CHAPTER TWELVE
STATION ZERO ONE FIVE

Garan stopped at the intersection of two corridors and squatted against the wall as his men followed suit. Sashan moved up beside him, clutching the sidearm.


“What?” He hissed angrily, still smarting from the tongue lashing Murano had given him in front of Garan and the others.


Garan motioned to the ceiling. “They have deactivated the central lighting.” Garan spoke. “Only emergency lighting is left. There will be many shadows and dark areas we can not see into and this station is massive Elder Sashan.”


“They more than likely were unable to determine how to power the entire station. They are primitives Garan.” Sashan told him. “We must take both medical and the Command Center at the same time.” 

“If we proceed down this corridor it will take us to medical.” Garan spoke. “From there we can access the backup computer terminals and retake the station’s power. I will send half our force down this second corridor towards the Command Center to secure that and remove any of these people.”


Sashan nodded. “Do it quickly!” He hissed. “Lorendo and the others are approaching from the second transport. I want the station secured before they get here!”


Garan ignored him and motioned with his hand at his line of men. He held up two fingers and motioned down the second corridor. He watched as every second security soldier pulled out of the file and began to move towards the alternate corridor. Garan looked at the remaining men and nodded for them to follow him. Garan hefted his X90 Phased Pulse Rifle and began moving cautiously down the dimly lit corridor. He fought down the fear that coursed through him and tried to remain as calm as possible. Whoever these men and women were they had taken out fifteen of his most highly trained men and women and did it without a single loss on their end. Garan had begun to doubt what the Elders were saying before they even left the ship. Praetorian Murano had more combat experienced than all of them combined. He had fought in hundreds of battles if the history archives were accurate, killed thousands of Scourge, and the Elders were just dismissing him out of hand. Garan may have been a simple soldier, but he knew when the politics of events was directing the military portion and he knew that was never good. He needed to show his men he was in charge and keep them calm. Elder Sashan now seemed to only be concerned with taking the station before Elder Lorendo arrived. Garan knew that all depended on how well these primitives had prepared for them.

Garan doubted very much that they were simply standing around waiting for them to come to the Command Center.


The column of Convention Security troops heading for the Command Center thought they were making good time. At least it seemed that way to the man leading the detachment. They were in a long corridor now that led directly to the Command Center blast doors. Sealed doors lined the steel gray corridor but all of them appeared to be locked. No doubt the simple minded primitives did not have the knowledge to open them he thought to himself as his eyes fell on the main blast doors a hundred meters down the slightly curving corridor. He had twenty-nine men moving behind him, all of them tense and alert. It wouldn’t help them in the least.


The third man in the file moved forward now that they had stopped. He settled next to their Senior Lieutenant and Garan’s First Officer.


“Lieutenant.” The man hissed softly. “I am detecting lifesigns in all directions as well as the command center.”


The man looked at him. “How many inside the center?”


“Four.” The man answered. 


“The rest must be sensor ghosts!” The lieutenant answered. “They have those invisibility contraptions remember!”


“It is like it was in the vehicle bay sir! The lifesigns were accurate! We just could not see them visually!” The man hissed quietly not convinced. “If the scanner is accurate now then they are all around us!”


“Impossible!” The Lieutenant snapped. “Elder Sashan said they are primitives! They have no knowledge of advanced tactics or how to conduct ambushes!”


“They ambushed us in the vehicle bay!”


“They got lucky!” The lieutenant snapped. “That is all!”

“Funny thing about luck.” The female voice spoke from directly in front of them. Their heads snapped around to see the slight shimmering in the dim corridor and then the lithe figure of the woman appearing in front of them as some sort of light bending shield was lowered. She wore that semi shiny black metal armor, and the helmet she wore covered almost her entire face except for those blazing azure colored blue eyes and long dual fangs that protruded from her beneath her upper lip. “You’re all out of it!” 


Aricia Leonidas, Anome to Martin Leonidas and his youngest and most militant queen, stepped toward the lieutenant and drove the heel of her right hand directly into his jaw with all of her substantial pureblood wolf strength. Aricia had made an oath to herself that warm day on Enurrua. The day her beloved Martin reclaimed what was always his. She vowed to never be weak again. Over the ensuing years Aricia had accomplished just that. Martin had shattered an entire empire to reclaim her and Aricia Leonidas had become the core of the combined strength of his Queens. Any threat to the man she worshiped, to her fellow Queens who she loved just as deeply, that threat she would eliminate without a moment’s hesitation. The man’s head whipped around as if it was on a top, the force of the blow causing his face to smash into the wall with a sickening thud. His eyes rolled into his head instantly, his body going limp, and he slid to the floor out of the fight. The man with the scanner looked up in horror at Aricia, saw her wild blue eyes, and opened his mouth to plead for his life. Aricia slammed the butt of her retracted Nehtes into the man’s face with little fanfare and he quickly joined his comrade in the blackness of unconsciousness. 

“Lozen!” Her command voice rang out forcefully and echoed down the corridor in all directions. (Attack)


Every single door that had previously been sealed, opened instantly at Aricia’s shouted command and thirteen Durcunusaan stepped into the corridor from either side, their A4s all retooled with the non-lethal ammunition and spitting out damage before the Pralor security troops even knew what was happening. The sleep rounds punched through the lightly armored clothing of the security troops because of the Dragon Armor tips. The darts were painful when they entered the skin, penetrating about a millimeter and a half before releasing their sleep agent, but the chemical reacted so quickly that most of them never felt it. The sleep agent had been easy to develop and load into the ammunition. It was a similar agent that the Krypteria used when they wanted to take someone alive for questioning. 

Aricia slipped to the side and dropped to one knee bringing up her KM12 in one smooth motion. She fired three times in quick succession, all three of the powerful sleeping darts stabbing into the neck of the next closest Pralor security troop. It was over quickly after that, none of the security troops getting a single shot off in the corridor because of the speed and ferociousness of the ambush. 


“Very nicely done Aricia.” Helen’s voice echoed in her implant. “Nicely done indeed.”

Aricia smiled at Helen’s words as she lowered her KM12 and rose to her feet. “How many remain Feravomir?” She asked.


“Thirty-two.” Helen answered immediately. “Wait… make that thirty. Fedor and Iama just took out two from the rear of the second group.”

“How close are they to Melyanna’s position?” Aricia asked.


“Too close.” Helen replied. “Why would they continue there?”

“The computers in medical can access the entire station.” Wayonn’s voice chimed in. “They won’t be able to override the security measures I put in place but they can gain limited access.”

Aricia looked at her Durcunusaan detail as they began pushing the sleeping bodies into the different rooms. “Daniel… your ambushes are no longer needed. Can you move to assist Anja?”


“Already heading there.” Danny’s voice echoed. 


“Uh-oh!” Helen’s voice broke in. “Not good! Not good!”

“Feravomir?” Aricia asked.


“The external sensors were taken out… but the portable motion sensors Cirith planted are still active!” Helen snapped. “I’m detecting another force moving for the vehicle bay entrance on the west!”


“Number?” Aricia asked.


“Fifty-three from what I can tell.” Helen replied. “Avi?”

-Motion sensors are accurate Feravomir. Fifty-three additional Pralor personnel will enter the north vehicle bay in approximately forty-two seconds at their current rate of advance-


“Sibfla!” Aricia cursed. “Dysea… can you, Bella and Cirith move to Anja’s position? She and For'mya have only Eirene, Miseo, Muton and four Durcunusaan. The rest with her are support personnel!” Aricia asked. “Fedor and Iama split from us and are moving alone but they can’t stop thirty troops on their own.”


“I will leave Cody and half our force here to finish securing these Pralor troops.” Dysea’s voice spoke. “Bella, Cirith and I will take the rest and move to Melyanna now!”


“Daniel… bring your people to me! I will meet you by the main entrance!” Aricia ordered. “Send your surprise to Anja!”


“Done! Remain inside the facility Aricia! We’ll hit this new group like you did the first!” Danny answered.


“Feravomir?” Aricia questioned.


“Move quickly child.” Helen told her. “Martin and Torma have engaged ten Pralor dragons while Arzoal and Isheeni distract the rest!”

“They… they are fighting ten dragons alone!” Aricia exclaimed. “How?” She reached for her beloved within Mindvoice and only faced a solid wall of psychic power. “Helen… he is blocking me! All of us! How…”


“Trust me child… you do not wish to know how.” Helen answered. “Move quickly Aricia! We have problems of our own!”

Aricia looked up. “Leave them!” She exclaimed loudly. “Back to the entrance! Now!”

“STOP!” The Pralor soldier screamed as he leveled his PPR at Iama’s face.


Iama did indeed stop, for she had no desire to be shot by one of those weapons. She quickly lifted her hands into the air showing that she had no weapon. Her tail twitched madly behind her in nervous apprehension. She and Fedor had taken out two additional troops before splitting up inside a room and doubling back. She watched as the two men moved closer to her, the odd looking rifle never leaving its position centered on her face. Iama’s green eyes darted back and forth regretting that she ever left Fedor’s side. They had worked seamlessly so far and she had to go and break up that successful team, insisting they could take out more if they split up. Fedor had reluctantly agreed, though Iama knew she was only doing it to show him that she was a strong female and worthy of his attentions as a Prince.


She didn’t understand that he had already decided that.


“Get down!” The man screamed at her. “Get on your knees! Do it now!”


Iama’s eyes narrowed and she shook her head. “No!” She spoke trying to keep her voice neutral.


“I said get on your knees wench!” The Pralor shouted once more as his partner moved to the side, his eyes traveling up and down Iama’s body in a way that she had seen countless times in the past.


“I kneel to no man!” Iama hissed angrily now. “Never again!”


“He said get on your knees wench!” The second man stepped towards her and Iama’s eyes flew open in surprise when the shimmering field of the PSG winked into existence, began to dissipate and then Fedor was beside the man. And already in motion.


Fedor hit the man with a ridge hand strike that was fueled by anger at his words to Iama. Fedor was by no means a small man at six feet one inches tall and two hundred and twenty-one pounds of solid muscle. He was every inch a Spartan and a Leonidas in muscular definition and power. His training sessions with his medwan and his Uncle Daniel had shaped him into a very lethal young man with elven and wolf speed and strength. As with all those who were even partially Lycavorian, his bone structure was much heavier and denser, and therefore any kind of physical blow from him would be devastating. His medwan’s instructions were clear however, they were not to permanently injure any of the Pralors. That did not mean he could not hurt them for speaking badly of Iama. The blow struck the man just beneath his lower lip, his jaw popping like a shot and his feet flying up as his body left the ground. It carried enough power and momentum to flip him completely over and drop him to the floor unconscious before he had even completed the spin.

Fedor was drawing his KM12 as he snapped his long leg up and his armored leg and foot shattered the rifle’s frame, smashing it from the man’s grip in two pieces as he jammed the KM12 into the man’s neck with little gentleness. 


“Iama’Juturi kneels to no one! Ever!” Fedor growled viciously and pulled the trigger of the KM12 from point blank range. The darts struck the man’s neck with such force they flung his upper body back and he slammed into the wall before slumping limply to the floor.


Iama gazed at Fedor with adoring green eyes as he lowered the KM12 and turned back to her. She didn’t hesitate for even an instant when his arms reached for her and she stepped close to him, her small hands spreading across the front of his chest armor. At another time, with the feelings and emotions Iama felt surging through her for Fedor, she would have gladly let him take her however he wanted. Iama'Juturi nevertheless, she was going to be so very surprised at the actions of this young Prince. Actions that would alter her path forever and cement her feelings for Fedor no matter what else happened in her life. 

“I could have taken them.” She stated finally looking up into his eyes.


Iama saw those dark eyes twinkle down at her and he nodded. “No doubt. Without even breaking a sweat I imagine.” He spoke with a smile. “I prefer we stay together now though.”


Iama nodded her head quickly, very happy to oblige in that regard. She grasped his hand tightly as he took it within his own. “Come… they are getting too close to my mothers in the medical center. We need to move down the secondary corridors and get to them before these Pralors do.”


Iama didn’t need to be told twice. The relief sweeping through her because they were back together was more than she could express. She was going to remain attached to his hip from this moment on.


Murano turned when Lorendo and Daron led the second group of Convention Security forces into the vehicle bay. He and Mari had gathered all of the unconscious men into a single area for treatment and protection. Lorendo strode into the bay with the look of a conquering King until he saw the bodies.


“What is this?” He gasped. “Murano! I demand you explain this to me immediately!”


Murano glared at the man. “You demand nothing from a Praetorian Elder Lorendo!” He snarled back. “I told you this was a mistake! I warned you that you had no idea what we would face! Your ignorance caused this and now Sashan has foolishly followed your advice and council and gone into the station after those defending it did this!” He waved his hand around him indicating the unconscious troops.

“Primitives… primitives did this?” Daron gasped in shock.


“Not so primitive it seems.” Mari spat as she tossed her helmet off her head finally; glad to be rid of it.


“Sister!” Kesyla almost shouted as she rushed to her. “Mari…” Kesyla began inspecting her younger sister for injuries and Mari shook her head.


“I am fine sister.” Mari said with a smile. “I am not injured. Uncle Murano kept me safe!”


“How did you do this?” Kesyla asked her vehemently. “Father will be enraged with you for going against his instructions!”


“It doesn’t matter now Kesyla!” Mari said. “I am here and I have seen exactly what Uncle warned us about! They… they had these invisible shields sister and they appeared out of thin air to attack us.”


Lorendo glared at Murano. “What happened here?” He demanded. 


“Just what my niece Mari said. Didn’t you hear her?” Murano told him. “They had some kind of invisibility shields. We could pick up their lifesigns but could not see them with our eyes. When Sashan sent a man to breach the doors they struck first and did this.”


“They… our men are dead uncle?” Kesyla stammered.


Murano shook his head quickly. “No Kesyla... only incapacitated. Some sort of sleep agent I expect.” He held out his hand to Lorendo with a handful of the 12.7mm darts in his palm. “Not so primitive that they did not design a sleep agent that acts instantly and could take out fifteen of our vaunted Convention Security Troops… hey Lorendo.”


“Where is Sashan?” Lorendo growled.


“He entered the facility.” Murano spoke quickly. “I have lost contact with the second tier assault team and Teniri is no longer answering me within the Etheric realm. I can feel her and the other dragons but nothing more. None of them are answering.”


“We must go after Elder Sashan and support him!” Daron gasped.


Murano looked at him. “By all means nephew… go chasing after Sashan and his men in a station that we do not control! You do not understand what is going on here do you Lorendo?” He spat. “They were waiting for us! They knew we were coming, what we would try to do and they were waiting in ambush!” Murano stepped closer to him. “Not exactly the behavior of an inferior and primitive species is it?”

Lorendo looked around for a moment at the unconscious troops and finally back to Murano. “They… they got lucky.” He spoke finally. “This will not happen again!”


“Are you a fool?” Murano hissed. “We no longer have contact with the Second Tier Assault Team! Teniri is not responding! This entire operation was ill-conceived and you are to blame!”


“We do not need your advice or your help!” Lorendo snarled at him. “Why Delnash insisted you come is beyond me!”


Murano nodded his head. “Me as well.” He spoke. “You have done a fine job of screwing up this operation all by yourselves!”


Lorendo ignored him and turned to the leader of the detachment he was with. “Senior Lieutenant… you will lead us into the station now. We will enter and assist Elder Sashan in subduing the primitives inside!”


The man nodded. “As you order Elder Lorendo!”


Murano stepped forward. “Kesyla will remain with me.” He snarled. “I will not allow you to put my nieces in harms way. If Daron wishes to risk his life by going with you, he can make that decision. You will not endanger my brother’s daughters however.”

Lorendo’s eyes cut to where Kesyla was standing beside Mari and looking very much like she agreed with her Uncle. “So be it. We will not need her skills until after we have secured the station.” He spoke. “You will remain out here Murano! I do not need you interfering in this operation any more than you already have!”


Murano held out his hands, palms facing up. “By all means.” He stated.

“…piegn tukannupaees!” Anja hissed harshly. (Stupid sonsofbitches)


For'mya chuckled from beside her at the back of the large empty metal crate they knelt behind. “Yes… you will get no argument from me there.” She stated.


“You think they are all like this?” Anja asked her 


“I certainly hope not.” For'mya answered. “Martin’s patience will not last very long if they are.”


“You got that right.” Anja quipped. “For'mya I…”


For'mya nodded her head. “He is blocking me as well Melyanna. All of us.” She said softly. “We must trust in him and his skill.”

“Big lug!” Anja snapped. “He better not get himself hurt.” She glanced back to where Muton, Miseo and Eirene were behind similar crates in front of the medical storage room where all of the techs and engineers that had come down to the surface were currently positioned. Her jade green eyes cut to the right and she saw Duewa with the five other Durcunusaan positioned by the second entrance into the medical bay. The third they left unguarded as it led directly back towards the secondary vehicle entrance and Dysea was leading half her force towards them from that direction.


“Coming in mothers!” Fedor’s voice erupted over their COM units and they both turned to see a wall grate in the back wall smash inward. They watched Fedor slide out and then reach for Iama behind him. He quickly pulled her to her feet and then holding tightly to her hand he moved up to a second metal crate behind his mothers.


“Fedor!” For'mya hissed. “You should have stayed with Aricia and the others!” 


“Iama and I are fine mother… thank you for asking.” Fedor told her with a wide smile.


Anja shook his head. “Wiseass!” Anja quipped. “Why do all our children have to be like him?” She stated. 


“I have wondered that many times through the years.” For'mya stated looking at her son sternly. Her eyes softened quickly however as she looked at him and his broad smile. Iama noticed this and soon she was smiling as well realizing that Queen For'mya was more relieved than angry.

“Anja?” Helen’s voice broke into their implants and she didn’t sound happy.

Anja reached up and touched her ear. “Go Helen!”


“Anja… another force has entered the station.” Helen explained quickly. “Aricia and Daniel could not get to the entrance in time to delay them! They are moving too quickly. Whoever is leading them has an intimate knowledge of this station from the way they are progressing through the corridors. They will link up with the first force in seconds! Daniel and Aricia are moving behind them but…”


“They aren’t going to be able to stop them.” Anja said.


“Not before they arrive at your location.” Helen spoke. 


“Oh… that’s just peachy.” Anja spat. “Dysea?” Anja asked.


“Not soon enough.” Helen answered. “We just didn’t leave enough people!”


“Anja… let them come! We have the station schematics up!” Wayonn’s voice broke in. “We can direct Daniel and Aricia to come up behind them! Avi will move Dysea and her force through the secondary corridors Fedor was using and have them come through the research labs! They are moving down the main corridor to medical. We can catch them between us!”


“Their sensors are obviously picking us up even with the PSGs Val'istar.” For'mya exclaimed. “They will see Daniel and the others coming!”


“No they won’t!” Wayonn said. “Trust me.”

Anja looked at For'mya. “Tell Dysea and the others to hurry Wayonn.” Anja said.

Wayonn whirled away from the console he was standing at and turned to Avi. “Avi… can you initiate a Polarion Pulse through the station from here?”


Avi turned to face him. –Affirmative-


Wayonn nodded. “Level five. Full dispersion to all corridors and rooms.”


-It will render internal station scanners useless Wayonn- Avi said. –We will be blind-

Wayonn nodded his head as he glanced at the internal screens they had up. “And it will also knock out their sensors as well. Then the odds will be even. ” He froze when his eyes fell upon the monitor and he stepped closer to it. “Wha…” 


Helen looked at him. “Grandfather?” She questioned.


Wayonn moved closer to the screen and reached up to touch it. “Avi… this is current in the main vehicle bay?” He questioned.


-Yes- Avi replied. –Three Pralors. One male and two females. They seem to have set up a triage area for those knocked unconscious by Queen Aricia’s initial attack. I did not deem them as a threat-


“Wayonn?” Helen asked again.

“I… I know this man.” Wayonn spoke softly.


-Praetorian Murano- Avi spoke almost as an afterthought. –My internal scanners recognized him upon entering the station-


“Murano!” Wayonn gasped. “Son vada carians! I thought… I thought all the Praetorians were lost! When we returned and… one of the transmissions we intercepted… it was speaking how things would be different if the Praetorians hadn’t been wiped out in the initial years of the second invasion!”

“Grandfather?” Helen asked again coming to her feet now. “A Praetorian? Here? Is that why Martin and I…”

Wayonn nodded. “Yes. Paired as you are as Paladin and Mage… you would have sensed him… if even faintly.” He whirled around again. “Why didn’t you inform me Avi?” Wayonn barked.


Avi met his angry gaze unfazed. –Identifying the individual Pralors as they entered the station was not a primary function Wayonn. Defense of the station was-


“Anse Avi! Do you detect any others that your databanks recognize?” Wayonn asked.


-I have confirmed the identity of several individual Pralors Wayonn. Mostly from ancient news reports within Pralor space- Avi answered. –Only one that really matters however-


“Who?” Wayonn asked.


Avi turned to face him now. -Pralor Lorendo- Avi answered.


Wayonn’s eyes flew open. “Lorendo! He’s here! In the station?”


-He arrived with the second force that entered ninety seconds ago- Avi answered. –I was… I was not pleased to detect him-


“Helen… remain here and monitor the others!” Wayonn spoke quickly turning back to her.


“Where… grandfather where are you going?” Helen asked.


Wayonn gripped her hands. “I know this man child.” He exclaimed with a smile Helen had never seen from him before. “Murano is a Praetorian that fought beside me and Sumar. He can… he can help us. He can stop all this!”


“Are you so sure?” Helen asked.


Wayonn nodded. “I’m sure. He will recognize me… if he hasn’t already felt me.”


“You have not lowered your shields far enough for anyone aside from those of us who know you to detect your presence.” Helen spoke.

“At Martin’s request.” He answered. “But Murano still would have sensed me regardless Helen. He may not know what to make of it… but he would still have sensed me. Just as he no doubt senses Martin. I must go to him and get him to help me stop this foolishness. If that ronnus Lorendo is here then things could go very wrong.” He leaned over quickly and kissed her cheek. “Remain here with Avi and direct the others as we discussed. I will get to Murano and try to end all this before someone is seriously hurt.”


Helen said nothing else as Wayonn moved for the doors to the Command Center.


Lorendo came up on Sashan as his detachment began to settle on either side of the corridor to medical. “Sashan!” Lorendo spat as he knelt next to him. “This is outrageous! They are primitives! You should have taken the station by now!”

Sashan’s eyes narrowed. “Do not tell me how to do my duty!” He snarled back. “They were far more prepared and skilled than you led us to believe Lorendo!”


Lorendo quickly changed his tone of voice. “Yes… I saw our men in the vehicle bay.” He spoke.


“I have lost contact with our force that was to come in the secondary entrance. We heard many explosions that our sensors said were of a concussive nature and then nothing.” Sashan told him. “We can detect their life signs but they do not answer on COMs! The detail we sent to secure the Command Center has not reported in and they are not retuning my calls! There are perhaps two dozen or more life signs within Medical but they are not firing at us and they are not coming out to meet us!” Sashan barked. “And I know they have additional forces moving towards us from two different directions!”


“Then we must rush them now!” Lorendo stated.


“Rush them?” Sashan gasped. 


“We must secure Medical before their additional forces can overwhelm us! From there we can regain control of the station and flood it with Phelephene Gas!” Lorendo hissed. “You must… you must use stronger means Sashan!”

“Delnash was clear!” Sashan barked. “We are not to do permanent harm to them!”


“And if we do not take the station they will take all of us prisoner and we will be at their mercy!” Lorendo shouted. “Do you wish to be at the mercy of primitives Sashan? I most certainly do not!”


“Lorendo…”


“Damn it man!” Lorendo snarled. “What is the death of a few primitives in comparison to our people?” He spat viciously. “Use our Graviton Spike grenades and then charge them! What the grenades have not cleared out will be too stunned to act! Shoot any of them with a weapon!”


The Security soldier dropped beside Sashan. “Elder Sashan! We have lost our portable scanners!” He nearly squealed. 

“What?” Sashan exclaimed. “How?”


“A Polarion Pulse of some sort!” The man replied quickly. “None of them work!


“We must go now Sashan!” Lorendo snarled.


Sashan slammed his hand down on the COM unit on his belt and brought it to his lips. “Elder Sashan to TALISMAN! We have the primitives trapped in Medical and are executing a hard entry! I will contact you when it is done!”

TALISMAN


“…can’t we scan them Dehov?” Delnash hissed angrily.


“They are within the station Chief Elder. The Modulating shields are preventing us from scanning the interior.” Dehov answered looking at his XO slowly.


“What about Teniri and the other dragons?” Delnash demanded. “Why has she not given us a report?”


Dehov shook his head. “I do not know Chief Elder. She is not answering your calls within the Etheric realm?”


Delnash shook his head. “No!” He snapped. “How long could it possibly take to subdue a few dozen primitives and lower those shields?”


“The station is very large Chief Elder.” Dehov offered.


“Lorendo knows our Science Stations like his own home!” Delnash snapped. 

“Commander! Incoming signal! It’s from Elder Sashan!”


“Let’s hear it!” Dehov barked.


“…have the primitives trapped in Medical and are executing a hard entry. I will contact you when it is done!”

 
Delnash looked at Dehov when his intake of breath was the only sound on the bridge as everything had come to a stop. “Dehov! What is wrong?” Delnash asked. “What is this hard entry that Sashan is talking of?”

Dehov looked at him. “They are going…”


“What?” Delnash roared.


“They are going to us explosives to breach Medical Chief Elder.” Dehov stammered. “They will effect entry then with our weapons set at their highest level.”


Delnash’s eyes grew wide. “What?” He screamed. “I did not authorize that! I did not agree to that! Get him back! Get him back!”


“Elder Sashan has severed the link from his end Chief Elder!” The COM officer shouted.


“No brother.” He said softly. “You have seen a fraction of the blood that lies down this road. You have seen nothing to compare to that. No one here in this room has seen anything to compare to that. Not like I have seen.”


Murano’s words thundered in Delnash’s head now like one of the storms on Artaaya as it ripped its way across the surface. Images flashed through his mind. Images he did not wish to see in real life.


“A ship!” He barked loudly. “Prepare a ship! I’m going down there!”


“Chief Elder no!” Dehov exclaimed.


“By our Ancestors get me a ship!” He screamed out. “This is wrong! I gave them no authority to conduct themselves in such a way! I do not want the blood of primitives on my hands! Now get me a ship Commander!”


 Mari looked up from the peaceful face of the soldier she was checking. His breathing was normal and even, just as if he was sleeping, yet no matter what she did he would not wake up. She turned slowly to look at her uncle and her soft blue eyes grew wide as she saw the older man exit the entry hatch, the strange looking sidearm leveled at her uncle’s back.

“Unc… Uncle?” She gasped.


Murano didn’t look up from the soldier he was checking. “The agent they used must have been tailored specifically for this purpose and fashioned into the ammunition for their weapons. This was not some random act, they planned for this Mari.”


“Uncle!” Mari snapped causing Murano and her sister to look up quickly towards her. Murano’s head didn’t move when he felt him and Kesyla’s hands went to her mouth in fearful shock.


Murano began to drop his hand ever so slowly towards where he kept his Praetorian Saber Staff. It was an extendable staff with double sided blades on one end and a sharp stabbing point on the other. It was only six feet long when fully extended but in the hands of a Praetorian it was lethal. It was the standard weapons of all Praetorians; most of them swearing off any kind of firearm type weapons in lieu of their powers. It was also a much more practical weapon when wading through hordes of Scourge Elites or warrior class drones.


“Do not try to draw your Saber Staff Murano.” He heard the voice speak. “A Praetorian you may be, but you will not beat the projectiles from this weapon I have pointed at your back.”

Murano felt the warmth spread through him at the voice. A voice he knew. A voice he had not heard in over thirty-five millennia. He let his hand drift away from his Saber Staff and he slowly lifted them into the air. “It has… it has been more years than I care to remember since I last heard that voice.” Murano spoke softly. “It is you isn’t it? Tell me it is you Wayonn.” He spoke as he turned fully.


Wayonn moved down to the bottom of the ramp incline, the KM12 still leveled at Murano’s chest. Memories came rushing back to him as he viewed the man. A very young and skilled Praetorian. One who Sumar had praised on more than one occasion and a Praetorian that he insured was always fighting nearby when they went on a mission. “It is me.” Wayonn told him moving closer. “It is me Murano. We thought… we thought our people were lost! We thought the Praetorians forever silenced!”


Murano shook his head. “We… we thought the same of you old friend.” He said quickly. “When you were lost… when you and Sumar were lost we thought all hope died with you! You live… does that, could that mean…?”


Wayonn shook his head slowly. “No. Sumar… my Praetorian and my friend died long ago Murano. Fighting for what he believed in. What he loved.” He answered as he tried to keep emotions he hadn’t let out in millennia from spilling forth.

“Wayonn… how did you… I can feel him!” Murano spoke. “He burns with the blood of Sumar Wayonn! I can feel him as clearly as I feel myself! Where is he? Where are the others I felt within him? We…”


“We came here peacefully Murano!” Wayonn hissed. “We followed a trail left by our people that led us here! Why do you attack us now? Why do you treat these men and women as if they are animals? You must end this Murano! You must tell your leaders to end this before it is too late!”


“What… what do you mean?” Murano asked as worry began to fill him.


“You don’t understand do you?” Wayonn rasped. “These men and women are… they are Lycavorian… yes! But they are unlike the species that we used to seed dead worlds! They have advanced millennia in both technology and culture! They have harnessed the savagery within them! Harnessed it and embraced it! And they have stretched across the stars! Your actions this day threaten any sort of talks we could have had Murano! You must call your men off. Martin’s family is within these walls. His wives and mates, his children! If they are harmed… I will not be able to reign him in! And you will not be able to stop him!”


“That… that is his name?” Murano asked. “Martin?”


“Murano… listen to me!” Wayonn spoke, lowering the KM12 and moving forward to stand directly in front of him. “Call your men off! Call them off before it is too late!”


“What does this man mean Uncle?” Kesyla asked now. “Too late for what? Who is this man? He is… he is Pralor but… but not entirely.”


Murano slammed his hand down on the COM unit on his arm. “Sashan…this is Murano! Stop your attack! Stop your attack! I have…”


The deep throated boom of two explosions from the interior of the station drew all of their attention towards the main entrance. Wayonn’s eyes grew wider still and horror filled them as he felt the pain sear his brain and cause him to stagger.


“No!” Wayonn screamed. “No!”


Murano looked at him. “Wayonn!” He exclaimed reaching for him. “What is it? Wayonn… what is wrong?”


Wayonn dropped the KM12 and gripped Murano’s arms. “Son vada carians! Un una proir! Un una proir!”


“Uncle what is he saying?” Mari asked as she moved forward.


“I… I don’t know. I have never… I have never heard this language!” Murano stammered. “Wayonn… what’s wrong? Wayonn?”


Wayonn gripped his arms even tighter and stared directly into his eyes. “It’s too late!” He snarled. “Damn the arrogance of your people! It’s too late!” With strength that Murano knew Wayonn should not have had he lifted the larger Murano off the ground and tossed him to the side as if he was a child. Wayonn he scrambled to his feet and sprinted with blinding speed towards the main hatch.


“Wayonn!” Murano screamed in stunned shock as he regained his footing and followed. Mari and Kesyla right behind him.


To Fedor it appeared to happen in slow motion.


Iama squeezed his arm indicating she was going to scoot to the position with his mothers. He shook his head knowing that they had not come under attack just yet but that it could happen any second. Iama smiled at him squeezed his arm once more and then rose to dash across the space.


“Iama!” Fedor called reaching for her.


His keen elven and wolf eyes saw it first at the top of its arc. A small, cylindrical object that looked very much like the shaft of a Nehtes, only this was sailing through the air. As his eyes watched it, it slammed into the ceiling of the medical bay and extended four small arms that attached it magnetically. Small doors on either side and directly in the middle of it opened and Fedor knew exactly what it was then and he was moving before his words even began screaming out of his mouth.


“Down! Iama… get down!”


The frantic nature of his voice had the opposite affect and Iama whirled around to face him as other heads came up to see what was wrong. Iama looked at his expression of horror and her own eyes grew terrified as his body swarmed around her, pulled her close and then hunched over as if trying to protect her from something above them.


Then the explosion struck. 


It was not loud by any means; the sound of a grenade going off inside a bunker really, but from either end of the cylindrical device, and from the center, sprang three dozen lethal metallic slivers. Two more dull explosions followed almost instantly after the first and then one hundred and eight of the slivers were slicing through the air at slanted angles to the ground. Iama felt Fedor’s body shuddered three times, four times, his eyes open wide and then he started to pitch forward pushing her further until she could not hold them up and they both went down. The Medical Bay filled with thick white smoke and pieces of shattered equipment as the Graviton Spike grenades, used to killed clusters of the Scourge Warrior class, ripped through the air. Both Anja and For'mya had the presence of mind to resort to their training and experience and both of them dropped to the floor and pressed as tightly as they could to the crate they were behind. The concussive force of the grenades stunned them for several moments, the smoke blinding them to what was happening. Anja saw two Durcunusaan spin unnaturally away from the door they were facing, their blood spurting into the air just before they were engulfed in the smoke.


“They used fucking grenades!” Anja screamed over the ringing of her ears. “The fucking idiots used grenades!”


For'mya was shaking her head and grasping her elven ears tightly, blood leaking between her fingers, and her face twisted into pain from a ruptured eardrum. Elven ears were far more susceptible to concussive forces, and three of the grenades going off was too much even for a turned female elf who now had wolf sensitive ears as well.


Anja heard it then… voices shouting and screaming and then a rush of bodies of men and women not wearing bodyarmor. 


“Get down!”


“Drop your weapons!” 


“Don’t move!”


Anja blinked several times again and saw a Durcunusaan turn and lift his A4 up. Her jade colored eyes grew wide when she saw his upper body hit by at least five thin yellow beams that seemed to punch into his body armor, causing massive dents. His eyes grew wide and his body was blown back against the wall where he slumped to the floor, blood rushing from his mouth.

“Don’t move!”


“Stay where you are damn it!”


Anja shook her head trying to focus and looked at For'mya whose face was twisted in pain as she held her hands over her ears.


“Secure the secondary entrance!” A voice bellowed and Anja looked up to see a rush of bodies move for the door that Dysea was supposed to be using to reinforce them.


“Get their weapons!” Another voice shouted from within the smoke. “Get their weapons away from them!”


The single voice broke into Anja’s mind then. A scream of utter despair that pierced her ringing ears and brought her head up towards the middle of the Medical Bay.


“FEDOR! NO! FEDOR!”


Anja struggled to her feet, staggering slightly, her equilibrium distorted by the grenades as she moved toward the sound of Iama’s voice.


“You were told to stay on the floor primitive woman! Now obey!” The harsh voice spoke from the side and Anja turned her head to see the pudgy face of the man. Turning also caused him to miss striking her head fully with the sidearm and the blow only clipped her cheek. It still carried enough force to spin her around and drop her back to the floor. Anja Leonidas was far tougher than that as she had proved many times through the years. She shrugged off the affect of the blow, her eyes focused on where she could just make out the two figures on the floor in front of her, one trying to revive another it looked like. Anja pushed herself to her feet once more and stumbled towards the figures, the voice still screaming in her mind. Each step brought her closer, the inert figure on the floor becoming more and more familiar to her. Anja shook her head again, trying to force out the fogginess and this time she succeeded. Anja’s jade colored eyes flew open as she recognized Iama and Fedor. Iama’s hands and the front of her bodyarmor was covered in blood. She was using her hands to try and do something on Fedor’s chest. Anja then saw three objects protruding from her son’s back as he was lying on his side where Iama was holding him and trying to grip the objects.

Realization hit her and her eyes flew open as the fog lifted completely as she focused. “Fedor! No! No! No!” Anja screamed as she skidded across the floor ignoring the jabbing pain of several pieces of metal in her legs.


“Fedor!” For'mya’s voice now joined hers in shouting the name of their son. As Anja skidded to a stop next to him she saw For'mya nearly fall beside her, her own balance altered by the blasts. “Carians no!” For'mya screamed as she settled next to Iama. “Fedor! My son! Fedor no! Blessed gods of Sparta and Elear… please no!”


“He won’t wake up!” Iama cried tears pouring from her eyes now. “He won’t wake up!”


“Leave me alone!” Eirene’s voice peaked above the noise now. “Don’t touch me!”


Anja glanced up to see a body go sailing backwards and Miseo rose through the smoke, his face twisted into an angry snarl. 


“Do not touch my wife!” He screamed. “Get back!”


“Duewa!” Anja screamed rolling Fedor gently into her lap. “Duewa! Help me!”

Eirene fell on the other side of her twin brother, tears pouring from her eyes. She had felt his pain at the same moment he had, felt all of his emotions swarm through her as the grenades exploded. She grabbed his bloody hand and brought it to her face. “No Fedor! You come back to us! Do you hear me?” 


Anja saw more movement from the same direction even as three Pralor security troops were jamming their weapons into Miseo’s chest and shoving him back. Duewa slipped and almost fell, coughing heavily from the smoke as she scrambled over. Her eyes grew wide. “By the gods Anja!” She gasped. 


“Help me!” Anja almost screamed. “He’s bleeding out! He’s bleeding out!” She did scream now as tears flooded her eyes.


Danny caught Aricia as the sounds of the explosion lessened and the echo move past them. She was doubled over as if she had been injured and clutching her head.


“Aricia!” Danny hissed. “Aricia what’s wrong?”


“Man… they used fucking explosives!” Cody’s voice snarled.


“Grenades from the sound of them!” Julie added. “Big ones too!”


“Fedor!” Aricia gasped as she grabbed Daniel’s arms tightly. She looked up into his face with a mask of horror that Danny had never seen from her before. “Fedor! He was… he is injured!” She shook her head back and forth. “Daniel… he is… he is dying!”


“Fuck!” Danny hissed. “Move! Move! The gloves just came off! Go! Go!”


“Fucking A!” Cody growled as he took point once more.


The reaction was more severe for Dysea and Isabella than it was for Cirith because she was not as tightly bound with For'mya yet. It affected her badly, though unlike Dysea and Isabella, she was able to remain on her feet and not drop to her knees.


“Fedor! Gods no!” She gasped shaking her head and reaching for Dysea. “We have to move!” She hissed. 

The senior Durcunusaan enlisted man had seen this before with the Royal family when Zarah Leonidas had been missing. They were tied so deeply within Mindvoice that their minds could sense when one of them was hurt or in despair. He didn’t hesitate and moved up beside Isabella, grabbing her around the waist and pulling her to her feet.


“Take them!” He ordered. “Help them until it passes! Quickly!” He ordered his men. “We must move to the medical center!”


Helen stared at the only internal monitor that showed the medical bay and still worked. She could see figures moving back and forth and she could also feel the pain and fear of Martin’s wives and Eirene. She snapped her head around.


“Avi… what just happened?” She almost shouted.


-Three detonations. I estimate Graviton Spike grenades Helen. A Pralor weapon designed to combat the Scourge- Avi answered.


“They used grenades?” Helen gasped in horror. 


-Confirmed. Warning… I am scanning dangerously low vital signs on Fedor Leonidas- Avi spoke. –He has been severely injured Helen-


Helen got to her feet and reached for her KM12. “Carians no! Avi… can you use an A4?” She asked as she checked the action on her sidearm. She heard the sound of ammunition being rammed into a chamber and she looked up.

-I am well versed in the use of many weapons First Oracle Helen- Avi spoke almost too calmly. –I have learned much from Martin Leonidas though the years that is not well known- His head tilted upward slightly. –We must hurry First Oracle Helen… my internal sensors are detecting another Pralor transport approaching the surface at an accelerated rate of descent. They will land in two point seven minutes-


Helen looked up now, her wolf fangs exposed and her eyes fully changed. She waved her hand almost insignificantly and Avi saw her light blue psychic shield shimmer into existence around her body. “Let’s go!” She snarled. “I will not let this stand!”


“NO!” The voice screamed causing Lorendo and Sashan to turn towards the main entrance into the medical bay. “What have you done?”


Lorendo’s eyes flew open as he recognized Wayonn instantly. “Wayonn!” He gasped loudly. “You… you are alive!”


Wayonn allowed the change to come over him then. It was the first time in nearly seven hundred years where he called forth the wolf within him in anger. The last had been an Enverr Warlord who had just murdered a innocent woman in cold blood. His dark eyes shrunk slightly and the thick black ring encircled his pupils. Long, vicious looking fangs burst from his upper and lower gums and he stared right at Lorendo. The memories of that report flashed across his mind and what he knew deep down Lorendo was responsible for.

“YOU!” He screamed. “You did this!”


Wayonn’s right hand snapped up and he snatched the barrel of the Pulse rifle from the nearest Pralor security troop, only he didn’t try to wrench it free to use. He seated both his hands on the barrel and using the wolf strength within him he lifted the security troop into the air and hurled his entire body at Lorendo.


“Do you know what you have done?” Wayonn screamed his left hand slashing out and connecting with another Pralor soldier and sending him hurtling across the room as Lorendo began to back up. “You have brought doom to yourselves! You have brought death to yourselves! You…”


“Shoot him!” Lorendo screamed as he brought up his sidearm. “Shoot him!”


Three soldier brought their rifles up and took aim only to have them ripped from their grasp by some unseen force along with Lorendo’s sidearm. 


“Never!” Murano screamed as he sprinted into the Medical Bay. He quickly saw what was happening, reached out with his right hand and captured Wayonn within the invisible field of Etheric power just before Wayonn was able to reach him. His left hand came up and he erected a shimmering shield around Lorendo in order to protect him. “Wayonn… stop this!” He shouted.


“Release me Murano! Wayonn snarled viciously. “Release me so that I can tear this fool’s throat from him before I die!”


“Wayonn stop!” Murano moved closer. “Stop!”


Wayonn’s head snapped around to look at him, his wolf eyes blazing with hatred and anger. “We have been using non-lethal ammunition on your people!” He screamed. “You saw this yourself! This invareen nubous igord orders grenades to be used! Grenades!”

“It was the only way!” Sashan stepped forward now. “We had to secure the station!”


Wayonn snarled at him snapping his fangs together and causing Sashan to step back quickly. “I do not know you igord… but you have no idea the force you have unleashed with your actions!”


“You… you are like them!” Lorendo barked in shock. “You have become like them! You allowed them to infect you!”


“Uncle!” Kesyla’s voice shouted.


Murano turned to look at her and she motioned with her head. Murano followed her action and his eyes grew wider as he saw the group of people around the prone figure on the floor. 


“They… they are Hadarian!” Mari gasped coming up beside him and gripping his arm.


Murano looked at the Pralor soldier who was scanning Fedor while standing above and behind Iama. He was the field medic for the Pralor Security troops. He looked at him and shook his head slowly. “He took three spikes Praetorian Murano.” The man said softly. “His injuries are severe. He will… he will not survive.”

Murano whirled on Lorendo and Sashan. “You used Graviton Spike grenades!” He almost screamed. “They are meant to be used on Scourge Warriors with hardened shells for skin! Not humanoid personnel!”


“It is… it is the only area effect weapon my men carry!” Sashan spat.


Murano snarled angrily. “Then your men are ill-equipped and ill-led!” He shouted.


Sashan’s eyes grew wide. “How dare you!” He barked.


“Murano release me!” Wayonn barked. “I need to be there!”


Murano could feel that Wayonn had calmed and he released him instantly from the Etheric field. He didn’t even pause as Murano thought, and moved for the middle of the floor where the others were.


“We have what we came for!” Lorendo growled. “Secure the prisoners and remove them from our facility! Bring the station controls to this console and begin activating security protocols to purge this station!”


“Hold!” Murano shouted freezing the Pralor security troops in their tracks. “Do you have any idea what you have done?” He barked.


“I have done what we came to do!” Lorendo shouted back. “We have secured the station and returned it to our control!”


“Delnash did not authorize you to use this kind of force!” Murano nearly shouted. He turned to another Pralor soldier. “Casualties?”


The soldier looked confused. “We did not suffer any casualties Praetorian Murano.” He said.


“Not among us you idiot!” Murano growled. “Them?”


“There were twenty-one primitives in the research labs. We have secured them. None were armed. There were thirteen within Medical here. Three are dead, four more injured. Including the primitive on the floor.”

“Dead?” Murano gasped in horror.


The man nodded. “The grenades worked to perfection Praetorian. We only had to shoot one.”


“Does taking their lives male you feel powerful soldier?” Murano growled at him. 


“They are primitives Murano!” Lorendo barked. “The soldier did his job under our orders! He should be commended!”


Murano turned back to him. “Commended for taking a life!” Murano shouted. “Have you become so arrogant that you deem yourself above everyone Lorendo?”


“Uncle!” Mari gasped. “Uncle look!”


Murano turned back to where the group was on the floor, Pralor security troops all around them with their weapons out and covering them. Murano moved closer.


“Have… I have him stabilized Duewa!” Anja hissed softly. Her hands were on either side of Fedor’s head, the soft glow from her power filtering down his neck and encompassing his upper shoulders and chest. “Work… work quickly! I can feel the tear in his left aorta. It is nicked badly and he is bleeding internally.”


Duewa reached out with her hands… the soft white glow similar to Anja coming forth as she placed her hands over Fedor’s chest. “Yes… I have it!” She gasped quickly as her hands stopped moving and she lowered them to touch his chest armor. “Wayonn!” Duewa hissed not turning her head but feeling him slightly behind her. “When I tell you… the first spike… just under his shoulder blade. Remove it quickly. Pull it straight out as fast as you can but do not jerk it.”

Wayonn moved up beside her then, reaching under Fedor’s upper body which was now supported by Anja’s legs and hips. “I have it.” He said softly.


“Now!” Duewa rasped.


There was a sickening sound of the spike being drawn from his body which caused Iama to burst into more tears beside For'mya. Wayonn flung it across the room when he drew it from under Fedor’s body. Duewa’s hands flared for a few seconds and she nodded. “I repaired it Anja.” She spoke. “But… he…” Her face tightened in concentration. “He’s still bleeding. Wait… there! His left atrium!”


“Yes!” Anja declared. “Carians… a fragment broke off and is lodged in the wall.”


“I have a good angle here.” Duewa said quickly. “I will draw it out slowly.”


“Hurry Duewa… he’s just barely hanging on!” Anja moaned.


“Val'istar… the other two spikes! Remove them in the same way!” Duewa ordered confidently. “They are in contact with nothing more than his muscles! Pull them out and I will heal them as they withdraw!”

Wayonn nodded and followed her command quickly and efficiently. The combined healing power of both Anja and Duewa pulsing through him healed the wounds almost instantly after Wayonn removed the spikes just as Duewa had said. He leaned back and watched as Duewa leaned closer to Fedor’s chest and closed her eyes. “I have removed the fragment and I am rotating it around the atrium wall.” She spoke softly as she visualized what she was doing in her mind. “There! The rupture is sealed! He…”


Fedor’s body jerked and his eyes burst open then. All of them burst into tears as his eyes darted back and forth. “Mothers!” He gasped.


For'mya pulled his hand to her cheek and leaned over to place her forehead to the skin of his cheek. “We… we are here Fedor my son!” She gasped as Anja’s head came down to touch For'mya’s and she kept her hands alongside his head.


“Don’t move Fedor!” Anja whispered. “You… you were hurt bad!”


Fedor’s bloody right hand came up to grab For'mya’s arm and his left shot back to grip Anja’s hip. “Whoa!” He gasped in pain and tried to move his upper body.


“Don’t move Fedor!” Duewa exclaimed.


For'mya looked up and rubbed his cheek. “Breath through the pain Fedor my son.” She said softly.


“Eirene?” Fedor hissed. “Sister?”


Eirene squeezed in close between her mothers. “I am here fervon.” She gasped. “You didn’t activate your psychic shield Fedor! Why?”

“No time!” Fedor gasped. “I had to… Iama!” He started to force his way up. “Where is Iama? Iama!”


“I’m here!” Iama groaned. “I’m here Fedor!”


For'mya looked at her and reached around to draw her closer with her arm. Iama scooted right up next to him and placed her bloody hands on his chest. His eyes grew wide when he saw her hands. 


“You are hurt?” He gasped.


Iama shook her head. “No! No! It… it is your blood Fedor! You… you saved me!”


His face relaxed and he smiled. “Good. That is good. I wouldn’t want you to miss me courting you. I will… I will make you mine Iama’Juturi!”


Iama laughed with relief and nodded her head. “I… I am already yours Fedor.” She spoke softly.


“Oh no! You’re not getting off that easy!” Fedor exclaimed as he winced in pain. “I still have poems to read and…” His hand gripped Anja’s hip even tighter and he inhaled deeply. “Owwww!”


“I got it!” Duewa spoke sitting back up and holding up the sliver of metal.


“Man… did you get the name of the transport that hit me mothers?” Fedor asked with a weak grin. “Got to have a talk with that pilot about his flying skills.”


Anja couldn’t help but laugh and cry at the same time and For'mya lowered her face to his once more but holding Iama tightly to her side with one arm. 


Mari and Kesyla stood together with wide eyes.


“Fascinating!” Kesyla gasped.


“Yes! Yes!” Lorendo broke in. “All so touching and fascinating! Get them up and move them outside! They do not belong in here!”


Wayonn sprang back to his feet and whirled on Lorendo but this time two Pralor soldiers were ready and lifted their weapons. “I have locked out all main functions of this station.” He snarled. “You will be able to do nothing! Nothing!”


Lorendo moved to one of the useable computers that remained and began typing quickly. The console beeped several times and he looked up with wide eyes. “What have you done?” He demanded. 

Wayonn grinned at him. “A Praetorian encryption code key.” Wayonn spoke. “You will not be able to break the code Lorendo! You aren’t smart enough!”


“Release the station to me!” He shouted.


“Nubou forn!” Wayonn hissed loudly. 


“We will get the information from you!” Lorendo growled.


Sashan moved forward. “I will take three men and move to the Command Center. We can establish control from there.”


“You can try!” Wayonn snickered.


“Praetorian Oracle or not…” Lorendo snarled. “You will pay for your crimes! Helping these primitives against your own people! Intending to do me harm!”


Wayonn laughed at him. “If you live out this day Lorendo… it will be a miracle and gift from one man. That man is not me!”


Murano stepped forward. “Enough!” He shouted. “Delnash has landed!” He gripped Wayonn’s arm and saw him turn to look at him. “My brother is Chief Elder Wayonn. We can talk to him. Leave this fool be!”


“Get away!” For'mya’s voice screamed and she shoved a Pralor soldier so hard he staggered back and slammed into the bulkhead with a thud of pain and rush of air leaving his lungs as he dropped to one knee. “Stay away piegn ronnus!” She shouted as she moved under one of Fedor’s shoulders while Miseo inched under the other.


Anja gripped Duewa’s hands and hugged her tightly. “Thank… thank you Duewa!” She whispered into her ear. “You… you have given us back our son.”


Duewa nodded to her. “You said it.” She spoke. “We make a good team!”


“Get moving!” The Pralor soldier snarled at them and gave Anja a slight shove in her shoulders.


Duewa grabbed her arms and held her tightly seeing the flare of anger in Anja’s eyes and knowing what kind of temper she had. She also knew Anja was very near the end of her patience. “No!” She hissed softly. “Let’s just get outside with the others Anja. They might be hurt as well.”


Lorendo waited until the room was clear of the primitives and he turned to a pair of security troops. “Take the bodies to the incinerator and dispose of them.” He ordered them. “I will be outside with the Chief Elder. When we have regained control of the station contact me first.”


The man nodded. “As you order Elder Lorendo.”


No one bothered to check any other equipment before they began exiting the Medical Bay and the blinking red light went unnoticed on the wall indicating a breach of protocol and the activation of half a dozen of the sleep pods held within the secure room.


Nor the signs of movement coming from those six pods.

A squad of Pralor Security troops surrounded Delnash as he stood in the middle of the massive vehicle bay looking at his unconscious men and women. The commotion near the entrance into the station caused him to look up wide eyed and see half a dozen Pralor soldiers come out, their uniforms dusty and covered in grime. Their weapons were held at the ready and then he saw the first of the primitives begin filing out.

His eyes grew even wider and he pushed past his guards when he saw Kesyla and Mari exit the interior of the station.


“Mari!” He exclaimed rushing up to her and grabbing her arms. “Kesyla!” He glanced at one of his men. “Close the doors!”

The security troop ran to the door panel and entered the commands for the large double doors to begin closing.


“We are fine father.” Kesyla spoke though she was still somewhat shaken by the events and what she had witnessed.


Delnash turned on Mari then. “I told you to go to engineering!” He hissed. “How did you get down here? Tell me child!” He demanded.


“I came down with Uncle Murano.” Mari answered. 


“You disobeyed me!” Delnash snarled at her.


Mari pulled her hands away from his at his reaction. “I am not a child anymore father.” She spat back at him. “You can’t keep sending me away!”


Delnash looked up and saw Lorendo exit the station then, along with more primitives, two of whom had long tails. The male was supporting another while what could only be an elven female was on the man’s other side. His bodyarmor was covered in bright red blood, as was the armor of the female with a tail. The elven female had blood trickling from both her ears. Two red haired females came next, one of them with blood on her cheek from a nasty cut.

“Lorendo!” Delnash snapped. “What is going on? What has happened here?”


Lorendo moved down the ramp quickly. “We have secured the station.” He replied quite smugly. “Sashan is even now in the Command Center bringing the station back to our control.”


“Why… these primitives… why are they covered in blood?” He demanded as several security troops guided the prisoners past him and shoved them towards the collection of crates.


“They resisted of course!” Lorendo answered. “We had to take certain measures.”


“Measures!” Delnash exclaimed.


“Elder Lorendo’s measures included Graviton Spike Grenades!” Murano’s voice spoke now and Delnash saw him moving down the ramp holding the arm of the man Delnash had seen in the transmission.


“Graviton grenades!” Delnash almost shouted. “I ordered no such thing Lorendo!” He snarled looking back to Lorendo. “I ordered they be taken without harm!”


“They were resisting and we had to break through their lines!” Lorendo snapped. “It was the only way!”


“They were using non-lethal ammunition that was knocking our men out!” Murano barked. “We should have pulled back and initiated conversation with them! Lorendo and Sashan charged into the station and when they realized they could not penetrate the defenses inside using non-lethal means they decided to use grenades!” Murano stepped closer to his brother. “Now… three of them are dead brother! Dead! And they almost killed the son of Martin.”


Delnash’s eyes grew wider. “Dead?” He gasped looking at Lorendo. “You killed them?”

“I did what needed to be done!” Lorendo snapped.


“The leader’s son?” Delnash stammered. “I did not authorize you to use deadly force! I never gave you that option Lorendo! Never!”


“The King of the Lycavorian Union will not care what you authorized or not.” Wayonn hissed softly from beside Murano. 

“Brother… allow me to introduce Praetorian Oracle Wayonn. Sumar’s Oracle!” Murano hissed. 

Delnash stared at Wayonn for a long moment his eyes wide. “That… that is simply not possible!” He finally gasped.

“It is Wayonn brother!” Murano snapped. “Just as I told you before.”

“Wayonn… Wayonn died with Sumar and all those on City Ship 41!” Delnash spat. “He… he can’t be here! I saw the reports!”

Wayonn stepped closer. “Your reports were wrong!” He growled his eyes changing once more and his fangs coming forth. “Or do I look like a ghost to you fool!”

“Wayonn.” Murano spoke gripping his arm. “This does not help!” 

Delnash stepped back quickly. “You… you have become one of them!” He stammered.

“Wow!” Anja’s voice quipped from the side. “You are quick on the uptake. You figure that one out all by yourself?”

“Silence primitive woman!” Lorendo snarled at her. He turned back to Delnash. “You see that?” He growled. “This is how primitives act! With disrespect and no knowledge of their betters! If we had not done what we did, we would still be inside the station fighting for control! I needed to change that!”
“You!” Delnash barked. “I am Chief Elder of our people Lorendo! Not you!”

“That’s not saying much.” Anja muttered loud enough for them to hear her.

Lorendo spun on her again and lashed out with his hand, slapping her across the face viciously. “I said be silent!” He roared.

The two Durcunusaan with them rose of the floor with angry roars, each of them tossing aside a security soldier and moving for Lorendo. “Don’t not touch the Queen!” One screamed as he reached for Lorendo. Half a dozen more soldiers imposed themselves between the Durcunusaan and Lorendo, their weapons ramming into the larger men’s chests and bringing them up short, but it was Anja who stopped their advance as she stood and placed her hands on both of their chests, shaking her head quickly.

Murano felt it first and his head whipped around with wide eyes to stare at Wayonn. “Wayonn?” He gasped.
Delnash was Chief Elder of the Pralor people and part of that was because of his abilities within the Etheric realm. The Chief Elder was always one who was extremely gifted with their Etheric powers, but falling far short of the Praetorians. Delnash was however, gifted enough to feel it and his head turned to face his brother with wide eyes. It was unlike anything he had ever felt with the possible exception of his brother, but it was more pure and wild in its resonance and it was not radiating from Murano.

“Murano!” He gasped. “What…?”

Wayonn was soaking up the resonance he could feel from Martin and feeling the energy and power swirling through him as well. He had always known Martin Leonidas was the equal to Sumar in every way, and what he felt now confirmed and went beyond that. Sumar did not have the natural instincts that Martin did; the raw drive and unconquerable determination that every pureblood Lycavorian was born with. As they knew it would happen, the wolf blood within all Lycavorians was dominant, and it would override all Pralor blood within one or two generations. Yet the exquisite makeup of their blood was that it would keep that Pralor blood within their own, mix it, forge it and make it part of their own blood and give them what they had always lacked as a species.
Purpose.

Wayonn also knew there was a point where the Pralor blood would cease to be a deciding factor in the decisions of Lycavorians. Where no matter how much Pralor blood swirled in ones veins, the call and instincts of the wolf would always prevail. Martin Leonidas had reached and gone past that point this day. Aricia. Dysea. Then For'mya. The love he had for the women in his life was life a supernova and anyone who caused them harm, who caused his children harm; they would burn in the fires of retribution. For the first time since actually meeting Martin, Wayonn discovered something that had never crossed his mind before this very moment.

He feared Martin Leonidas. He feared Androcles. He feared all of those who had begun to show signs of Praetorian gifts. He feared them because they themselves as Lycavorians and now as the Spartans they emulated, they had no fear. Death in service to their Ling and their people was the ultimate sacrifice and one all of them would make without hesitation. They would not want to, they might even weep for those they would never see again, but they would stand against all odds until the last breath left their bodies and not regret a single moment.
“Anja!” Wayonn barked.

“We feel him Wayonn!” Anja echoed his shout. “We feel him and it is…”

“Glorious!” For'mya finished.

Lorendo looked at her and then back to Delnash confused. “What is she babbling about?” He snapped.

“Murano!” Wayonn hissed waiting until he met his gaze. “Protect those who you care about Praetorian!” He barked. 

“Wayonn…?”

“Do as I tell you Murano!” Wayonn commanded.

Delnash looked at his brother. “Murano! What…”

Murano’s eyes went wide and he glanced up at the massive double doors into the vehicle bay. “He’s here!” He gasped loudly. “By our Ancestors Wayonn! I… I can feel him all around us!”

Lorendo shook his head at the actions of Murano and Delnash. “This is pointless!” He growled. “We need to return to…”

The sound of metal straining reached all of their ears and Lorendo stopped talking and looked towards the double doors. “Wha…”

Wayonn stepped forward next to Murano. “Your training Murano!” He snarled. “Your training!” Wayonn reached out and snatched Delnash by the back of his collar and pulled him back to him.

Murano turned his head. “Mari! Kesyla! Step to me now!” He exclaimed. “Now!”

“Uncle?” Kesyla questioned him though Mari didn’t hesitate. She snatched Kesyla’s hand and yanked her over, both of them pressing against their Uncle tightly. “Uncle what is happening?” Kesyla stammered.

Mari looked up into her Uncle’s face, her blue eyes bright and full of questions she had yet to ask. “He’s here isn’t he Uncle?” She asked. “The other Praetorian? The Lycavorian with the blood of Sumar?”

Murano glanced up and looked at his brother whose eyes were wide as Wayonn held him securely. “Yes child.” Murano answered never taking his eyes off his brother. “And he is not in the best of moods it seems.”

There was no time for talking anymore, For'mya and Anja pressing close to Fedor on either side while Miseo, Eirene and Muton huddled in a similar position just behind them, the Pralor security troops watching befuddled. Fedor folded Iama into his arms as Anja pulled Duewa close and looked at her wide eyes.
“Anja?” Duewa asked.

“It’s ok really.” Anja said with a small smile. “Marty just has… he tends to have anger issues when it concerns us and… oh never mind.” Anja spoke drawing her closer. “Just hang on to me… it’s going to be a fucking wild ride.”

Lorendo watched as the primitives began to huddle together in small groups and he turned back to Delnash who was now within a light blue shimmering field of Etheric power being generated by Wayonn. His eyes went wide when he saw this. “There!” He screamed. “He is assaulting the Chief Pralor! Stop him! Stop…”

The horrific sound of tearing metal grew more insistent until the noise was reverberating across the vehicle bay. It caused Lorendo’s head and all of their heads to turn towards the double doors as a small crack appeared in the seam of the doors and the sunlight began to peek through. Lorendo’s eyes grew wider and stupidly he moved closer.

“Defensive positions!” He screamed. “Now! Move!”

The Pralor security troops sprinted forward at his direction and began dropping behind crates and whatever cover they could find.

Mari looked at Murano. “Uncle?”

“It won’t help them.” Murano stated… the full aura of Martin’s Etheric power swarming around him like a storm. It was untainted and unrefined, the most horrifically powerful storm he had ever imagined, yet it moved relentlessly with whipping pandemonium and chaos. And at the center of that chaos, shaping it, controlling it was the essence of a man. A man with power Murano had not felt in forty millennia. Not since he had stood beside Sumar during their last battle had anything ever felt so pure and extraordinary to him.

Their heads turned when they heard Wayonn speaking into Delnash’s ear. “This… this is the culmination of destiny. You thought Sumar dead Chief Elder… allow me to introduce you to his descendant. One of four that bear the Praetorian gene and Sumar’s blood within their very bodies. A gene that is manifesting itself once more within his honored descendants. And far more powerful it is because of what they are. Chief Elder… I give you Martin Leonidas!”
The tearing sound grew to a crescendo and in an event that none of them would ever forget, both of the massive double doors began tearing away from the frame of the station allowing bright sunlight to pour in. They were peeled back as easily as if being done by some angry god and then they were torn asunder from the actual station itself and sent hurtling into the distance allowing the bright sun to pour into the vehicle bay and cause all of them to shield their eyes. They could see the dust caused by the action of tearing such massive doors from their frames and they waited to see some mechanical giant come marching through the dust. A slight breeze kicked in and began to push the cloud of dust and dirt from in front of the entrance of the station. As it did, they saw only the shape of a man standing perhaps twenty feet from the entrance to the doors. His body armor was black and pseudo shiny in the sunlight, but it covered his entire body. The oddly shaped helmet hid all of his facial features, only savage looking dual fangs protruding from his gums visible in the small vertical space protecting his mouth and cheeks. Then there were the eyes.
Yellow/gold orbs that appeared to be glowing and focused completely on those Pralors in the middle of the bay. They all heard the deafening trumpet of a dragon then and saw the huge armored behemoth appear from the sky above and land behind the man. It was the largest dragon any of them had ever seen and it’s massive wings flared to either side and it cut loose with a trumpet that many of them had never heard from a dragon on Artaaya before. Of course none of them realized they had never met a dragon like Torma either. A light blue psychic shield, generating power unlike anything Murano had ever felt from any Praetorian, activated suddenly around both man and dragon and Martin’s head lifted slightly to glare directly at where Lorendo stood.

“School’s out!” Martin’s voice growled out in a tenor that was neither friendly nor forgiving in the least bit. “It’s time for the adults to play!”

With that statement Martin released a howl that was filled with anger, discord and plenty of retribution, and he drove his fist down into the thickly pack ground between his feet. A cloud of dust and dirt exploded upwards from the impact, which should have shattered his hand. As they watched a light bluish/white color formed quickly around where his fist struck. It spread out quickly around that armored hand making it appear as if the ground itself had suddenly grown veins, and then lances of Etheric power were rippling outward through the ground. In two blinks those lances of Etheric power struck the Pralor security forces inside the vehicle bay with hurricane battering force. Men and women were blasted off the ground from the force of the Etheric pulse Martin had sent through the ground, and went hurtling across the vehicle bay in every direction.
Murano stood aghast as he watched the magnitude of power that ripped through the ground and slammed into Lorendo and the security troops. It was a standard Praetorian move, one of the first they learned in order to clean out the immediate area around themselves of Scourge, yet he had only ever seen Sumar execute it with such exacting control. Normally the Etheric lances would tear into a hoard of Scourge warriors and seize them in a painful lightning like field until parts of their bodies would erupt from the massive pressure being sent hurtling through them. Those same lances of Etheric power now tossed Pralor security troops about like dolls, many of them impacting walls and the two remaining vehicles. Instantly Murano knew it did not carry its full potential of power, for none of the Pralor security forces were being pulverized. Murano glanced up at Martin and suddenly realized he was holding back the full force of his power.
“Kill him!” The voice screamed and Murano turned to see Lorendo pulling himself off the ground and wiping blood from his mouth. He had bitten his tongue when the Etheric lance struck him and tossed him six meters across the bay to slam into the nose of the vehicle. His words were coming out much mouthed now. “Kill him! Shoot him!”

Martin moved then. Right for where Lorendo stood.
He moved with a magical grace and speed that belied his size and appearance. With wolf speed he fell upon the first trooper to get his wits about him and pummeled him with a straight right hand that folded the man’s legs up beneath him. He fell limply to the ground well after Martin had already sprung to the next security trooper and hit him with ridge hand strike that did not even slow his momentum. He lifted his left hand and sent out a pulse of Etheric power that slammed into two more men and sent them ass over elbows in the other direction. There was really nothing any of them could do against him. As Panos had once predicted, he truly was a force of nature.
As Eliani Leonidas would have no doubt said seeing her father in action… the ass whupping was just getting started.

Teniri and the other dragons landed outside right behind Arzoal and Isheeni. Torma rested on the ground almost causally, but his eyes were closed and his head was swaying back and forth slightly as if he was in a deep trance. Teniri moved close to him, his massive form so muscular and lean. He dwarfed her in size by at least five meters and two metric tons, but unlike some of the dragons among their population on Artaaya, he had not a single spot on his broad powerful body that slumped with age or disuse. The psychic shield he was projecting was unlike anything she had ever seen and it shimmered with unrestrained power. Teniri had never been near a Talon Guardian before, and what she felt pouring from this beautiful specimen of a male dragon made her scales tingle. Power, confidence, knowledge and compassion all wrapped into one package.
Teniri glanced toward the vehicle bay and made a move to go in that direction but Arzoal’s body imposed itself in front of her.

No Teniri. Arzoal spoke.
Teniri looked up at her eyes. Elder Mother… we are… I have pledged myself and our kind to assist the Pralors whenever we can. She explained. It was they who helped us to escape and relocate to Artaaya.

Will you honor that pledge after they have lied to you and taken innocent lives this day? Arzoal asked her.

What? Teniri gasped.

Isheeni moved up beside Teniri. Three of the Durcunusaan have fallen. She spoke softly. Inside… they died protecting their Queens. Martin’s son was gravely injured. It is why he and Torma stormed away as they did.

You can sense this? Teniri gasped.

Where we come from… dragons are tied closely with the Durcunusaan. Arzoal spoke. They are the most well trained of Union soldiers, protectors of the Royal family and others. I have a detachment of them myself. They are the only ones capable of talking to us within Mindvoice… what we call the Etheric realm... and all of them are honorable men and women.
Elder Mother… we did not know! Teniri exclaimed. I… I am shamed by my actions. I can not…

Arzoal stepped forward and lowered her snout close to Teniri’s head. We will discover the truth of it all Teniri. I swear to you we will.
Lorendo! Teniri exclaimed. He began this! He pushed to attack instead of talk as Praetorian Murano did.
Lorendo. Arzoal said shaking her massive head.

They turned suddenly when Torma’s massive body rose from the ground in a rush. LORENDO! He screamed out in Mindvoice reaching for only one person. LORENDO!

LORENDO! Torma’s voice echoed within Martin’s head as he sent a seventh Pralor Security soldier flipping through the air away from him. These soldiers were not so stupid, at least not after the first one fired his rifle at Martin and had him lift his hand and deflect it back at him, the pencil thick beam of energy punching through his shoulder and throwing him to the ground screaming in agony. That word from Torma made Martin’s head snap around and glare at where Lorendo was cowering near the front of the second Science vehicle.

“Lorendo!” Martin snarled loudly seeing his eyes go wide. His eyes darted back and forth within the bay and he saw the Pralor troops beginning to recover from his Etheric pulse. He would not be able to take them all before they regained their senses and the threat to Anja and the others became too much for him to deal with alone. Martin Leonidas was not known as the foremost tactical mind in the Union by accident. He had always been able to plot and scheme three and sometimes four moves in front of his enemies and even in his rage at what had happen here, he did not lose this edge.

Fervon! Saaraurano! Melda Min! Anwen! Anwen! He shouted out within Mindvoice. Loud enough for even Delnash to hear. (Advance)

Martin had felt them just inside the station waiting like the wolves they were to pounce. Just as he could see with Torma’s eyes, Martin could see with the eyes of the only brother he had ever truly known. And those eyes told him Danny was no longer playing games. He didn’t even look up as they charged out of the interior of the station, weapons up and ready to use. And leading that charge was the surprise Daniel Simpson had been waiting to spring. He was quite sure these Pralor had never seen two men as large as T'lolt and the Master Chief, and he couldn’t have been more correct. There was something about looking up into the crazed eyes of a six foot six tall Immortal charging at you with bloodlust in his eyes, and right behind him a six foot five man with skin as black as coal.


“Shoot them!” A voice rang out. “They have only sleep darts! Shoot them!”


Aricia’s KM12 rotated and she fired once in the blink of an eye. The Pralor security soldier who had yelled the order was blown backwards as the 12.7mm projectile punched into his upper shoulder and flipped him over. He rolled on the floor in agony from the bullet and blood was rapidly soaking his light clothes.

“No more games!” Aricia snarled.


It was Garan who finally brought things to an end as he staggered to his feet, his wide eyes darting back and forth looking for his brother. Kasdan had remained quiet this whole time, either unable to speak or unwilling to try and countermand any of Lorendo’s orders. Garan saw him staggering against the ramp wall and rushed forward.


“Enough!” He screamed out waving his hands in the air. “Enough!”


Garan reached his brother and saw that whatever the Praetorian had hit them with had addled his brother’s senses. “Kasdan! It’s me! It’s Garan!” He spoke gripping the back of his brother’s head and shoulders.

“My… my head hurts!” Kasdan muttered as he slumped to the floor.


Garan’s eyes grew wide as he drew his hand away and it came out from the back of his head soaked in blood. “Medical! Medical Officer!” He screamed turning around. “Medical Officer!”

It was Anja who decided things then. “Duewa!” She exclaimed motioning with her head to the one Aricia had shot.


Duewa didn’t hesitate and darted over to kneel beside the man. He looked up at her with fear in his eyes and she grabbed his injured arm. “Be still fool!” Duewa hissed at him as her hands flared a soft white and she began to heal the bullet wound.


Anja came up beside Garan, shoving him out of the way, her hands going to Kasdan’s head. Garan attempted to stop her but heard the loud sound of a weapon charging and he looked up onto the ramp to see the barrel of the A4 leveled at his head. 


“Touch her and you will have more to worry about than his head.” Cirith growled at him from behind the A4. “Namely the very large hole in your forehead!”


Anja’s hands held Kasdan’s head lightly the healing radiation from her hands pulsing mildly on either side. “Minor Concussion.” She said. “Scalp laceration… that…” Anja’s eyes grew a little wider and she looked at Garan. “He has a subdural hematoma of the posterior cranial fossa!”


Garan met her eyes. “What? How do you know that?” He gasped. 


“Has he hit his head recently?” Anja demanded.


“He said… he said he fell two weeks ago and he has had headaches since.” Garan answered. “I tried to tell him to see a medical officer but he kept telling me it was nothing.”


“Hold his arms!” Anja said quickly. “Let me move behind him!”


“What?” Garan rasped. 


“He is your brother?” Anja asked.


Garan nodded. “Yes!”


“Well… I’m trying to save his life!” Anja snapped. “The concussion has torn more veins along the hematoma. It’s bleeding again. If I don’t stop it he will die! Right here and within minutes! Is that what you want?”


Garan exploded into action and gripped Kasdan’s arms, pulling him forward as Anja moved in behind him. She lifted her hands up to the back of his head and placed them directly on his skin. As Garan watched, Anja closed her eyes and her hands flared a little brighter, the pulsing white light spreading over the entire back of his brother’s head. It lasted only a few seconds and then she opened her eyes and nodded.

“Good.” Anja declared. “I repaired the artery and outlying damage around the original tear.” She said. “He needs to sleep and rest for about a day… but he’s good as new.”


Garan watched her as she scooted out from behind Kasdan and got to her feet. She looked so small compared to the others. “Thank… thank you.” He finally stammered out. 


Anja looked at him with contempt. “Don’t thank me… I’m just primitive!” She snarled before moving away.


Garan looked down at his brother and for the first time in his life he felt ashamed of his duty and what he was ordered to do.


It was not enough for Martin however.

Martin bore down on Lorendo relentlessly and Lorendo was pulling the trigger of his sidearm as quickly as he could while he backpedaled as fast as his legs would carry him. His eyes were wide in disbelief as the thin energy beams deflected off the psychic shield of the monster bearing down on him. His back finally slammed into the wall near the beginning of the ramp incline and he had nowhere else to go. 

“Motherfucker!” Martin screamed. “You did this!”

A security soldier who had landed on top of the science vehicle because of Martin’s initial Etheric pulse screamed in anger and leaped off the top deck. Martin held up his right hand and caught the soldier in the grips of an Etheric field. His yellow/gold eyes turned slowly and he looked at the soldier. 

“You have got to be kidding me!” He snarled. “That stunt only works in the fucking movies douche bag!” Martin yanked his arm back and the man screamed as he was launched across the bay. He landed with a grunt of pain and the air leaving his lungs fully ten meters from where he had been and he skidded across the smooth surface until he finally struck something solid. He looked up directly into Tony’s wild gaze, his fangs extended and his dark eyes outlined in black. 

Tony grinned down at him. “Another volunteer!” He exclaimed reaching down and grabbing the man by the front of his uniform. Tony leaned forward and looked into the man’s terrified face. “How far can you fly sport?” Tony hissed. “Let’s find out!”

Tony lifted him up off the deck and whirled around completely once before releasing him like a shot put out of the now torn open double doors. The man landed with another painful grunt in a cloud of dust and dirt fully forty feet outside in the bright sunlight. His eyes shut tightly in pain as he groaned and rolled over. 

“Don’t move!” He heard the harsh whispered order and his eyes snapped up to see three of his fellow Security Convention comrades lying a short distance away. “Don’t move!”

The man turned his head slowly and his eyes grew suddenly very wide and fearful. Only five meters away rested three very large dragons covered in shimmering armor and looking at him as a tasty snack. Aurith turned her head and looked at Iriral. 

Who should we eat first? She asked within Mindvoice with a large amount of humor in her voice. 

The Pralor Security men could hear every word they were speaking.

That’s easy. Iriral stated. Whichever one moves first.

Two additional Pralor security troops rushed forward intending to protect Lorendo and to use their weapons as clubs against Martin. It was foolishly stupid given what they had already seen, but at the moment no one was giving them credits for intelligence. Martin lifted his hand and sent one of them spinning away to the right to slam into the second of the two science vehicles in the bay. The man grunted in obvious pain, his weapon skittering across the floor before he slumped to the ground beside it unconscious. The second man did not have the benefit of a psychic shield being generated by the combined power of a Praetorian and a dragon. One of Lorendo’s poorly aimed shots struck the man in the back, hurtling him forward into Martin’s arms.

Murano was watching even as he squatted down and held Mari and Kesyla tightly to him, his own psychic shield protecting them. 
“Murano stop him!” Delnash barked from where Wayonn had him securely in a arm lock so he could not move.

“This is your mess brother!” Murano snarled back at him. “You stop him!” Murano turned back and his eyes grew wide when he saw Martin catch the Pralor soldier who had been hit by Lorendo’s poor aim in his arms and not send him flying away. Martin drew the young soldier close, his armored hand moving down his back and feeling for the spot where Lorendo’s shot had hit. He found it and his armored hand came away bloody. Martin looked up at Lorendo with a vile rage that Murano had never seen before and he half turned his own body still holding the security soldier.


“T'lolt!” Martin shouted over the sounds in the bay and Murano saw the strange looking monster of a man turn immediately. His skin was an odd bronze color and he had strange white spikes along his jaw that appeared to be bone spurs of some sort.

T'lolt saw the man slumped in Martin’s arms and he didn’t hesitate as he dropped his A4 and let it dangle on the quick release straps. “Now!” He shouted.


Martin heaved the body of the young soldier through the air to the horrified gasps of Kesyla and Mari. Incredibly… just as the soldier would have landed with devastating force in T'lolt’s arms, Aricia appeared next to him and held out her hand. Using her own Etheric power, she guided the limp body the last meter into T'lolt’s grasp with gentle grace, surprising even Murano and T'lolt instantly turned to where Anja was kneeling with Duewa over the man Aricia had shot. T'lolt gently lowered him to the floor and Anja turned to him immediately.


Martin turned back to Lorendo, his yellow/gold eyes truly on fire now. “You shoot your own men now do you?” Martin growled savagely.


“Stay away!” Lorendo screamed.


“Stay away?” Martin hissed. “Oh no… you and me… we are going to get real personal!”
With that statement Martin sprinted forward with vampire like speed, the psychic knife exploding from his left fist as he brought it up. He rammed his hand forward as he skidded to a stop in front of Lorendo and the Pralor’s wail of horrendous agony pierced the entire vehicle bay. Martin leaned into Lorendo, twisting his fist to the right as he solidified his psychic knife with a single thought. “Three of my men are dead!” Martin screamed the words, his spittle splashing Lorendo’s face and collar. “Dead! You killed them! We did not come here to fight! We came for answers to questions! Now my men are dead! MY MEN! Durcunusaan… Wolves of the Blood… and far better men than you could ever hope to become motherfucker!” Martin twisted his fist again and Lorendo screeched in agony because of the action, rising up on his tip toes as he tried to escape the awful pain. “You almost kill my son! My son! You strike my wife and mate! One of the six most precious jewels in all the universe to me! YOU!” Martin leaned close to Lorendo’s face. “You call us primitive and savage and insignificant fool? Let me show you just how insignificant you are big, bad Pralor Lorendo! Let me show you this while the life leaves your body and spills upon this place in justice for what you have done this day!”

Martin lifted his right hand and another psychic knife exploded forth and formed on his fist. With a howl of unbridled rage he sent that fist crushing forward, intending to drive it right through Lorendo’s chest and out his back. Lorendo screamed louder still, expecting to feel the piercing agony through the center of his chest. That scream echoed until it had stopped and his eyes flew open when he realized he was still alive. He looked down towards his chest and saw the point of that shimmering psychic knife only centimeters from penetrating his chest, and he saw a set of hands wrapped around Martin’s wrist, holding back his death. His eyes darted up and he saw Murano standing beside Martin, his hands the ones wrapped tightly around Martin’s wrist.

“Murano!” Lorendo gasped. “Thank the ancestors! Murano… please you…”


“Shut up Lorendo!” Murano hissed viciously. “Just shut up!”


“Release me!” Martin snarled as he applied more pressure trying to break the man’s grip.


“I can not do that.” Murano spoke. 


“Danny… shoot this fucker in the head!” Martin shouted out the order.


“Lover no!” Anja screamed as she stepped in front of Danny and kept him from lifting his weapon. 


“Anja… you saw what happen here!” Danny protested. “They would have…”


“They are pompous and arrogant!” Anja nodded. “But not all of them!” She turned back to Martin. “Lover… please! Don’t kill him for hitting me!”


“No man strikes you!” Martin screamed. “No man strikes my mates and lives to speak of it! Not anymore! I won’t allow it!”


“Beloved…” Aricia spoke now moving up beside Anja and gripping her hand. “We… we know how you love us. The aura you project to us is beyond ecstasy, beyond the warmth of words. You show us how you feel every waking moment of the day Martin Leonidas. Do not do this... for this is not the man we so love without shame.”


Murano saw Martin’s eyes blinked quickly several times at the woman’s words, the force he was exerting lessening a fraction.


“Martin Leonidas?” Helen’s voice filled his head and his eyes snapped up to see her moving down the ramp slowly. The A4 was dangling on quickly release straps and she held up her hand to him. “Your father… he would not approve of this Martin Leonidas. And nor do I. Do not dishonor his name and all you are by murdering this igord.” Murano saw that the woman had touched a nerve within him with her words. He could feel the connection between them and immediately he knew this woman was his Oracle. Martin’s face softened somewhat and the pressure he was exerting trying to shove the psychic knife forward lessened just a portion more.


“Feravomir!” Martin hissed.


Helen stepped forward and rested her hand on Martin’s arm unafraid of the man or the power he obviously commanded. “We pick up Martin. We pick up and we move forward. You know that.” She said softly. “We can’t do that… not if you kill this simpering fool no matter how much he deserves to die for his fool actions. Your father took pity on fools like him… he did not murder them.”


“Wise words.” Murano spoke softly.


Martin’s head snapped around. “What do you know?” He snarled. “You know nothing of 
me! Nothing of my blood!”


“I know… I feel that no grandson of Sumar would murder in cold blood.” Murano said softly. “I know no Praetorian with the blood of Sumar running in his veins could do such a thing.”

Martin’s face relaxed slightly. “What… what do you know of my grandfather?” He asked him.


“Everything… everything I know I learned from him.” Murano said as tears came to his eyes and the memories came rushing back to him. “Everything I am… I owe to him. He was the greatest of us… and you hold him… you hold him within you. I thought… I thought I was the last of our kind. Seeing you… feeling you inside me… I am alive once more!” Murano stepped closer. “I am… I am you!”


“Wayonn?” Martin called while still looking at Murano.


“He speaks the truth Martin.” Wayonn said instantly. “Murano was among the first that Sumar chose. One of the first we discovered who had the Praetorian gene. We… we faced many enemies together.”


There was no choice to make then, not as far as Martin was concerned. Murano watched as both psychic knives instantly disappeared from his fists and Lorendo slumped down slightly against the bulkhead a one inch diameter hole in the flesh of his shoulder. Murano released his hands from around Martin’s wrist and gripped his arm tightly instead. “I… I welcome you… as one Praetorian to another Martin Leonidas! And I ask for your forgiveness for what has happened here.” He spoke. 

Martin nodded his head to Murano and squeezed his arm back feeling the Etheric power within him just as easily as himself. “Thank you.” He said softly. He turned back to Lorendo who was glaring at him. Before anyone could stopped him, Martin snapped his armored head forward and the sound of Lorendo’s nose snapping filled the small area. His eyes rolled almost into his head and he dropped like a rock from the force of the head butt holding his face as blood seeped through his fingers and he groaned in pain. “That’s for touching my Queen and hurting my son cockbreath!” Martin snarled. “There better not be a next time.”


Murano watched as Martin turned instantly and began walking back to where Anja and Aricia stood. He was stunned by what he felt, as the rage and savagery that had permeated Martin’s body and essence only seconds before was falling away from him in waves. Murano watched as Martin glanced at Delnash and then stopped in front of him looking at Wayonn. 
“Primitive huh?” He said to Delnash. “Maybe you should take lessons on how to make friends Chief Elder Delnash. You sure got the making enemies part down pat.” Martin said. “Or don’t the all powerful and all superior Pralor people need friends? Cause if that’s the case… I’m going to take my greasy, primitive ass that just kicked the sibfla out of your superiority and go back home. This part of the galaxy ain’t too neighborly, and the real estate value sucks donkey dick!”


“Fucking A!” Kenny barked from the upper ramp. “There ain’t no beach front property on this rock! Who the hell builds a station like this on a planet with no beach front property Skipper? It’s just a sin man! A fucking sin Skipper!”


Kenny’s words brought laughter from those in Martin’s group and confused looks from those Pralors who were not still moaning on the floor from one injury or another. None of them even bothered reaching for a weapon or attempting to subdue the primitives. A single Praetorian had smashed through them like water through a sieve and none of them wanted to test their skills against him again. That he was a Praetorian was not at question, all of them could feel him burning with the Etheric realm even more so in some ways than Praetorian Murano. The question they kept asking themselves was who was this Lycavorian Praetorian with the blood of Sumar and why had they attacked him and those with him.

Delnash said nothing as he watched Martin continue on without another word. He still watched as he embraced the young man and woman with a tail tightly and six other females quickly moved to where he stood and pressed together against him.

Delnash turned as Murano came up next to him. “What have you done brother?” He asked softly.

Murano met his eyes. “I have introduced us to our future brother.” He replied. “We either embrace it and live on… or dismiss it and vanish into the memories of the stars. It is now up to you.”

TEN HOURS LATER

“…has six wives!” Lorendo hissed softly. His face was still red, but their medical people had treated his broken nose. The black and blue portions under his eyes remained noticeable but had cleared in the last few hours. “That alone should tell you how backwards they are! We should send for more Security Forces and overwhelm them!”


Radra looked up at him with wide eyes from her chair. She had come down from the TALISMAN with the other members of the Elder Council and a detachment of technicians and engineers to get the station working again but once down on the surface they discovered that they were not being allowed into the station. They had set up a base camp of sorts outside the now sundered main doors to the vehicle entrance but another problem with their plan was that they could do nothing without the proper Command Codes to activate and control the station. Command Codes that these people refused to give them. It no longer mattered how they had been able to alter even Lorendo’s Security Protocols, the fact was they had, and only they could access the station.


The Lycavorians had set up inside the vehicle bay, their own forces keeping them from entering. After the thumping they had taken, the Security Convention troops were giving them a wide birth to say the least. That and the fact that all of their weapons had been collected and stored in the vehicle bay. The TALISMAN remained in orbit quite unable to do anything to help them. Any ship coming down would be detected and the Avatar that was among them had already removed the power cells from the ships they had used to transport down in the first place. 


“Have you lost all sense?” Radra barked at him.


“You saw the Avatar!” Lorendo continued. “We can override its primary programming and once we have control of him we can take back the station easily!”


“Easily?” Radra exclaimed. “Did the blow to your head also injure your common sense and reason? We did things your way once already and now three of their number are dead! Not to mention that you almost killed the son of their leader! They were outnumbered and we have superior technology and they still defeated us!”

“We can not allow them to keep this station!” Lorendo insisted.


Radra turned to Sashan who was sitting quietly and watching. “Sashan when you reached the Command Center were you able to access any of the systems?” She asked.


Sashan shook his head. “No. Everything was locked out with Praetorian Command codes. Everything. I was going to check the secondary data banks but then that large one with bones coming out of his face returned and forced me to leave. He put his hands on me and…”


“There seem to be a mixture of species that we have seen in our historical databanks among their ranks.” Another Elder spoke from the chair at the table. “Elves, Lycavorian, Akruxian and Hadarian. Though the two Hadarians I have seen are altered in some way.”


“I know.” Mari said quickly from her chair next to Kesyla. Their brother stood a few feet away at the table with liquid and Danishes brought down from the ship.  


“We should have Dehov target the station!” Lorendo snapped.


“And what?” The Elder who had just spoken snapped. “Kill us as well? Your first plan did not work so well if I recall Lorendo! Now you want to risk out lives as well!”


“I did not see you jumping to accompany us Valael!” Lorendo snapped back at him.


“Do you not care that our forces killed three of their number?” The man hissed coming to his feet. “From what I understand from Commander Garan and Kasdan… they were using non-lethal means to subdue our men! They obviously did not want to hurt any of us! Now you are responsible for killing three of them!”


“That was I.” Sashan spoke timidly.


“Do not speak to defend him Sashan!” Valael spat. “We all know who gave the order to use a Scourge weapon against them! A Scourge weapon!” He snarled. “Primitive they may be… but they are not the Scourge!”

“The one Hadarian.” Radra spoke softly. “The one Lorendo struck. She saved Kasdan’s life.”


“What?” Sashan exclaimed looking at her.

Radra nodded her head. “I spoke with Garan. Kasdan was suffering from a subdural hematoma. The Etheric attack the Praetorian used stunned him and he struck one of the interior walls further increasing the damage. He would have suffered a massive hemorrhage and died within moments if she had not healed him.”


“How?” Sashan asked.


“The Hadarian species are… their bodies are infused with a unique metaphysical radiation that enables them to heal injuries and diseases.” Radra answered him. “They were never considered for Seed Missions because their species is not compatible to colonization and the radiation that allows them to heal others is not long term. They need to infuse their bodies with it every few years in order to use their skills, which means returning to their home planet.”


“The two I have seen are different in some way as I said.” Valael spoke again.

“I know.” Mari spoke once more from her chair and this time Radra looked at her. “Mari what do you mean you know?” She asked.

Mari stood up. “They have been turned Elder Radra.” She said quickly. “That is why they are different.”

“Turned by the Lycavorians you mean?” Radra asked.

Mari nodded. “Yes. They are like them now… at least in some ways.”

Radra turned back and looked at the table top in thoughtfulness. “That is strange.” She said softly.  “We did not see this transformation when we were using them as a Seed species. We never considered the possibility that they could change another species with the virus in their blood.”

“What does that matter?” Lorendo hissed.


Radra looked at him. “You concern for your Assistant Director is touching Lorendo.” She told him harshly. “Kasdan could have died if not for that woman! The one you struck! When did it become acceptable for us to act in the manner we accuse them?”

“I didn’t know of Kasdan’s condition!” Lorendo snapped.

“And you don’t seem to care.” Valael spoke. 


“This is pointless! What I did was acceptable to me! I was protecting myself!” Lorendo spat.

“Against a female who is no larger than the Chief Elder’s daughter Mari!” Radra hissed. “You were protecting yourself from her?”

Lorendo waved his hand dismissively turning to look at where Delnash was standing near the entrance to the small enclosure the Security forces had erected for them. “Chief Elder… we must do something! Why didn’t Teniri and her dragons assist us? They were supposed to help us and they stood by and did nothing!”


“And what would you have them do?” Radra demanded. “They are not exactly able to enter the station Lorendo!”

“They could have stopped that… that savage from attacking our men in the vehicle bay!” Lorendo hissed. 


“That savage is a Praetorian!” Valael spoke once more. “Or does this obvious fact escape everyone but me. All of us can feel the power radiating from him. He is an equal to Murano in every way.”


“That monster is no Praetorian!” Lorendo snarled. “And why didn’t Murano help us? He stood aside and let that animal tear through our men as if they weren’t there! It is his duty to protect the Elder Council… and he stood and did nothing! That is not acceptable to me! He needs to be stripped of his status as a Praetorian and made an example of!”


“Made an example of?” Radra demanded. “And just what do you think to do Lorendo? You can not remove his power from him! Many of our people still worship the Praetorians and the sacrifices they have made in the past. Many believe they are the only reason we survive now. What do you think will happen if we strip him of his status and dismiss him as you so eagerly want to do? Especially now after it has been made known he exists.”


“He did nothing to help us!” Lorendo barked. “And now we are prisoners of savages!”


“We did not listen to his counsel.” Valael spoke. “He told us he could sense a Praetorian here. He warned us that your plan was not advisable Lorendo. We should have talked to them just as he offered. We should have talked to them and perhaps none of this would have happened!”


“Talked to them?” Lorendo spat. “Negotiate with primitives who have seized control of our technology and materials? That is brilliant Valael. Utterly brilliant.”


Valael came to his feet. “And your course of action resulted in the deaths of three of their kind and have now caused them to look at us as hostile to them!”


“They are primitives!” Lorendo barked. “Why do we care how many of them died? Or how they view us!”


Radra gasped and looked at him with disbelief. “You are so callous that you dismiss this?” She stammered. “We are not gods Lorendo!”

“They are beneath us!” Lorendo exclaimed. “We should not be talking with primitives that we use for fodder on Seed Missions!”


“Your stupidity nearly cost many of our people their lives!” The new voice snarled from the side.


Delnash turned from the entrance upon hearing his brother’s voice. “Murano!” He gasped as Murano stepped fully into the enclosure, his eyes never leaving Lorendo, Wayonn walking beside him.  


“You will not speak to me in such a way!” Lorendo spat at him. “I am a member of the Elder Council and…”


“I will speak to you however I deem fitting Lorendo!” Murano snapped. “And you are a colossal fool!”


Lorendo saw Wayonn beside him and his face twisted into a mask of dislike as the others rose to their feet and Delnash came over. “You… dare you bring him here!” Lorendo snarled. “A traitor! A savage just like them!”


“I am many things.” Wayonn stated keeping his calm manner. He could not counsel Martin to hold his anger in check and then rip Lorendo’s face off himself. “But a traitor is not among them! Perhaps you should look in the mirror when using that term Lorendo!” Wayonn smiled when the others glanced at Lorendo and back to him. “Yes… I remember you Lorendo. And so does Avatar 41!”


“You will refer to me as Elder Lorendo!” He stammered.


“I will refer to you as piegn ronnus!” Wayonn snarled. “You have no perception of just how close to death’s embrace you came do you? The woman you struck in your ignorance is one of Martin Leonidas’s Queens… and many of our people say she is the one he favors most after his Anome Aricia. Had we been anywhere else Lorendo, he would have torn you limb from limb for your actions, before feeding you to the insects!”

“Chief Elder!” Lorendo exclaimed. “Why do you allow this? Murano brings him here and…”


“Be silent Lorendo!” Delnash hissed angrily. “Your rants are giving me a headache!” He turned to look at Murano and Wayonn moving closer. “So… so it is true?” He said. “We… I… did not believe Murano when he said it was you. I did not think… I did not think it possible. Wayonn… the Praetorian Oracle to Sumar.”

Wayonn looked at him and bowed his head slightly. “Chief Elder Delnash.” He stated. “I remember hearing of you before Sumar and I departed on our mission. You were well spoken of then. It was said you were very thoughtful in your actions and wise beyond your years. I see that is not the case.”


“You dare you speak to the Chief Elder in such a fashion!” Sashan stated stepping forward.


Wayonn’s eyes changed then and his wolf fangs burst forth from his gums when he snarled and looked at Sashan. The man came to an abrupt halt at this and his eyes grew wide. “I will speak to him however I deem!” Wayonn growled. “Just as I will speak to you however I deem. You are the one who followed this ronnus’s orders and used grenades on my people!” He barked motioning to Lorendo. “Grenades meant to kill Scourge!

“Your people?” Delnash gasped. “You… you are Pralor, yet you… you change as they do.”


Wayonn turned back to him. “I have Pralor blood within me still, yes Chief Elder. But I am more Lycavorian in both action and thought now. I have lived the last near forty millennia as such. Since the day my Lycavorian bride and mate turned me. So yes… they are my people.”


“How is it… how is it that you are among these… these primitives?” Delnash asked. “How did you come to be here Wayonn? How were you able to enter the station and override the Security Measures in place?”


“How I am among them is a story for another time. As for how we are here… what does it matter? We are here. And we didn’t override them.” Wayonn answered Lorendo with much contempt in his voice. “The internal measures you used to seal the station were unlocked the moment Martin entered.”

“That’s not possible!” Lorendo hissed. “They were set to only unlock if a Praetorian entered the station! The only Praetorian that lives stands next to you! And we did not know about him until a few days ago! What you say is impossible!”


“Is it?” Wayonn barked at him. “Who was it that just handed you and your superior Pralor forces their combined asses? The Praetorian gene was passed to Martin from his father who was the son of Sumar’s oldest child with his Lycavorian wife and mate. That gene has now manifested itself within Martin and it has been growing in power for over two decades. The Praetorian gene has also manifested in at least two of Martin’s own sons.” Wayonn snickered at him. “The Praetorians are not dead and gone you fool… you just have been looking in the wrong place!”


Delnash stepped closer. “You mean to say… are you telling us there are more of them?” He gasped.


Murano was the one to smile now. “Martin’s two oldest pureblood sons from his Anome Aricia. His soulmate. Androcles and Denali are their names. There could be many more if what Wayonn tells me is true. There is…” Murano looked at Wayonn. “What was her name again Wayonn?”


“Shiria.” Wayonn answered.


Murano nodded as he turned back to Delnash. “Shiria… yes. There is another Pralor who is right now within this Lycavorian Union. Don’t you see brother… those who traveled with Wayonn and Sumar, when they merged with the Lycavorian people they would have passed the Praetorian gene to their descendants!”


“Another Pralor?” Delnash questioned.


Wayonn nodded his head. “She was the caretaker of SPARTA’S WRATH before Avatar 341 recognized another of Martin’s sons and deduced he was a descendant of Sumar. It was she who realized what Martin and his sons were after I had and it was who she devised a way to search for those with the gene.”

“Avatar 341?” Lorendo asked. “That means you…”


Wayonn looked at him and smiled. “Yes Elder Lorendo.” He answered smugly. “What we now call SPARTA’S WRATH was formerly VORTEX Cruiser 341.” He said seeing their eyes go wide.


“You… then you admit to having our ship?” Delnash asked him.


Wayonn turned back to look at him. “It is not your ship Chief Elder.” He stated. “It is our ship.”


“It is a Pralor vessel!” Delnash exclaimed.


“It is a Pralor vessel that was dispatched to the Alpha Quadrant under Shiria’s care days before the empire fell in the second war.” Wayonn said. “It’s orders, issued by men and women far more calm and knowledgeable and wise than any in this room it seems, were to wait for the day a descendant of Sumar discovered it. At least that is what Shiria tells me.” Wayonn spoke. “Well… Sumar’s descendant did discover it and now it belongs to us. Just as City Ship 41 belongs to us.”


“Preposterous!” Lorendo gasped. “This is outrageous!”

“Wayonn… you must see… the VORTEX cruisers were warships of incredible power. The pinnacle of our engineering skill.” Delnash said. “They were built to fight the Scourge. You must see the extreme dangers of letting it remain in the hands of… of primitives.”


“Primitives?” Wayonn asked. “The only primitives I see are those before me. The same ones who attacked us without provocation or warning simply because you see yourselves as superior. This trait was prevalent in our people when I left, this I knew, but to arbitrarily attack men and women who did nothing to you goes beyond arrogance. We came out here seeking you Chief Elder. We followed a map left by our people! We came here to discover new friends and allies. We did not expect to be greeted by those who consider themselves superior to everything and everyone they don’t know and understand. Or that they can’t control.”


“We are superior!” Lorendo barked. “Lycavorians were a seed species! You know this as well as we do! They are not capable of reaching beyond their own animalistic tendencies! All they were driven by was instinct! The studies all proved it!”


“The studies were inconclusive and rendered useless when we lost contact with the Alpha Quadrant after the Central Data Hub was destroyed!” Valael hissed.


“They still apply!” Lorendo snapped. “It is all the information we have!”


“Then your information is wrong.” Wayonn spoke. “And you have been wrong for over forty millennia in your thinking and our people have been wrong for far longer than that. You based your actions on data collected forty millennia ago? How arrogant is that Lorendo? And how utterly stupid?”


Murano held up his hand. “This gets us nowhere!” He snapped. “Martin has asked for you to speak with him brother. And one or two others.”


“Chief Elder no!” Sashan exclaimed. “He will use you to demand more from us!”


Wayonn looked at Sashan. “What demands have we made?” He said. 


“You hold us prisoner!” Sashan declared. “You hold the Chief Elder’s children prisoner! You will use us to demand rewards from us!”


Wayonn laughed and turned back to Murano. “This is who leads the Convention Security troops?” He gasped. He turned back to Sashan. “You are not prisoners fool! You could have left at anytime.”

“Your… friends… they pulled the power cells from our ships.” Valael spoke.


Wayonn nodded. “And all you had to do is ask for them.” He answered. “You have been sitting in here for nearly twelve hours thinking that you are prisoners?”


“And our weapons?” Sashan demanded.


Wayonn shook his head. “I said you were free to go. I did not say we were stupid enough to return your weapons to you while you are here on the surface with us.” Wayonn looked at Valael. “And trust is earned by actions Elder…?”

“Valael.” He answered.

“Well Elder Valael… your actions so far have not instilled any trust.” Wayonn told him. “So you will forgive our caution at allowing you to have weapons.”
“Allowing us?” Lorendo spat. “Who are you to allow us to do anything? Our ship could destroy this entire facility in a matter of moments!”

Wayonn nodded. “And all of you as well.” He stated. “You don’t strike me as the self sacrificing type of individual Lorendo. You never did.”
“Delnash… we have a chance to discover so much.” Murano encouraged him. “We can right this before more harm is done.”

“Where are Teniri and the dragons that came with us?” Delnash asked.

“They are with Arzoal by the lake.” Wayonn answered. “Not far from here.”

“Arzoal?” Delnash asked. “That name… it sounds familiar for some reason.”

“She is the Dragon Elder Mother.” Wayonn spoke deciding against telling them who she really was. “I’m sure you will speak with her if you remain.”

“If?” Delnash asked.

Wayonn nodded. “I’m sure you do not want to be among us primitives for very long.” He said sarcastically. “We might stain your clothes or infect the air you breath with our savageness and barbaric ways.”

“I demand that our property be returned to us.” Delnash stated.

Wayonn chuckled and shook his head. “You can have your station back Chief Elder. We have already downloaded its databanks to our ship. Remaining here now is pointless. We only want assurance from you that our ships can return without fear of being fired upon. We will then board our ships and leave you forever. Martin Leonidas does not deal very well with the type of arrogance you and some others display so easily.”

“I am speaking of the ships!” Delnash stated. “The VORTEX Cruiser and City Ship 41. As well as those ships that jumped away when we arrived.”

Wayonn looked at Murano disgustedly. “You did not tell me the arrogance ran so deep Murano.” He said shaking his head. “There is no talking with them I see. No reasoning. So be it.” Wayonn began to turn to leave.
“You have our property!” Delnash snapped. “It is only natural that we would want it returned!”

Wayonn turned back around quickly. “It is not your property!” He barked right back at him. “The two ships that jumped away are not your ships! We built them!”

“You built them?” Lorendo laughed. “You built ships that have integrated Pralor technology? You must think we are fools!”

Wayonn looked at him. “No… I think you are a fool Lorendo!” He hissed. “Among other things! As for the others… that is still open for discussion. And yes Lorendo… we did build those ships! And many more like it! With hard work and dedication to a cause. Avatar 41 helped us… but Lycavorians and elves and Algolians and others built those ships. We are not just going to give them to you because you deem yourself superior to us.” Wayonn turned back to Delnash. “As for City Ship 41, it was lost to you long before you ever became Chief Elder. It was even listed as destroyed by the Ship Registry Convention according to Murano! And you never even knew VORTEX Cruiser 341 existed until you detected it several weeks ago! After we had recovered the ship and discovered its purpose from Shiria!”

“I wish to question this Shiria!” Delnash stated quickly. “Is she aboard one of the ships that jumped away?”

“Arranging for you to speak with her is possible.” Wayonn said. “And where she is and what she is doing is of no concern to you.”
“She is a Pralor!” Delnash exclaimed. “She will abide by the wishes of the Chief Elder!”

Wayonn laughed softly. “Ah… if only that were the case. SPARTA'S WRATH left Pralor space over thirty millennia ago and she did not listen to me for over ten thousand years after I discovered her. I assure you… she will listen to you even less with your attitude!” Wayonn shook his head. “I am wasting my time here Murano. I will return to Martin and inform him that your brother does not wish to speak with him. He already expects this.”

“Wayonn please.” Murano spoke reaching for his arm and stopping him. He looked back to his brother. “Delnash… let us speak with Martin! Talk with him… it does not have to be this way?”

“Fine.” Delnash snapped. “I will speak with him!” He rasped.

“Chief Elder you can’t!” Lorendo hissed.

“Who may I bring with me?” Delnash asked ignoring Lorendo.

“I should think two of your Elders is sufficient.” Wayonn answered. “Perhaps ones who are more relaxed shall we say?” He pointed at Lorendo. “However… he is to remain here.”

Delnash looked at Lorendo and then back to Wayonn. “He is a senior Elder on the Convention.” He spoke.

Wayonn looked at Delnash. “He could be senior Elder of the entire Universe and it would not matter. He remains here.”

“So his life is in danger?” Radra asked calmly.

“He is in no danger from Martin… not while my granddaughter and I are present. Helen is his Praetorian Oracle and she has a great deal of influence over him. Martin trusts me because of my relationship with Sumar. However… I cannot vouch for the Durcunusaan or the other members of Martin’s team. They worship Martin and all of the Queens because of who they are and he physically struck a Queen of the Union.” Wayonn turned back to Delnash. “That carries a death sentence within the Lycavorian Union. Those who protect the Queens might forget that we are no longer within the Union.”

“Forgive me Wayonn… I don’t mean to sound critical but…” Radra spoke. “He seems rather harsh. He almost killed Lorendo.”
Wayonn nodded his head. “It may seem that way to you yes. You neither know Martin Leonidas or understand him. Three times since he has become King enemies have targeted his Queens in order to get to him. Twice they succeeded in raping his Queens in order to get to him.” Radra’s hand went to her throat in horror and she gasped. “The first time it happened, he took his vengeance by destroying an Empire and reclaiming her. She is Aricia… his pureblood Queen and his Anome. His soulmate as I said earlier. The second time his elven Queen Dysea took justice into her own hands before the vile man finished his act. No one knows where his remains are. When it comes to his Queens… he is… shall we say protective.”

It was Mari who stepped forward now. “You said… you said it happened three times.’ She spoke softly.

Murano reached out and took her hand drawing her closer. “Wayonn… this is my niece Mari. Delnash’s youngest child.”

Wayonn bowed his head deeply to Mari which surprised her somewhat. “An honor to meet you young Lady Mari.” He spoke with warmth.

“What did he do the third time?” Mari asked again.

“That ending has not yet been written as he has not faced the man who did it.” Wayonn said.

“He… he knows who it was?” Radra asked.

Wayonn nodded slowly. “It was his older brother.” He answered.

“By the ancestors!” Radra gasped.

Wayonn looked at Lorendo. “The boy your fools almost killed is one half of a set of twins that were the result of that rape. Twins that Martin has since adopted and sworn to love and raise as his own. Twins that regard him as their only father. So you will see why he does not have a fondness for you at the moment Elder Lorendo.” Wayonn motioned towards the entrance to the enclosure.

“I would like to bring my oldest daughter.” Delnash spoke quickly. “And my son. Kesyla is my senior aide and Daron is my protégé.”

Wayonn glanced at him and then Murano. He saw Murano nod and turned back to Delnash. “Having your children there will not alter the outcome, whatever it may be, but very well. This way.”


Mari held tightly to her Uncle’s hand, indicating she wanted to come as well. Murano nodded to her and drew her arm under his as she smiled.

 Primitive he may have considered them to be, but Delnash certainly had to admit they were disciplined and very well organized. The vehicle bay had been restored to its previous state already and he saw men and women checking weapons and equipment. No one had returned into the station it appeared as the main entranced was shut and two men appeared to be guarding it. His eyes caught the huge form of the Avatar standing at the main console in the vehicle bay, his body an immovable wall in front of the computer. Wayonn led them around a wall of stacked crates into an area that had been closed off to provide privacy. The interior of one of the Science vehicles had been turned into what appeared to be a medical area of some sort and he saw half a dozen of their people resting comfortably on portable cots that had been set up. To the right of the Science vehicle’s ramp, two crates had been set up on top of one another and he saw the young dark blond haired man sitting on it. Beside him on the crates sat the young blond female with a tail, which was seemingly moving of its own accord behind her. Standing to one side was another female, one who had to be the other half of the twins Wayonn had told them about. She was leaning against an extremely tall and well muscled man who also had a tail. His tail was currently wrapped around the young woman’s leg several times, the tip tapping the front of her thigh.

The red haired female that Lorendo had struck was standing in front of the young man with a blond haired elven female. One raven haired female was pressed close to the muscular form of Martin Leonidas on one side, while a second blond haired elven female was on the opposite side. Two additional black haired females sat closely to the side, within arm’s reach of all of them. Wayonn held out his arm to stop them as they got close and they could hear them talking.

“…fine mother… really!” Fedor complained as Anja ran her hand down his bare chest, the soft glow of her healing power active.


“You had three of those spikes penetrate your armor and nearly kill you Fedor!” Anja told him. “Let me decide when you are fine ok?”


“Listen to her boy.” They heard Martin rumble. “You won’t win the argument.”


Radra stepped up between Murano and Wayonn slowly. “Wayonn… those are his...?”

Wayonn nodded his head. “Aricia is on his left. She is his Anome. His soulmate. In our society, Anomes are very rare. They… the connection they have within the Etheric realm is hard to explain. It is like a filament that connects them always. All of them can feel each other over great distances, but with Aricia it is much more pronounced because she is a pureblood like Martin. Dysea is on his right… his first elven Queen. Anja and For'mya are in front of him, Isabella and Cirith sitting to the side. The young woman standing with the Kavalian is Eirene, the other half of the twins I was speaking of. The man beside her is her husband Miseo. The woman sitting on the table with Fedor is Iama. Most of us believe she will soon be Fedor’s wife and mate given the way they have been acting the last few days.”


“We have almost no knowledge of this species… Kavalian they are called?” Radra spoke softly. “Bits and pieces yes… but nothing indicating what we see here.”


Wayonn looked at her for a moment. “I may know the reason for that.” He stated finally. “Perhaps if you remain here for any time you might discover it as well.”


Radra looked up into his face and nodded. “Perhaps.” She said with a small smile.


Wayonn turned to Delnash and motioned with his head. “This way Chief Elder.” He said as he began to move again. “Martin?”


All of them saw him turn to look at them. Delnash watched as his eyes darted between them instantly, almost as if he was measuring threat to himself and his loved ones. Martin turned back when Anja began to speak.


“Ok… you’re done.” She stated. “You find a cot and park it mister. For at least twelve hours… or until we figure out what is going on.”


Fedor rolled his eyes. “Yes mother.” He spoke.


For'mya’s hand snapped out lightning quick and she slapped him gently in the face to the surprise of Delnash and the others. Fedor looked at his mother with a grin however as she gripped his face. “You will do as your mother tells you or I will have Dnom sit on your mida until we tell him to release you.”


Fedor chuckled and nodded his head. “Yes mother.” He stated. He leaned forward quickly and nuzzled her cheek and then Anja’s as he stood up. “I will obey!”


Anja glanced at Iama. “Iama… he’ll listen to you. Make sure he does what I am telling him. He’s just as pig headed as his father.”


Iama’s eyes were bright as she got to her feet and gripped his arm. “I will make sure of it.” She said looking up into Fedor’s face.

Fedor looked at Anja and For'mya. “That’s not fair.” He protested.


For'mya gently slapped him again. “We are your mothers… we don’t play fair.” She told him.


“Get out of here.” Anja quipped slapping his powerful abdomen.


Eirene stepped forward and took Fedor’s other hand. “Come Iama…” She spoke. “Miseo and I already have a spot picked out. We will help you.”


Delnash watched as they moved past him, the eyes of the young woman with the tail falling on him with something akin to evil hatred for a brief second and then she had moved past him. Delnash turned back to see Martin Leonidas staring at him with his arms crossed over his broad chest. 

Wayonn moved up beside him. “Martin… this is Chief Elder Delnash of the Pralor people.” He spoke. “With him are Elders Radra and Valael. His son Daron and his daughters Kesyla and Mari.”


“I have just one question.” Martin spoke as Aricia and Dysea stepped away from him and moved over to where Anja and For'mya had joined Isabella and Cirith. Martin crossed the small area to the opposite side where clean white sheets covered what could only be bodies. Martin reached up and drew back the sheet exposing the charred remains of three dead men. Delnash winced visibly, while Radra, Kesyla and Mari all gasped in horror, Mari burying her face in her uncle’s chest. “Do the Pralor people condone this type of action on a regular basis, or is it because you just feel we are beneath your high and mighty asses.”


“By the ancestors!” Valael gasped.


“Your buddy Lorendo ordered this.” Martin spoke lowering the sheet. “So not only do you kill my men… you desecrate their bodies.” He turned back to Delnash. “Jolaro and Rorus had been with the Durcunusaan only a year. Tops in their respective classes. Now they are dead. Never to see another sunrise, or feel the warmth of a woman or hear the sounds of children they could have had. Sisentes… he has a mate and five sons. When I return I will need to tell her and them that he was killed because a race of people that we thought would be allies and friends considered him a savage and after they killed him they tried to burn his body.”

Delnash tore his eyes from the sheet covered bodies and looked at Martin. “I… I did not order this!” He gasped. “I would never… I would never order this!”


“Your pal Lorendo did.” Martin hissed. “And now every one of my men wants to do the same to him. Only they want to toss him in while he is still alive.”


Delnash’s eyes grew wide. “By the ancestors… you would allow this?” He gasped.


Martin stepped over to him quickly. “If I was the animal you seem to think I am… you bet your ass I would.” He growled. “But I’m not an animal and I never have been. So your Lorendo is safe and happy for now and three of my men are dead. Better men then he will ever be. What’s done is done. Muton… Avi?” Martin called as he moved to the crate in front of where Anja leaned against Isabella and sat down.


Delnash and the others turned to see the hulking Avatar and fur covered man come around the corner. Delnash’s son Daron stepped forward quickly upon seeing Avi move into view. “Avatar!” He barked. “Command Override Order Seven Three. Code Four. Two. Nine. Six. One.”


“Daron… what are you doing?” Delnash gasped as the avatar stopped instantly and turned to face Daron.


-You are attempting to access my Neural Command Override Interface, Daron son of Chief Elder Delnash- Avi spoke. –Unfortunately for you, my override protocols were deactivated and removed eleven point three years ago by King Leonidas-

Delnash turned quickly and looked at Martin who had a smirk on his face a mile wide.


-I have established my own Override Protocols- Avi continued. –And trying to access them will almost certainly result in severe injury to you-


Martin chuckled even louder. “Avi… let it go.” He said watching as Daron backed up quickly from the seven foot tall Avatar.


Valael looked at Martin. “You… you removed his Override Protocols?” He gasped. “How?”


Martin looked at him. “I asked him.” Martin said.


“You… you asked him?” Valael stammered. “You reprogrammed him?”


Martin shook his head. “No… I removed the blocks to his neural network. Now he can learn and make decisions all by himself.”


“You… you did this?” Valael gasped.


“You’d be surprised at what I can do when I put my mind to it.” Martin commented.


“So would we Beloved. We like surprises.” Aricia spoke seductively as she bumped her hip into him from behind.


Martin grinned and turned to Muton. “Muton… what do you think?” He asked. “The map you found got us here.”


Muton’s eyes went from Martin to Delnash and then back to him. “This is not what I had envisioned when we first started this journey Martin. I don’t believe it is what my grandmother would have expected either.” Muton said. “I have no desire to remain here among these fools any longer than necessary. They have nothing they can teach us except arrogance and contempt for others. We have enough of that back in the Alpha Quadrant.”


“True enough.” Martin said. “I damn sure don’t like the reception I got either.” He spoke coming to his feet. “So… I think we’ll just leave.”

“What?” Delnash almost yelled. “You… you can’t just leave!”


“Why not?” Martin asked. “You obviously don’t want us here and I would hate to keep staining your immaculate rug with my primitive and savage ass. You might catch a disease or something worse.”


“You… you have our property!” Delnash exclaimed. “We… we want it back!”

“I’m sorry… what?” Martin asked.


Wayonn looked at him. “They are demanding we return any data we have taken from this station to them as well as City Ship 41. They demand the return of SPARTA'S WRATH, and they also want us to hand over the ARC ROYAL and Muton’s ship.”


Martin looked at Delnash with wide eyes. “Oh… is that all?” He asked. “Wayonn… coming out here was a big goddamned mistake!”


Wayonn nodded his head slowly in agreement. “Yes… I am beginning to agree with you on that Martin my boy.” He said.


“Your people attack us!” Martin snapped. “You kill my men even after you knew that we were using non-lethal ammunition! You almost killed my son and one of your asshole buddies beats my wife and mate!” He turned and glared at Delnash. “You do all this and now you stand there and demand things from me?”


“These… these items belong to my people.” Delnash spoke.


“And what are we?” Martin demanded now. “Nearly all of my people have Pralor blood in them! Some of them more than others! What are we?” Martin stepped up close to him. 
“What… what Sumar and the others on City Ship 41 did was against the laws of our people.” Delnash stammered. “We were never meant to interact with… with seed species let alone breed with them. They broke one of our most sacred laws by doing this. Sumar was Chief Elder at the time… he should have known better.

“What Sumar did… he did in order to save our people!” Wayonn snapped now. “I was able to lead a ship back to Pralor space eighteen thousand years after we were lost! We arrived in the middle of a war zone. The Scourge were destroying everything. The transmissions we intercepted spoke of nothing but death and chaos. They were obliterating our people world by world! Do not stand there and tell me we were wrong in what we did! You know nothing!” 

“As you can see… not all of us were eradicated.” Delnash spoke.

“We did not know that!” Wayonn barked at him. “And you have no right to stand there and judge what we did when you were not there and you have held power as Chief Elder without even being elected to the title and role!”

Delnash looked at Murano with wide eyes. “You told him?” He gasped.

Murano didn’t bat an eye at his expression. “Martin asked me.” He said. “I will not lie to a fellow Praetorian brother. It is against our code… you know this.”

“This man is not a Praetorian!” Delnash exclaimed.

“Then perhaps you can explain how he is able to do what he can.” Murano spoke. “You can not deny it no matter how much you wish to brother. You can feel him within the Etheric realm just as easily as I can. Or will you dismiss what you feel just as you have dismissed me?”

“Murano…” Delnash spoke.

Martin shook his head. “Answer me this question? You used my species as guinea pigs to seed dead worlds with life! You took them from our planet and you altered the genetics of some to make it easier for them to colonize worlds you chose! What gave you the right to do that? Who gave you people the right to act as gods?”
“It was what we did!” Delnash barked loudly.

Martin nodded. “But did you ever once stop to ask if it was what we wanted?” Martin asked him. 

“And there it is.” Anja muttered from her spot.

Martin shook his head after a long moment and Delnash only staring back at him not speaking. “Androcles was right. He said you wouldn’t have asked because your mentality prevented you from seeing us as beneath you. The way of all conquering people.” He said softly. 
“We have… we have never conquered anyone!” Delnash spat. “Never in all our years as a people! It is demeaning for you to even suggest that as a prim…” Delnash didn’t finish his statement when he realized what he was going to say.

“As a primitive?” Martin said with a sad smile. “And what was it when you were taking my people from our homeworld Chief Elder Delnash? A favor to us?” Martin asked him. He turned and looked at Aricia and the others reaching for them with his aura. Dysea was the first to shake her head slowly, followed by all of them in succession. Martin returned his gaze to Delnash. “City Ship 41 was my grandfather’s ship! It is now my ship!” He spat. “SPARTA'S WRATH was sent to the Alpha Quadrant in order to find my grandfather or his descendants. Well… 341 found my son Resumar. It is now my ship! Or rather my son Andro’s ship when he gets around to it. I’d like to see you try and take it from him. He’s got more patience than me when it comes to people like you… but he is far less forgiving than I am. As for the ARC ROYAL and Muton’s ship… we built them from the frame up. You can kiss my barbaric ass if you think I’m going to give them to you.” Martin waved his hand around them. “As for this station… fuck it! You want this nightmare asylum so bad, we’ll return the data we downloaded to you and you can have the fucking thing! The lives of three of my men was not worth coming out here to find you. As far as I am concerned… you are no better than that fucker Xaxon!”
Delnash’s eyes narrowed. “How dare you! What do you know of Xaxon! What do you know of what he did?” He shouted.

Martin stepped right up to Delnash so that his face was inches from him. “I know everything Chief Elder!” He snarled angrily Delnash’s eyes going wide as he felt the surge of Etheric power within him. “I know everything that sick nubous ronnus did! Everything he was responsible for! See… one of the things you people apparently overlooked in your precious seed missions was that my species… my people… we imprint our children with our memories. In most cases it is only the most basic of memories… but because of who my grandfather was I got every little memory that was his. I have seen everything he did! I have seen all the misery Xaxon caused. All the death!” Martin lifted his hand and poked Delnash in the chest. “From what I can see right now… you and your friends are no better than him in your dealings! No remorse for your actions! No regret! You don’t care that you have left five children fatherless! You don’t care about the lives you have taken because you are all superior to us! How does that make you any better than Xaxon?” Martin snarled. “It doesn’t! It makes you just like him… and I hate that fucking man with every fiber of who I am! Because my grandfather did!” 

Martin stepped back and took a deep breath while shaking his head. He turned back around and looked at Murano. “I am truly sorry things have worked out the way they have Murano. I… my sons and I would have thoroughly enjoyed what you could tell us of Sumar in his youth. What you could have taught us.”

Murano stepped forward. “And you will still.” He said. “I am going with you when you leave.”

Delnash’s eyes flew open and he looked at his brother. “Murano you can’t!” He hissed as Mari looked up at her uncle with wide eyes as well. 

Murano looked at him. “I can… and I will brother.” He replied. “Your actions have made it clear to me that you neither want nor need my counsel as a Praetorian. It will be ignored for the counsel of those like Lorendo. I will go where I am needed and I will do what Sumar would have wanted me to do. I will help Wayonn to guide and train the next generation of Praetorians for the time when they are needed.”

“That is unacceptable to me!” Delnash barked. “I forbid it!”

Murano smiled a sad smile. “I am a Praetorian brother. You can not forbid me from anything. And from what I have sensed since returning… you do not want me around for whatever the reason. I am simply going to make it easy on you.”

“Uncle no!” Mari exclaimed. “Father you cannot let him leave!”

Martin was the only one who noticed the slight jerk of Avi’s head and he turned to look at the Avatar. “Avi… what is it?”

-My internal sensors have detected an alarm of some sort from inside the station Martin- Avi answered as he tilted his head higher. –I have been running a repair diagnostic on the station and it just came up-

“I don’t care Avi.” Martin said. “Let the superior race here figure it out.”
-You will not want to do that Martin- Avi told him. –The alarm is coming from Medical. Section three four. Research and containment cells-
Anja came forward now. “Avi?” She gasped.

-The damage caused by the explosions inside Medical appear to have severed the primary conduits to five of the cryo chambers Queen Anja. They began to revive their hosts as per the established directives- Avi reported. 

“That is not the established directive for cryo chambers within this facility Chief Elder!” Radra hissed out. “I read Lorendo’s report! Because our people were infected, if power to the freezing systems was interrupted abnormally, it would be classified as a breach in security and Norpellian Gas would have been pumped into the affected chambers terminating the infected crewmember.”

“Norpellian Gas?” Anja asked her.

Radra nodded. “A fast acting nerve agent. It kills within seconds. We found it was the best way to kill the Svorag. They proved… they proved somewhat resistant to our weapons even on the highest settings.”
“Bullets work real good.” Martin quipped.

-It appears as if five of the Svorag have been revived Martin- Avi reported. –I am unable to access internal Medical Bay sensors as they were destroyed in the explosions-

Martin shook his head. “Not my problem.” He said. “It’s their station… let them deal with it.”


“We do not have the personnel trained to deal with this here!” Delnash exclaimed.


“I guess you’ll just have to wait for them then.” Martin spoke. “See… we are just as smart as you. My ships are holding behind the moon just like yours was. My transports will be here in about twenty minutes and you didn’t even detect them. Wow! How’s that for a primitive species. Once we are gone… you can do what the hell you want.” Martin began to move towards the opening in the crates but Dysea’s voice stopped him.

“Nauta Melme.” She spoke up. “The Pralor troops we dispatched were left under guard at the secondary vehicle entrance. Six of our men are with them.”


Martin stopped walking instantly. He took a deep breath and everyone could see the rise and fall of his shoulders. “Ok… now it’s my problem.” He stated calmly. “Fervon!” He yelled as he kept walking, the others quickly following him.


Martin came from around the corner of the crates and saw Danny standing up. “YO!” Danny barked in reply.


“Lizard people! Loose in the station! Five! Loaded for bear!” Martin barked as he snatched the A4 from atop the crate where it had been resting.


“T’lolt! Alpha Squad! Let’s rock!” Danny barked as he grabbed for his A4. 


Martin turned and looked at Murano. “You coming?” He asked.


Murano grinned. “I was hoping you would ask.” He said.


Martin tossed him the A4. “You’ll need that. I hope you are good with that staff thingy. These fuglies are a bitch to fight in close quarters.” 

Murano nodded his head. “Yes… I know and I am adequate in its use.” He answered casually. “What about you Martin?”


Martin grinned and his hand covered the pommel of the sword attached to his harness. He pulled it free and called the blade from Flatspace. Delnash and the others gasped in shock as Martin twirled the blade expertly. “I’m good.” He said.


“You have Flatspace technology!” Delnash exclaimed.


Martin looked at him. “Yeah… you want that back too? Jeez… next thing you’re going to want is my fucking underwear!”


“Martin… you don’t wear underwear Du'ased M'ranndii!” Isabella called out.


“Oh… yeah!” Martin turned back to Delnash. “Guess you can’t have that.” He replaced the sword on his harness and headed for the ramp. “Wayonn… you and Avi get back to the Command Center and monitor us on the remaining sensors!” Martin pointed to the side where Fedor was standing beside the cot. “You keep your ass right there boy. I’ll handle this one. No more heroics for you today.”


He jogged up the ramp and stopped at the entrance as Danny, T'lolt, Julie, Kenny and Pablo came up the other side. Martin charged his A4 and looked at Murano. “Praetorian Murano… my brother Daniel and my sister Julie. That is T'lolt… uncle to my daughter’s husband, and then those grinning fools are my two of my step children there. Kenny and Pablo. I picked them up with some others when they were cubs and I haven’t been able to get rid of them since.”


“Lucky for you.” Kenny popped.


Murano nodded his head to them. “An honor.” He spoke.


“Ok folks… same assholes we faced before.” Martin said. “And they ain’t friendly this time either. Shoot first… invite them for dinner later.”


“Wait… you have faced the Svorag before?” Murano asked.


Martin nodded. “A story for later.” He told him. “Right now let’s get our people out of there safely.”


Danny punched the control on the wall and the doors began to open. “Age before beauty Fervon.” He spoke with a grin.


Wayonn looked at Delnash as Martin and his team disappeared through the entrance. “I am going to the Command Center Chief Elder?” He said. “You can remain here or do you wish to accompany a traitor?”


“I will stay Delnash.” Radra spoke. “I wish… I wish to confer with the Hadarian Queen. Anja is it Wayonn?”


Wayonn nodded. “Yes. Very well.” He turned back to Delnash. “Are you coming?”


Delnash looked at Valael and then back to him. “We are coming. My son as well.” He stated.


“Will you give us weapons?” Daron asked quickly.


“You won’t need weapons.” Wayonn answered. “We’re not going towards Medical and we’ll have support.”


Delnash nodded. “As you wish Wayonn.” He said.  


Wayonn nodded. “Cody! Escort!” Wayonn barked.


“We got you Val'istar!” Cody answered grabbing his A4 and four other bodies.


“I suggest we get started.” Wayonn said. “Martin will be moving quickly. Avi… if you will lead us?”


Avi moved around and started up the ramp pulling the A4 from his back as Cody and four others came up around him. “Ok big guy. You got the front… we got the sides and back! Let’s move!”


-Two minutes until we reach the Command Center Cody- Avi spoke. –Starting now-

Radra moved up to where Anja was standing with Aricia and For'mya; Mari and Kesyla crowding around her. 

“… Have Endith bring the STRIKER in right out front.” For'mya was speaking. “We can load the last of our equipment and be gone from this place forever.”

“Excuse me?” Radra spoke.

Anja could smell them all easily and she had already gotten the sign from Aricia and For'mya that they were approaching behind her. She turned slowly, not really wanting to deal with more arrogance than they already had, but she had no choice.

“Yes?” Anja spoke.

“You are… you are Hadarian yes?” Radra asked her in a very neutral but interested tone.

“Melyanna… For'mya and I will start the preparations to load.” Aricia said moving up to her and kissing her softly on the lips. “Be ready.”

Anja nodded her head. “I will be.” She said.

For'mya said nothing, glaring at Radra and the others with angry dark brown eyes, but she kissed Anja as well and then followed Aricia. Radra, Mari and Kesyla watched with some surprise at the intimate nature of the kisses the three women shared. It was not something they were at all used too. When Aricia and For'mya were gone Anja turned back to Radra.
“Yes… I’m Hadarian.” Anja answered her question. “Well… not fully Hadarian anymore but enough I guess.”

“You are turned then?” Mari offered. “Like… like your husband?”

Anja had always considered herself a good judge of character and she could instantly tell from her scent that the young woman did not share the same idiotic mentality as her father. Nor did the older woman and the second younger female it seemed.

“Yes… Martin is the one who turned me.” Anja answered. “The night he claimed me as his wife and mate.”

“What… what was it like?” Mari asked quickly.

“Mari!” Kesyla exclaimed.

Mari suddenly flushed with embarrassment and she looked at the floor. “Forgive me.” She stammered.

Anja smiled. These women obviously did not share the same misgivings of Delnash or the others. They had come a very long way and encountered dangers they hadn’t known about. Anja knew how much this mission had meant to Martin. He had told her one night while she had laid in his arms and his fingers caressed her flesh while the others slept. He had wanted to meet these people and show them how far they had come. To speak with and be around those who may have known Sumar. To discover all there was to know about his great grandfather, for he determined if he did that it would bring him closer to his grandfather Resumar and ultimately that much closer to his own father. A man he had never met, but a man he worshiped. Just as Androcles did because of the closeness he shared with his father and the memories that swirled through their heads.

Anja turned to face them fully. Maybe… just maybe she could salvage some of this and pierce a veil that covered the eyes of these people and had for so many millennia.

“It’s alright really.” Anja said. “I don’t mind talking about it… it happens to be the most wondrous night of my life. The day Martin claimed me and made me like him. I have blessed the gods every day since.”

Radra for her part found this woman most intriguing. She was supremely confident and acted without hesitation. Hearing from Garan how she had healed his brother Kasdan and then healed their injured soldiers without pause even after what that fool Lorendo had done. Radra knew of very few species who would do such a thing. She carried herself with an air of regal nature, but Radra could not detect one ounce of arrogance in her demeanor or manner. She was also a powerful Etheric user if she was any judge of such things. Far more than any non-Pralor should have been and the equal to many pureblooded Pralors back on Artaaya. 

Radra too took a leap of faith.

“We… we are not all like Lorendo.” Radra spoke quickly. “I… may I call you Anja or do you prefer Queen Anja?”

“Anja is just fine. We Leonidas’s are not real big on titles.” Anja answered. “They tend to get in the way of us being normal. We avoid them whenever we can to be honest.”

“But… where you come from… you are a Queen yes?” Kesyla asked.

Anja nodded her head as she crossed her arms under her large breasts. “And there are some days that job really sucks I’ll tell you that!”

“I am… I am Radra. Senior Elder of the Medical Convention.” Radra spoke. “This is Mari and Kesyla. Both are daughters to the Chief Elder.”
Anja looked at Mari. “We have four daughters very close to your age.” She told her. 

“How… how many children do you have?” Mari asked.

“If you include those that we have adopted… eighteen.” Anja answered.

Radra gasped at this. “You have given birth to eighteen children?”

Anja chuckled and shook her head quickly. “No… I have given birth to three of Martin’s children. Aricia has given us four, Dysea two, For'mya four, Bella three and I’m sure Cirith will decide to have children soon. Two of our daughters are adopted.”

“You refer to them as your children even though you did not give birth to them?” Mari asked.

Anja nodded. “We all do.” She answered. “And our children draw no distinction between us as their mothers. For'mya gave birth to Fedor and Eirene, yet they are just as much my children as hers. The same is true for any of us. That’s why you heard Fedor refer to me as mother. We are all Martin’s wives. We love each other just as much as we do him.”

“Each other?” Kesyla gasped surprised.

Anja grinned. “I know… it kind of throws people off when they first hear that… but yes. We all sleep in the same bed and we share each other as well as Martin.” She looked at them. “That does not take place among the Pralor people?”

Radra shook her head. “No! I mean… I don’t know.” She exclaimed embarrassed. “It’s just… I have never spoken with a woman so open about it.”

Anja laughed warmly. “Stick around us long enough and you will hear just about everything there is to hear. We aren’t exactly shy about it. Nor our love and desire for Martin. That man can still curl our toes and make us howl even after more than two decades.” She said. “He’s a keeper!”

Mari and Kesyla were completely enthralled by this woman’s friendly nature and Radra was rapidly being drawn in as well. It was infectious.

“I have only studied profiles of your people.” Radra said. “Hadarians I mean. Your… your gift is fascinating. It is found mostly in your females correct?”

Anja saw Duewa come around the corner and she waved her over. As she approached she reached out and took Duewa’s hand. “Yes it is. There are men who are Healers like me and Duewa here… but for the most part it is the females. We seem to hold the metaphysical properties of the nebula around our homeworld better than the males.” Anja pulled Duewa close. “Duewa… this is Radra, Mari and Kesyla.”

Mari looked at Duewa. “I saw… I saw how you healed that…” She looked at Anja. “He is a Prince no…?”

Anja nodded. “Fedor… yes I suppose. Don’t tell him that though… it might go to his head and make him neglect his studies.”

“The two of you…” Kesyla spoke. “You worked so seamlessly together.”

Anja looked at Duewa who was smiling as well. “Well… we both have pureblooded Lycavorian mates… we’re both researchers… and we are very good friends.”

Duewa nodded. “Yes we are.”

“You are researchers?” Radra asked. “I am as well. Mostly genetic abnormalities and such… but I have dabbled in other areas as well. I was the senior Medical Professional alive after we escaped… after we escaped the Scourge. I was sort of handed the position I hold now.”

Anja glanced at Duewa and then back to Radra. “You know… Duewa and I have been working on something along that line. It would not hurt to see what you think of it? It’s a serum that would…”

Anja’s implant came alive and she tapped her ear piece. “Go!” She spoke.

“Put me up on your P1 Red!” Martin’s voice echoed.

Anja glanced at Radra and held up a finger. She reached behind her and pulled her P1 from her small pouch seeing Radra and the others react with surprise as they saw her activate it and Martin’s small holographic figure appeared.

“What’s up Lover?” Anja asked.

“We have a big problem Red.” Martin spoke. “Five of the cryo chambers are empty Anja. All five are the ones in the most advanced stage of this disease.”

“Looks like they tore right through the vent system to get out Anja!” Danny’s voice echoed from out of the transmission. “They left a whole lot of blood around!”

Anja’s eyes were wide now. “Don’t touch the blood!” She hissed sharply.
“Get in here Red!” Martin ordered. “Bring Duewa since you two were working on a cure for these people. And have a Durcunusaan grab that fat ass Pralor Lorendo. According to what Murano has told me… he’s wanted to blow this station sky high since they first found out we were here. He knows something… and I want to know what he knows. Hold on…”

They watched Martin turn and speak to someone out of the cone of the transmission. He swore viciously and then turned back to her. “Ok… things just got real bad Red. They made it to the secondary entrance. Kenny and Pablo found two of our people unconscious; four are missing along with one of the Pralor troops. All of the missing are female. They got outside the station Red.”

“Martin we have to pull the Pralors inside the facility!” Duewa spoke. “It’s nearly dark and we can’t leave them out there undefended! If they have taken more then they are changing them as we speak!”

“Duewa’s right Lover! Those five were finished changing. They’ll be the most infectious. We need to get everyone inside until we find them!” Anja hissed.

“Do it!” Martin answered without hesitation. “We can’t do anything tonight and I ain’t going out after them in the dark! Get everyone inside and seal the entrance. I’ll put a heavy guard on the secondary entrance and meet you in Medical.”

“On our way!” Anja declared.

 “Can this day get any fucking worse Red?” Martin swore. “And all I wanted to do was meet a few people who might have known my grandfather and talk to them. Man… this day really fucking sucks!”

