detecting your resonance.”

Murano nodded. “The time for hiding is over brother.” He spoke.

Delnash titled his head. “What? Why? What has happened?” He asked somewhat worried about this statement.

“I have cried more tears in the last day then I have been able to muster in the last thirty thousand years Delnash.” Murano told him with a smile. “Tears of joy and happiness. Of rebirth and renewal of hope.”

Delnash shook his head. “I don’t understand.”

Murano turned to look at Kasdan and Garan. Both of them stood staring at him with wide eyes and near reverent expressions. “Finish telling them what you came here to tell them young Kasdan.” He spoke. “You know of what I speak. Now they must know as well.”

Delnash looked at Kasdan. “Kasdan… what does Murano mean?” He asked.

Kasdan shook his head and moved closer. “It is the reason I forced my way in here Chief Elder Pralor.” He spoke.

“What is?” Delnash asked.

Kasdan looked at Lorendo. “Station Zero One Five is still listed in our archived security databases Chief Elder Delnash. Which means it is still connected to all of our standard security protocols. Seven hours ago we received an encoded transmission from Station One Zero Five’s main computer core indicating that it had been reactivated and the station entered.”

“That is impossible!” Lorendo rasped. “Only a Praetorian could release the Etheric locks! If the only remaining Praetorian is standing here with us then…” Lorendo stopped talking as the enormity of what he was about to say hit him.

Kasdan nodded. “Yes Chief Elder Lorendo. That means another Praetorian lives.” He said. “And he or she is at this moment on Station Zero One Five.”

Murano looked at Delnash. “I have felt him brother. He… he…”

Delnash reached out and took his brother’s arm. “What is it?” He asked.

Murano met his eyes and Delnash saw the moistness returning to those light blue orbs. “He burns with the resonance of Sumar brother.” Murano said softly. “He burns with the essence of Sumar and through him I was able to sense others. Faintly… so very faintly… but at least two Delnash. At least two others… far from this one but part of him. All burning with the resonance of the First Praetorian Sumar. I can feel them within me as surely as I stand before you now.”
“What… what else?” Delnash gasped.

Murano shook his head. “Fleeting images. Large four legged animals covered in fur. Two that are as black in color as the void of space, but with blazing eyes of yellow and blue. I sense two, possibly three Mage Oracles as well. I see dragons Delnash! Dozens of them. Just as our brother and sister dragons here are now! I…” He shook his head. 
“By the void!” The female voice announced within Mindvoice and they all heard the flapping of great wings. To the side of the chamber, the entire wall began to slid away to reveal the massive form of the green scaled dragon. The creature folded its wings fully and moved into the massive chamber with a speed that belied its size. “Delnash!”

“Teniri.” Delnash spoke calmly as the seventeen meter long dragon approached them. 

“Why is… I felt Murano reveal himself. It has caused quite the stirring of my kind across the city.” The female dragon spoke, her voice soft and welcoming. 

Delnash nodded his head. “I’m sure it has Elder Mother.” He said.

Lorendo moved closer. “Wait… Teniri knew of your brother! She knew of him and we on this Council did not?”

The huge sea green scaled head turned to him. “I detected him many years ago Lorendo.” She said. “I felt the connection to Delnash and went to him. Murano has spent much time with us in the mountains.”
Kasdan moved right up to the huge dragon and smiled. “I see the voice actuators are working well Elder Mother.” He spoke motioning to the thin leather like collar she wore on her thick neck that held the glittering sapphire gem.

The Dragon Voice Actuator was something Kasdan had designed and brought into existence specifically for the dragons. The simple sapphire gem was a channeling point for their Etheric power and allowed them to form their thoughts into words and chose how those words sounded. They could decide the tone and level of their voice once the gem was linked to their resonance. It was a permanent link and as long as they wore the collars, they could speak with the Pralors using Etheric methods or simply talking.

Teniri turned her head to him and blinked those large violet eyes. “Indeed they are Elder Kasdan. It has brought us much closer to you as a people and my kind welcome that.”

“As do we.” Delnash spoke.

Teniri turned her head back to him. “Why has Murano revealed himself Delnash? As I said… it is causing quite a stir. I could feel the questions coming from below as I flew over the city.”

Delnash looked at her. The dragon population on Artaaya was well over three hundred thousand now and they were friends to all. They walked among the city streets below as easily as any Pralor. When the Chief Elder Council needed to make a decision that would affect them all, Teniri had a hand and a vote in that decision. As the Dragon Elder mother she was looked to for guidance and support by every living dragon.  

“The distance is too great to grab onto the images and delve into them Teniri.” Murano spoke. “I have seem flashes of dragons among the other images.”
Teniri’s violet eyes grew wide. “Dragons? Like… like us?”

Murano shook his head. “In a way… yet different. They wore… they wore glittering armor over their scales and fought beside these others as one entity.”

“They fought as one?” Teniri gasped. “They are bonded? But that is… that is not possible Murano!”

Murano shook his head. “I don’t know for sure Teniri. The images and resonance I felt were so fast and overwhelming. I saw…” He closed his eyes tightly. “I saw perhaps eight of them.” 

“Are they… are these people you saw Pralors brother?” Delnash asked.

Murano looked at him. “Yes. And no.”

“What do you mean?” Delnash asked.

“They burn brightly with Praetorian blood Delnash… but they are not fully Pralor either.” Murano spoke. “Other blood flows within their veins. Passionate and proud blood. Savage yet compassionate. But the Praetorians I sensed… they are filled with the resonance of Sumar. Of that there is no doubt.”

“His descendants?” Delnash rasped.

Murano nodded. “It is the only thing it could be.” He said quickly. “We can waste no time brother. This one… this one on the Station. He has had training for he is now shielding his resonance once more and I can no longer detect him. What I felt was a fleeting moment, a loss of control perhaps. If he has had training then there must be Oracles with him just as I felt. I do not know how he learned these things, for even an Oracle can only teach him so much. We must find them Delnash! We must!”

Delnash nodded. “And we will.” He stated confidently. “Chief Elder Sashan… I want a ship. A medium cruiser if you please and a full Strike Team of your finest.”

Sashan came to his feet. “I will have them ready within the hour!” He announced.

“We must go as well Delnash.” Murano said. 

“He is the Chief Elder Pralor!” Lorendo barked. “He does not take part in this sort of thing!”

“You are… you are the leader of our people brother.” Murano spoke. “This Praetorian… whoever he is… he will recognize that. You must not listen to this one…” Murano motioned to Lorendo. “He is just like those who had a hand in the indecision of our leaders so long ago. That indecision cost us far too much.”
“You lie!” Lorendo barked.

Murano looked at him. “Men and women like you… Elder Pralors… you delayed too long at the beginning of the Second War. Sumar and so many other Praetorians told you they would return and you would not listen! Do not bark at me Chief Elder Lorendo! We did not answer to your kind then and unless our laws have changed I do not answer to you now! I am a Praetorian and I will do whatever it takes to insure that our people survive. We will not be caught sleeping as we were the last time!”
“You know nothing of what you speak!” Lorendo snapped. “The history cubes are very specific in what…”

“I was there!” Murano bellowed even louder and once more moved up to Lorendo who backed up several steps this time. “Do not speak to me of history cubes fool! I was there! I witnessed it first hand while you cowered with so many others on the other side of our Empire! While you watched it torn down around us! I will not see that happen again!”

“This is not the time Murano.” Delnash spoke gripping his brother’s shoulders.

Murano looked at him. “You must accompany us Delnash.” He stated purposefully.

Delnash nodded without hesitation. “Of course.” He turned to look at Kasdan. “Elder Kasdan… you will assemble a small Science and Medical Team of specialists. You will lead them.”

Kasdan glanced at Lorendo quickly before nodding. “As you instruct Chief Elder Pralor.”

Delnash looked at Lorendo as well. “You are coming too Lorendo.” He spoke. “At the very least, you will see the faces of those you condemned with your actions so long ago. If they even still live.”
Teniri snorted. “Delnash?” She spoke.

Delnash didn’t hesitate. “Sashan… insure we have the stores and portable pens for…” He looked at Teniri. “Twenty?”

Teniri nodded her huge head. “Twenty is more than sufficient.” She replied confidently. “Regardless of what training they have had… twenty can subdue them if need be.”
Delnash nodded. “Then I want to be leaving within the hour.”

Murano gripped his arm. “Our… our future awaits brother.”

Delnash nodded. “Let us hope beyond hope that this is so.”

