CHAPTER THIRTEEN
ONTEROM


“…inside for the night. We’ll go out at first light and try to find them. These bastards are quick and deadly and I don’t want to risk anyone if I don’t have too, not to mention that from what I saw, these fools couldn’t protect themselves from a bad cold.” 
Martin was sitting on the edge of the computer station facing the QCR holo disc. In the transmission was the single person Martin Leonidas trusted beyond all others in the Universe. Sitting at the table in the transmission, the dark gray bulkhead wall his background, was his first born son Androcles. The Quantum Subspace Communications Relay was locked out and coded only to him at the moment and that was how he was going to keep it for the foreseeable future. Martin was many things, but stupid wasn't one of them. The Pralors they had met so far did not instill a whole lot of trust with their actions so far. Delnash was still clinging to his superiority complex and Martin trusted Lorendo about as far as he could spit. The verdict was still out on some of them, Anja telling him that the woman Radra seemed genuinely warm and Delnash’s daughters were very open and talkative, especially the youngest Mari. She seemed taken with Murano and him for some reason, always looking at them and watching what they did and she was odd in an interesting sort of way. Martin sensed something from her but could not place his finger on it. He had questioned Murano quickly and Murano told him that he felt it to, but it was hard to pin down. He said that he thought Mari might have the Praetorian gene, but if she did, even on a dormant level then he and Martin should have been able to sense it easily considering how strong they both were.


There was too much going on here. Too much Martin didn’t understand and far too many questions with no answers. 

Martin looked at his son in the transmission. The one individual that understood how he thought and what went through his mind better than even the women he loved and his Bonded Brother Torma.


“As much as I hate to say it, I’m thinking things aren’t going to work out as I had hoped here Andro.” Martin spoke softly. “Murano has already said he will return with us. He is just as fed up with the others as we are it seems. The others I’m not real sure of. This Chief Elder has a stick up his ass… but I get the sense it’s more because he feels overwhelmed. This Lorendo character I wouldn’t trust with a dull spoon. He… he reminds me of Laustinos.”

Martin watched Andro shake his head. “That is not good.” Androcles said softly.


“No… it’s not.” Martin agreed. “He’s hiding something. A lot of something’s I believe. And if he gets near your mothers again… one of them is going to turn him into goo after what he did to Anja.”


Andro looked at him. “This Murano father… he is the one who fought beside grandfather Sumar?” Andro asked.


Martin nodded his head confidently. “He’s got his sibfla together and he can help us to better understand what we have flowing through us Andro. The Tomes, Wayonn, they can only do so much… but Murano… he can actually teach us!”


“I am very happy to hear you say that Martin.” Murano’s voice spoke causing Martin to turn slightly and push off from the console. “Your...” Murano smiled slightly remembering the tongue lashing Helen had given him not more than ten minutes ago about calling her Praetorian Oracle. He moved into the Command Center slowly looking at Martin. “Helen… she said you would be talking to your son and that I could enter. I hope… I hope you don’t mind?”

Martin shook his head and waved Murano forward. “No… I’m actually glad you are here. You should meet Androcles at least in this way. Praetorian Murano, my oldest son Androcles. Andro… this is Murano.”


Murano stepped up to the transmission and gazed at Andro as he came to his feet from behind the table where he was sitting. Murano was amazed at the similarities between father and son. They were frighteningly close in appearance and the imposing physical presence that they projected and both of them looked more like Sumar than even Murano could believe. In an pseudo opposite look, Androcles had short cropped hair and a meticulously trimmed mustache and goatee compared to his father’s near shoulder length hair and similarly trimmed full beard. Yet there was no denying that they were father and son. “It is a pleasure Androcles.” He spoke.


Andro bowed his head deeply in a show of respect. “Praetorian Murano.” He spoke. “My father has spoken well of you.”


“You have your mother’s eyes young man.” Murano said. “They are… they are quite striking.”


Andro nodded his head with a smile. “Something my father has told me gets me into more trouble than most.”


Murano chuckled. “I would imagine it would with the young females of your species.” He stated.


“I wouldn’t know sir.” Andro answered. “My six wives and mates might not appreciate that.”


Murano’s eyes grew wide. “Six?” He gasped turning to Martin. “Like father like son I see.” He spoke.


“Yeah… and like me… if he screws up they cut his nor off.” Martin said with a grin. 


Andro nodded in agreement. “Yes… no doubt. They do take after my mothers in that regard.” He said.


Martin looked at him. “Do you… do you have anyone Murano?”


Murano met his eyes. “No. There was… there was someone many years ago, but the life as a Praetorian is not easy and it was not something that she was comfortable with. I understood her decision and remained away as she asked me.”


“I’m sorry.” Martin said softly.


“I loved her deeply… and part of that love was doing what she asked of me.” Murano told him. “I believe she has moved on with her life. I am happy for her.”


“You haven’t moved on?” Andro asked him.


“As you and your father well know young Androcles… when you find the right woman, the one who holds your essence… you can never move forward.” Murano said. “I honored her choice and the strength it took for her to make that choice. I chose not to move on however. That was my choice.”


Martin nodded his head. “Fair enough.” He said. “I was telling him… I was telling Andro how things don’t appear to be working out as well as we had hoped Murano.” Martin spoke. “As you no doubt have seen, I don’t deal well with the kind of arrogance everyone is showing with the exception of a few. It’s becoming very tiring.”


Murano nodded in agreement. “For me as well Martin.” He stated. “My brother has been around those who want to believe that they have nothing to fear anymore for too long. You must realize those who have been thrust into the positions they now hold were nothing more than midlevel administrators when the Scourge destroyed our people. They were pushed into these positions they hold and with the exception of Lorendo, who has an agenda all his own, all of them are out of their league if you ask me. And they have been for some time.”

“They’ve done good though.” Martin said. “You told me this yourself.”


Murano nodded. “Yes… many of the things they have done have been to the benefit of our remaining people. There is no question there. However… they have made some unwelcome and unpopular decisions that have not sat well with the people. I did not agree with them either, but unfortunately I was more concerned with concealing my presence than helping them.” 


“My father has said the Praetorians hold a great deal of influence sir…” Andro spoke now. “You have not been able to sway them?”


Murano shook his head. “I remained hidden for too long it seems young Androcles. I was more concerned with suppressing my Etheric essence so the Scourge did not detect me than I was in trying to help my brother and the others. Until recently… no one even knew I lived except for Delnash, Teniri and two others. That was a mistake that I regret more as each hour passes.”


“Speaking of the Scourge…” Martin said softly.


Murano nodded his head turning to face Martin now. “Wayonn has told me.” He said holding up his hand. “Do not think for an instant that they are awake and active once more because of you and the others Martin. They were never asleep as so many like to think. They are far more intelligent than Lorendo and the others give them credit for. They would have moved into the Alpha Quadrant eventually. Perhaps not for many thousands of years… but they would have come. That they have stopped their advance as we have felt as Praetorians is the more puzzling question.”


“You don’t know why?” Andro asked. “Wayonn believes it was because of the engines on CS41 activating. Or that they can sense us.”


Murano shook his head. “No… I don’t believe that was the cause. They had no reason to be monitoring the Alpha Quadrant. No Pralor had ever come this far out of our empire with the exception of Sumar and his Seed Mission. At least not coreward. And even then… his ships were not supposed to be in the area they were in when they struck that storm. As for sensing you and your father… that may well be a possibility, but it would mean they have agents within the Alpha Quadrant now who would know and understand what to look for.” Murano shook his head. “They could sense us to a point, just as we can sense them, but I don’t believe that is the case. They are inactive for a reason and unfortunately we don’t know what that reason is.” 
Murano moved around and stood before one of the computer consoles. “Wayonn has passed his misgivings to me through an Etheric connection similar to what you share with Helen Martin and you with Wayonn’s grandson Dutkne Androcles. As Praetorians we can do this with any other Praetorian or Oracle. This skill is not known outside of our ranks, and it is not something we should talk about openly either. There are those even among my people who would consider this skill… questionable in nature.” Murano leaned against the console. 

“Wayonn has said both of you have a knowledge of this that comes from your instincts and that is excellent but I will teach you to focus it and use it in the manner Sumar taught us. It could come in very useful in the future.” He finished.

“So… it’s like a data dump of sorts? From one memory core to another?” Andro asked.


Murano smiled and nodded. “Yes… I suppose it is. An interesting hypothesis and very correct Androcles.” He looked at Martin. “Handsome and intelligent.”


Martin snorted. “Yeah… well keep the compliments to a minimum.” Martin said. “He’ll get a big head.”


Murano turned back to Andro with a smile. “When next you see Dutkne… as advanced as Wayonn has told me you both are… it should trigger automatically as it now does for your father and Helen. I will teach you to focus it more when we meet as I said, but for now revel in it.” Murano looked at Martin. “I saw it with you and Helen when she touched you while you were deciding whether to kill Lorendo or not.”

Martin blinked. “Oh.” He said. “Yeah… well… it wasn’t one of my better moments I have to admit. Sorry about that.”

Murano shook his head. “Do not apologize for acting in the way you did. Not to me.” He said. “If it had been me… I would have killed him as well.”

Martin looked at him surprised. “And you stopped me?”

“Only because it would have destroyed any chance of discussions and working together with my brother and the others.” Murano told him quickly. “Something I am still holding out hope for.”

“I don’t… I don’t have the same hope Murano.” Martin spoke. “Your brother and the others are too set in their ways. Too unwilling to accept that something they have believed for so many millennia is wrong.”

Murano nodded. “I know.” He replied softly. “There are many who do not follow this same train of thought however Martin. Many of the younger generations as Mari and Kesyla. However… the younger generations are not considered a political force and therefore are not listened to. There are small groups who believed as Lorendo that we were the cause of the downfall of our people. Xaxon’s actions did not advance our reputation in a positive direction if you get my meaning.”
“They can’t hold one man’s arrogance against all of you can they?” Martin asked.

“They can and they do.” Murano answered. “Thankfully… many of those teachers who escaped the end are even minded and they have taught our younger generations the truth of the history and events.” Murano chuckled. “Our younger generations have made up their own minds on which side of history we belong. Most are on our side.”
“It doesn’t help that we are Lycavorian either I take it.” Martin said.

Murano nodded. “No it does not.” Murano held up his hand once more when he saw Andro about to say something. “And your father has already made it known where your feelings lie in that regard Androcles. And in many ways I agree with you. Delnash is correct though, in regards to the laws that Sumar established when he formed the Praetorians. We were never meant to breed outside of our own species. This was done to insure that our powers and abilities were not used against us or others for violent purposes or oppression.”

“Many laws out grow their intentions no matter how good or just they are meant to be Praetorian Murano.” Androcles said.

“Indeed they do.” Murano answered. “Sumar… Sumar and Wayonn saw something in your species that no one else did Martin. That is why I believe they went against their own law and merged the survivors of City Ship 41 with your species.”

“Then Jomann, myself and my brothers will probably not be looked at very fondly.” Andro stated.

“I do not know for certain to be honest.” Murano said. “I have been out of touch for so long that things could be very different among the common people than it is among the Elders of the Convention.”

Martin turned to look at him. “Andro… you said brothers?” He questioned.

Andro nodded his head. “It is Dorian father. He is… I do not know how… but he is like us.” Andro said. “I can feel it within him. And it’s coming out more and more in his actions.”

“That’s… Andro how is that possible?” Martin spoke straightening up.

“That is something I have asked Shiria to try and determine. She has already discovered thirteen with the gene and is moving to have them approached and then moved to the Dragon Brigade’s base west of Eden City for further testing.” Andro said. “Father… Wayonn did say that there may have been others on CS19 that carried the gene in its dormant state like mother and Sadi. If they crashed on Nuwaroa and were intermingled with the population of the High Coven…?”

Murano looked at Martin. “Dorian is your recent child with Isabella isn’t he?” He asked. “The one whose growth was accelerated because of the condition she suffered?”
Martin nodded quickly. “But Bella is a pureblood vampire. She’s not a carrier. She can’t be.”

“The Praetorian gene in its dormant state can be easily missed as junk DNA if you do not know what you are looking for.” Murano spoke. “In some cases… like Aricia and your Anome Sadi Androcles… even the dormant gene can dynamically and outwardly affect what they can do. Aricia’s Etheric knives and Sadi’s Etheric control of the area around her. In others… it will not even be noticed. Ever. It is possible that Sumar missed some and they were among the crew of City Ship 19 as you suggest Androcles. It is also possible he split them up for a reason. We will never know.”

“Was mother ever screened by Shiria father?” Andro asked.

Martin shook his head. “No. She was pregnant and you know how your mother Anja is when one of them is pregnant. She swoons over them and won’t let another doctor near them let alone do any tests she doesn’t order herself.”

Murano nodded. “It is possible.” He said. “There is a test I can do… but the equipment for that is on Artaaya. If we do not return it will have to wait. You are certain of this Androcles? He is showing signs?”

Andro nodded quickly. “Just as I sense it within Deni, within Jomann and my father and I… yes.” Andro said. “It is certainly augmenting his vampiric skills father… but I think he is confused as to why it is happening.”
“Have you talked to him about it?” Martin asked.

Andro shook his head. “Not in any depth. I believe I am going to have to though.”

Murano looked at Martin. “Sumar was the very first and the most powerful Praetorian Martin. The gene does not lose it’s power when it is passed down. If Isabella is a carrier of the dormant gene and it merged with the active gene you carry… then it is very possible. The odds are higher a child will be born with the gene if both parents have it regardless if one is dormant or not.”

“But my daughters with Bella… Zarah and Carina… they have shown no signs.” Martin said.

“It does not pass to every child.” Murano said. “It skipped your brother did it not? It skipped Sumar’s first born Resumar from what Wayonn tells me, though given what he was able to accomplish I hypothesize the gene was actively dormant within him as it is within Aricia and Sadi. We do not know about your father directly… but if everything Helen has passed to me is accurate… then it’s very possible it was active within him given what he was able to accomplish as well.”

“My mother?” Martin asked.

Murano nodded. “Again… possible. We won’t know until I can test them. SPARTA'S WRATH would have the same equipment that I have but if the gene is not fully active… it will not matter. They would not be able to do what you and I can do. What your sons can obviously do.”
“I could order SPARTA'S WRATH to your location father.” Andro told him. “I don’t imagine it would take more than two or three jumps given the distance. Not for her.”

“NO!” Murano hissed quickly. “That would not be advisable.”

Andro looked at his father in the transmission. “Father?” He questioned.

Martin shook his head slowly. “Murano’s right Andro. They are already demanding that we return control of CS41, SPARTA'S WRATH and any technology we have taken from them to their possession.” He said. 

“You must be joking!” Andro rasped. “Those ships belong to us! They were left to us! And they have no right to anything we have built because of what we have learned from them.”

Martin nodded. “Yeah… I explained that to them. They weren’t real receptive to that.”

“Nubou hel!” Andro hissed. (Fuck them)
Murano looked at Martin quickly for a translation and Martin shook his head. “You don’t want to know.” He said quickly.

“Blunt I take it.” Murano said.

“Yeah… he gets that from me.” Martin said. “We’ll find our people tomorrow son and we’ll go from there… but as it stands now… it’s not looking good that we’ll be staying much past tomorrow. I’ve already told Akemi to plot the quickest course back. I’m not going to stay where I ain’t welcome.”

Andro glanced to the side and nodded at a subdued voice that spoke to him. He turned back to his father. “Jomann tells me everyone is gathering father. I have a meeting to go to.”

Martin nodded his head. “Things went well on Solmar I take it?”

Andro nodded. “So far.” He replied. “I will have Dilaen begin releasing what we have in another day or so to the Netnews. His little plan here will not come to fruition.”

“Good.” Martin said. “Stick as many needles in that ugly fuck as you can.”

Andro smiled. “I intend to.”

“I will contact you within two days son.” Martin spoke. “We’ll know by then what is going to happen.”

Andro nodded. “I’ll be here or on the SCIMITAR father.” He said. “What about Kalis?”
“I have a contingency if we start heading back… but either way… if it’s what he wants he’ll be with me.” Martin answered.

Andro nodded. “Good. I find myself looking forward to meeting him to be honest. It was no simple feat to complete the blocks of instruction as he did.”

Martin nodded. “I know. Go with the gods boy.” Martin said.

“And you father.” Andro replied.

Martin turned to face Murano as the transmission ended. “He is much like you.” Murano spoke.

Martin nodded his head. “Yeah… some people say too much.” He spoke with warmth in his voice. “He’s far less forgiving than I am for sure and he has a real nasty mean streak when he gets his dander up… especially about people who hurt his brothers and sisters… but he gets that from his mother.”
Murano chuckled. “Somehow I don’t believe that to be true.” He said.

Martin’s expression changed and he looked hurt. “Murano… I’m hurt. I am the picture of calm and sincere and all petunia picking peace lover! I hate violence! Scares the piss out of me!”

Praetorian Murano, a man who had felt alone for so long, threw back his head and he enjoyed the first genuine laugh he had uttered in nearly twenty thousand years. It made him feel alive and reinvigorated. 

It made him feel reborn.

SOLMAR
KINDRED SOUL

Kameka’s eyes fluttered open slowly to the bright light and sounds of voices and what she recognized as the sounds of medical equipment. She turned her head trying to focus and saw the dark figure beside the bed. She felt a momentary surge of fear until the hand gripped hers and she heard the warm voice of her father.


“Do not fear daughter.” Byka spoke holding her hand tight. “They said you would have trouble adjusting your eyes for a moment. Blink quickly and the fuzziness should clear.”

“Papa?” Kameka spoke as she tried to sit up in the medical bed her hands reaching for him. “Papa… you are…”


“I’m fine.” Byka answered. “Better than fine actually.”


Kameka blinked half a dozen times and her vision began to clear quickly. She saw him then, his fur groomed and smooth and never looking more handsome than she had remembered her father. “Papa… where…”


“You were hurt more badly fighting Marsin that you realized daughter!” He told her. “It was foolish of you to try and fight him. You passed out while the Spartan Daio carried you to their base. When they got you back to their ground base they discovered you were bleeding internally. The Hadarian stabilized you and sent you here immediately.”


“Here?” Kameka asked looking around and seeing men and women all dressed in battle fatigues but carrying medical equipment. “Where are we?”

“The Lycavorian ship that landed on the surface.” Byka said. “Wait until you see this monster daughter! It is colossal from the outside! This is their Medical Bay! It’s huge!”


Kameka looked at him. “Papa… Marsin… he shot you!”


Byka nodded. “Yes he did. Hurt like a bastard too. They fixed me at their base camp.” He answered. “I have been here beside you since.”


“How… how long?” She gasped.


“Eighteen hours at least.” He replied. “I don’t know for sure.”


“Then… then we lost?” She asked.


Byka shook his head. “No… in the end it was a victory.” He stated. “I am sorry I did not tell you before but Azlenr and I had to move quickly. Keleru was using us as fodder daughter. He sent Marsin here with us to assassinate Azlenr, me and as many senior officers as he could like I told you. They were going to use us as a propaganda tool. A way to bide time against the Union. They were going to say we killed the civilians and that Marsin and his men executed us for it. They were throwing us away Meka.”


“I don’t understand.” Kameka said. “Why?”

Byka shook his head. “It does not matter now.” He said. “We saved our men and that is what matters most.


“We… we are their prisoners?” Kameka asked softly.


Byka shook his head. “No.” He stated. “There is a meeting soon and the doctors said you can leave when you woke and felt up to it.”


“Leave to where Papa?” Kameka exclaimed. “Momma! My brothers and sisters! They will be killed! Murdered! Because of us!”


“That’s not exactly accurate.” The new male voice spoke and Kameka’s head turned quickly. Her dark brown eyes grew wide when she recognized the Durcunusaan who had saved her and she unconsciously gripped the sheet covering her body tighter. She watched as his tall frame moved further into the room, his arms filled with a bundle of some sort.


“Papa?” Kameka asked tearing her eyes from the Spartan and looking at her father.


“I contacted your mother the moment we made the decision to move down this path.” Byka told her. “Azlenr had all of us do it. Our families are safe Meka. They are on four ships that departed Nefoa fifteen hours ago. Before all this began and piloted by men loyal to us. They are now under the escort of an entire Union Strike Wing and should be back across the Union border some time tomorrow.”


“General… I thought you and your daughter might like to get some food in you before the meeting.” Daio spoke now as he set the bundle on the foot of the bed. “I hope you don’t mind wearing a Union field uniform, it’s all I could find. I think I got your size right though.”


“Meka… this is Commander Daio of the Durcunusaan.” Byka said. “He is the one who…”


“You killed him.” Kameka said softly.


Daio shrugged his broad shoulders. “Seemed like the thing to do at the time.” He stated.


“You… you saved me.” Kameka spoke in almost a whisper. 


Daio shifted uncomfortably on his feet and bowed his head slightly to her. “I would do it again Milady.” He spoke. “In an instant. I’ll wait outside General.” Daio turned back to Kameka and smiled a dazzling smile showing perfect white teeth. A wolf’s teeth. “You were beautiful before Lady Kameka’Caleo. You are breathtaking now.” He spoke before turning and moving back into the corridor of the Medical Wing.


Kameka looked at her father confused. “Papa… what…”


Byka held out the small pocket mirror to her with a huge smile. “He assumed the scars were from Marsin.” Byka spoke softly. “He said he could smell him on you, within the scars. I did not know that Hadarians could work such magic…”


Meka took the mirror and held it up to her face. She gasped in shock at what she saw. Not the marred skin she had looked at for the last years but flawless tanned skin without a mark on it. The scars were completely gone, not even a trace of them remained. Byka smiled as he saw the small tears begin to form at the corner of her eyes as she stroked the skin of her cheek. He rose to his feet and squeezed her leg. “We will wait for you outside Meka.” He said. “You are probably hungrier than me.”


Byka stepped away from the bed and pulled the divider around her small section to give her privacy. He turned and saw Daio standing patiently in the corridor and he took a deep breath and covered the distance to him quickly. The Spartan turned and looked at him.


“General?” Daio asked.


“She… she will need a moment to dress and compose herself.” Byka spoke slowly.


“We still have over an hour sir… it’s no problem.” Daio answered.


“I… I have not thanked you for what you did Commander.” Byka spoke. “With Marsin I mean.”


“My name is Daio General.” He told him. “And I only wish I could have made him suffer more for what he did. To your daughter and to others.”


Byka looked at him intently. “You do not seem in any way fazed that you are standing here with a man who you were ready to kill little more than a day ago. We were enemies.” He questioned. “How is that?” 


“You and general Azlenr were never the enemy sir.” Daio spoke with genuine feeling. “I think Androcles knew that within hours of discovering you had invaded and that the Puma Bane troops were the ones who were spearheading this. He’s funny like that. The King too. They see things others do not. Sense them. It’s very weird… but we have come to trust in him and the King completely.”

“So I see.” Byka spoke softly.


“Are there others like you and General Azlenr sir?” Daio asked. “Those who think and believe as you do?”


Byka met his eyes. “We know of a few others.” He replied. “Considering the influence of the Puma Bane troops, those who think like us do not associate too much for fear of our own lives and that of our Prides. They have eyes and ears everywhere. Even among our own people, and they would not hesitate to slaughter us and anyone associated with us.”


“Yet you survived this long.” Daio asked.


Byka nodded his head. “We survived because we won battles against the High Coven.” He spoke. “If he killed us then he would begin to have other officers question him. If he had succeeded in his actions this time, he could have said anything he wished and they would have believed him.” Byka shook his head. “It was all a lie.” He said softly.

“You and General Azlenr have turned a corner sir.” Daio spoke. “It will be up to you how to proceed… but I think you will make the right choices. You certainly care for your daughter in a way that many Kavalians do not. At least not that we are aware.”


Byka looked back and nodded before turning back to him. “I did not fully realized how much until Marsin hurt her the first time. Then the realization of it all hit me and I saw how we were headed. I decided to change… and I am very happy I did. And there are others as I said Comman… Daio.”


“She’s very beautiful sir.” Daio said respectfully. “I’m sure she will need to beat back the suitors among your people and mine given time.”


Byka looked at him and shook his head. “She will never trust another Kavalian.” He said. “Not now… not after what Marsin did to her. Forced her to do.” Byka shook his head slowly. He looked at Daio then. “You don’t think… her tail.” He said. “This will not bother those among your people?”


Daio nodded with a shrug. “It might bother some but then those who are truly interested in her won’t care.”


“Do you care Commander?” Byka asked him bluntly.


“Not in the least sir.” Daio replied without hesitation. 


Byka smiled at this and turned as Kameka came out of the room slowly. “Meka?” He said.


She looked at Daio and held her arms out slightly. The uniform fit her like a glove and enhanced her very womanly charms in all the right places. “You… you picked this?” Kameka asked.


Daio’s face twisted slightly in worry. “Yes. If you don’t like the size I’m sure we can find something that…”


“It… it fits perfectly.” She said.


Daio smiled. “Oh… good.” He said with a great deal of relief. “The Mess Lounge is this way.” He motioned with his hand.  “They have a pretty good menu too. Just don’t eat the green stalks. They are from Goshann… and you’ll be blowing out your ass for two days!” Daio looked at Kameka with wide eyes. “I’m… I’m sorry about that little slip.”


Byka looked at his daughter and saw her smiling. There was a brightness to her eyes and her expression that he had not seen for many years and Byka knew it was because of this young Lycavorian’s actions in killing Marsin and looking upon her as he did. Byka smiled and took Kameka’s hand. “We will heed your advice Daio of the Durcunusaan.” He said.


“Follow me then.” Daio spoke.


“…make sure Colonel Miller’s Brigade does a full sweep of the area before they deploy back to the KINDRED SOUL.” Andro was speaking to Vengal, General Washington and Captain Patton in the small briefing room before the main meeting began. Jomann stood within an arm’s reach of his Prince, as he had for the last twelve hours.
 “Any Puma Bane survivors that may be found are to be executed immediately. I don’t care what condition they may be in.”


“And if they are trying to surrender?” Washington asked.


“Let them surrender and then execute them!” Andro hissed. “I want to make it very clear to every Kavalian out there what happened here. I will accept nothing but the total annihilation of the Puma Bane as a fighting force. If they are not Puma Bane… then they can surrender freely and be cared for… if they are Puma Bane however… no mercy will be shown to them in the least.”


“That might be hard on them Milord.” Washington spoke again watching as Andro turned to look at him. “I am only playing devil’s advocate here Milord… I agree completely with you. Once it gets out however… the Puma Bane troops will try to blend in with the regulars.”


Andro nodded. “Then we make sure the regular forces know their fate will be the same as any Puma Bane soldiers they protect or hide.”


Vengal nodded. “It’s the only way to be sure.” He said. “From what we know… the Puma Bane are like the Gestapo from ancient Earth. Keleru’s secret police and best equipped fighting force. And those most committed to his perverted ideals.”


“When we speak with Pian and Resumar I want them to get a sense for how much of this is happening.” Andro spoke thoughtfully. “The ships that were defending their main cloning facility have already defected to Pian. Their last report says six additional Prides have come over to their side. Small Prides yes… but support nonetheless.”


“You will let me through immediately! I am a Union Senator!” The shrill female voice echoed behind them and they all turned to see Ulana shove her way past the Durcunusaan guard at the door. 


“You have got to be kidding me?” Patton muttered and began to step forward.


Andro took his arm. “No. I’ll handle this.” Andro said softly.


Ulana turned to face Andro from behind the bulk of the Durcunusaan officer who had imposed himself in front of her. “I demand to speak with you Androcles!” She barked. “I will not be denied any longer!”

Andro looked at the others. “I’ll join you in the briefing shortly.” He spoke. “Uncle Vengal… if you will make sure everyone is present and the packets have been distributed?”


Vengal let his eyes remain on Ulana for a moment and then he turned and looked at Andro before nodding. An elf he may have been, but Vengal knew what this was all about and it had nothing to do with politics. He had watched Daniel and Anuk deal with a similar situation about ten years ago. A female Lycavorian got it in her head that she wanted Daniel and Anuk and Nayeca were not good enough for him. They had tried to avoid the situation hoping it would go away. Daniel worshiped Anuk and Nayeca and all of them knew he would never have given this woman a second glance. On top of that… Daniel and Anuk were one of the extremely rare cases of Anomes where the female was not pureblood. Vengal had watched for weeks as Daniel’s anger toward this woman grew and finally it had been Anuk who had settled the issue. Half elf she may have been, but Daniel had been the one to turn her and she was slightly larger and far more muscular in wolf form than the average turned elf. She had thoroughly throttled the poor female outside of the barracks one evening in front of several hundred soldiers. Anuk had earned her reputation that evening of being one of the turned females not to piss off. Years of training with both Daniel and her Drow Mistress Nayeca and turned her into a very lethal woman and now Anuk Simpson, half elf though she may have been, was considered an equal by every pureblood Lycavorian.


You are sure? Vengal asked him within Mindvoice. As Anuk’s father and one of the founders of the Durcunusaan, Vengal’s Mindvoicing skills had grown powerful through the years. Under Helen and Thr'won’s tutelage he had reached a level of skill equal to many of his Durcunusaan and this was another reason why no one in their right mind would challenge him about the way he commanded the Durcunusaan. He had spent so much time with Daniel and Martin and their families that even though he was an elf, he had taken on many traits found in Lycavorians.

Andro nodded. I need to end it Uncle. If I do not then sooner rather than later Sadi, Lu'ria or Carisia will kill her. That’s not something we need right now.

True enough. Vengal said as he began to leave. I will see to things. Join us when you are finished with this upaee.


Andro set his P1 down on the table and leaned against it, crossing his arms over his chest as he watched the others leave. Ulana glared at them as they left and when they were finally alone she turned back to Andro. 

“What can I do for you now Ulana?” Andro asked.


Ulana walked briskly across the deck to stand in front of him. “Do you know what your sister did to me?” She snarled at him. “What your precious Anome did to me?”


“Ulana you…” Andro started to speak.


“I intend to file charges against both of them!” Ulana snapped. “Their positions do not allow them to assault a Senator of…”

“File them.” The voice spoke causing Ulana to whirl around and Andro to lower his head and exhale heavily. Sadi strode into the room from the doorway and made her way across the distance to stop beside Androcles. The dark gray jumpsuit conformed to her luscious figure like a glove, the long zipper in the front just low enough that it allowed one to see the beginning of the deep valley between her firm breasts. Of course… no one in their right mind would stare too long at the Crown Princess of the Union if they knew what was good for them. The cut of the jumpsuit allowed Andro to know instantly that it was one of her own. Sadi had long ago made them tailored to always hug her body in ways that could incite his desire for her. “File them with me Ulana.” Sadi said again as she came up beside him.


[KertaGai?] Andro reached for her.


Sadi turned to him with love and worship in her jungle green eyes. [No my love.] She spoke gently. [This has nothing to do with what Eliani did Andro, or for that matter… you. Not anymore. This is about me. This is between Ulana and I.]


[She is not worth it Sadi.] Andro spoke. [She means nothing to me.]


Sadi smiled warmly at him and plainly ignoring Ulana she pressed her lush body close to Andro’s, slipping her arm tightly around his waist with one hand and reaching up to stroke his cheek with the other watching as his eyes closed in delight at her caress. [Andro my love… that is not something you need to prove to me. To any of us. Ever. You know that.]


[Then why?] He asked opening his eyes and looking at her.


[Because I am a pureblood Lycavorian Alpha female. Because my father taught me to be proud of that fact. Because you are our mate and husband Androcles Leonidas and now that Sehri has finally joined us we are complete and we do not intend to share you with anyone my love.] Sadi leaned up and kissed him ever so softly on the lips relishing in the taste of his lips and his lavender and mint scent as it swirled around her head combining with his powerful aura which pulsed for her. She allowed her tongue to draw across his lips teasingly before she pulled away. [And because I hold to the values and ideals of our people that she has either forgotten or never learned. If I do not do this… then I will appear to be weak.]

[Sadi… you are not weak.] Andro spoke.

[But if I do nothing then she will use that against me saying I am not truly Lycavorian like her. That I have no right to be your Crown Princess because I am not willing to defend what is mine.] Sadi spoke softly. [I won’t allow that.]

[She is the last person who could claim to be truly Lycavorian Sadi. She’s nothing but an arrogant, pompous and spoiled little upaee!] Andro said.

Sadi smiled brightly. [I know… but this needs to end before it goes any further. She will learn her place in the scheme of things if I have to beat it into her Androcles. Which means she needs to learn that you belong to us. Period.” Sadi pressed closer and took his beautiful face I both her hands. [Let me do this my love. This is my place… not yours. I adore you for wanting to shield me… but I am your Anome and I will speak for myself where it concerns you.]
It was an easy decision for Androcles just as Sadi knew it would be and he nodded his head. [Very well. I will hold the meeting for you.]

[No. I’ll arrive when I am done here. This may take a bit of time.] Sadi told him. [Go. Say nothing to her… just go.]

Andro nodded and turned to grab his P1 from the table. As Ulana watched he simply brushed past her and moved to the door.

“Androcles where are you going?” Ulana demanded turning to follow his movements. “We are not finished speaking!”

“You may speak to me Ulana.” Sadi told her calmly, basking in the aura and scent of Andro as he left. Gods how she loved him so, Sadi thought. She could not imagine a future without him in it. None of them could.
Ulana whirled on her. “What did you tell him?” She snarled as the door closed behind him. “I know you were speaking within Mindvoice! I could… I could feel the tremors! What did you say to him?”

Andro stopped in the corridor and looked at Jomann who stood waiting for him. Jomann stepped closer as the door closed behind him.

“Andro?” Jomann questioned.

Andro met his eyes. “Let’s go to the meeting Jomann.” He said.

“What… what about Sadi?” Jomann asked.

Andro let the smile play across his lips as he turned and began to walk. “My Anome does not need my help for this.” He said. “She never did.”

Jomann fell in beside him as they walked. “You are sure? Sadi… she may well kill her Andro.”
Andro chuckled. “No… she won’t kill her.” He said. “Not entirely anyway.”


Jomann looked back at the door as they walked away. “Anse… what I wouldn’t give to be an insect on the wall in that room.” He said.


Andro laughed. “Are you so sure?” He asked. “Sadi has had over a year with my sister. I have no doubts she has picked up many of Eliani’s more colorful phrases.”


Jomann nodded with a smile. “I know! That’s why it would be fun to watch!”


Sadi looked at Ulana intently. “What I said to my mate and my husband is none of your concern Ulana. And I doubt very much you were able to feel the tremors of our conversation. We speak on a level your feeble skills could not hope to intrude upon let alone overhear.” Sadi crossed her arms under her firm breasts. “Now… please… feel free to file your charges with me Ulana.”

“I will not!” Ulana snapped. “I will speak with Androcles about them, not his… not the Menkla District whore who claims to be his Crown Princess!”


Sadi chuckled softly and shook her head. “Wow! Menkla District whore.” She said with a smile. “That’s certainly original. Did you learn that from one of your pompous friends Ulana, or did you think that one up all by yourself?” Sadi asked her as she withdrew the data pad from her belt and held it out to Ulana. “Here… you should probably read this.”


Ulana snatched the data pad from her hand and threw it to the floor. “I do not care to read anything from you!” She growled. “It’s probably all gibberish. You could not possibly string two intelligent sentences together if you tried!”

“You might not want to be so fast to dismiss this information.” Sadi told her. “I’m going to have Dilaen release it to the Netnews in about an hour. You know Dilaen I’m sure. The Chief Netnews Coordinator and Public Affairs Officer for the Crown Prince and Princesses of the Union.” Sadi grinned at Ulana’s angry glare when she emphasized those words. “It’s my entire medical file as well as every transaction or decision my father made as Governor of the Menkla District. It will also contain every posting I have held since the night on the Royal Island when my life truly began. Additionally it also includes everything I was forced to do while a member of the Arryadyveluat. I left nothing out.” Sadi saw Ulana’s eyes go wide at that. “Along with that information it will contain my entire family bloodline, traced right back to a Lycavorian named Taxylrr. In case you are wondering… Taxylrr was leader of the Fourth Ruling Pack Bloodline Ulana. He was my mother’s great Uncle and according to Deia, he was good friends with Resumar.” 


“You lie!” Ulana hissed.


Sadi shook her head. “I don’t need to lie in order to obtain what I want Ulana.” She spoke calmly. “I have everything I have ever wanted and most importantly… I have Androcles. That is the difference between you and I Ulana. I actually love Androcles… with every single breath I take I love him. You only crave the power the position as his wife and mate would give you. You don’t truly care for him at all.” 
“That’s… that’s not true!” Ulana hissed. 

Sadi stepped closer to Ulana. “Lie to everyone else if you must Ulana… but I know the truth. I can smell the truth on you. I have belonged to Androcles since he was eight months old and he first laid his elivonth azure eyes upon me. And he has been mine since that very same day. It has been part of whom I am since that day and it is the reason no relationship I had in the years while Andro grew meant anything to me.” Sadi tilted her head to the side and looked at her. “Do you honestly believe that you could take him from me, from Ne'Veha and Carisia and Lu’ria? From Caliria and now Sehri? Did you think you could take him from us simply because you slept with him for three months and enjoyed his company? As his Anome I have swam within his thoughts and memories for over a year Ulana. He enjoyed your company to a point, but he never loved you, and he most certainly never scented you. Do you think him such a fool that he did not know you were with him only to advance your own status Ulana? Do you think he did not know about Nolar and your escapades with him while he was away? Do you think half of the Union is ignorant and does not see that?”


“I should be his mate… not you!” Ulana screamed. “It is my right!”


“Your right?” Sadi gasped in disbelief. “I can’t believe I am hearing this. Do you think yourself so superior that you are to just be given everything and placed on a pedestal? You could not possibly begin to understand or know Androcles Leonidas Ulana!”

“I am superior to you whore! And I know all I need to know about him! He is a man! Give him a place to put his cock and he is happy!” Ulana snarled. “And you will not keep me from him!”


Sadi laughed at her now, causing Ulana’s face to turn red. “Oh… he is far more than just a man. Do you know what makes him tick Ulana?” Sadi asked looking down at the table and running her finger along the edge. “What his favorite color is? What his favorite food is?”


“What do these things matter?” Ulana hissed.


“Do you know where to nibble and tease him on the insides of his thighs to make him last for hours on end?” Sadi asked her with an evil smile. “Of course you don’t. Remember… I have seen his memories. You were not exactly the most inventive in bed you know.”

“And I’m quite sure you are!” Ulana snarled. “You would probably let him… let him have you in any way he wishes!”

Sadi grinned with bright jungle green eyes. “Well… you are right about that at least.” She said. “He has had me in every possible way. Ne'Veha as well. And Carisia and Lu'ria. He’s very adventurous. And the pleasure we get out of it knows no bounds.”

“You disgust me!” Ulana spat.

“Did you know that he tastes just as wonderful as he smells?” Sadi asked her calmly. “Oh wait… that act is beneath you. I’m sorry.”

“You are the whore Sadi.” Ulana snarled at her. “I imagine as a whore you know all of these things!”


Sadi laughed at her. “Oh… I do Ulana. So does Ne'Veha, and Carisia, and Lu'ria and Caliria. And soon Sehri will experience the divine pleasure of being wrapped within Andro’s arms and his aura. I am… we… are not so limited as you in our adventurous nature in our bed.” Sadi reached out and touched Ulana’s cheek. Ulana slapped her hand away quickly. “And it is glorious… no matter where he takes us or how many times. We love how he tastes… it is the sweetest nectar to us. We love how he fills us so utterly with his size and how he makes all of us scream his name whenever he takes us. You will never feel these things Ulana and your ridiculous obsession with thinking you could take him from us is becoming most taxing.”

“I will have him!” Ulana snarled at her. “You have altered how he thinks! Played tricks with his mind! The vampires dogs taught you these things! He would never chose you over me! Your are nothing more than a…”


“He chose me before you were ever born fool woman!” Sadi snapped now her patience at an end. “I thought… I had thought perhaps talking to you would make you see that your goal of taking Andro from us will not succeed. That you really need to move on with your life. I can see now that is not going to be the case.”

Ulana laughed at her “Not after I make you look like the cheap whore that you are!” She barked. “When everyone sees you assaulting me… when they hear what his sister did… you will pay bitch! And then I will have him.”


Sadi looked at the floor and shook her head. “I had hoped this would go better than it has but I see that you are too blind and arrogant.” She spoke. She looked back up to Ulana. “If reasoning with you will not work… you leave me little choice.”


Ulana laughed at her. “What are you going to do now you low rent whore? Try and buy me off?” Ulana snapped. “I have too many powerful friends and allies for you to go head to head with me! I’ll bury you Sadi! Then what will you do?”


“What I am going to do is quite simple really.” Sadi spoke calmly. 


“What is that?” Ulana snapped. “Cry to Andro or the Queens to help you? You are so pathetic!”


Sadi smiled but had Ulana any sense she would have the seen the smile for what it was. The smile of an Alpha female wolf about to pounce.


“No… I won’t cry to Andro. I don’t need to because Andro knows I don’t need his help in dealing with you.” Sadi spoke evenly. “No Ulana. I’m going to do exactly what the Queens would do in my situation considering they too are Alpha females. I’m going to do exactly what Gorgo did when confronted with the same sort of uncompromising upaee as you seem to be when she was Queen of Sparta.”


“And what is that?” Ulana barked.


Sadi’s eyes changed instantly and her fangs burst forth a millisecond later. Her normal wolf fangs now augmented by the smaller dual fangs beside her main canines. A result of Andro’s bite and the wonderful virus running through his veins making Sadi and the others completely his. The sign of a female wolf who is a member of the Leonidas family. Ulana’s eyes exploded open when Sadi’s hand snapped out and gripped her behind her head with brutal force, her fingers entwining in Ulana’s long black hair. Sadi pulled Ulana’s face to within inches of hers and growled deep in her throat.


“It’s called attitude adjustment!” Sadi snarled most savagely before turning and driving Ulana’s face into the table beside her with all of her strength.


Ulana was completely unprepared for such a move and her cheek rammed into the table with horrendous force, sending jarring pain through her jaw and neck. Her head exploded back from the vicious impact like a bouncing ball and she staggered backwards until she fell on the floor dazed.


“Androcles Leonidas is my Anome!” Sadi snarled savagely as she moved around Ulana and unleashed a brutal front kick into her abdomen that doubled Ulana over and made her gag in unbelievable agony. “He is our mate and husband! Mine! Ne'Veha’s! Carisia’s! Lu'ria’s! Caliria’s! And now Sehri’s!” Sadi snapped out with another kick that smashed into Ulana’s lower back, her body arching forward this time in pain. “You will never feel his aura wrapped around you Ulana! You will never feel him filling you! He belongs to us! And we to him!” 
Sadi leaned over and grabbed Ulana by the hair once more, dragging her to her knees and then pulling her staggering to her feet. Using the front of her immaculately tailored outfit Sadi yanked Ulana forward and guided her body to the side as she sent Ulana crashing head first into the bulkhead with a resounding thump. Her head and upper body snapped back like a top and Sadi slapped her viciously across the cheek, adding just a fraction of the Etheric power that she was learning to master to the blow. Ulana was sent flipping head over heels to the side to slam violently into the opposite bulkhead with thunderous force. It drew a guttural groan of pain from Ulana before she slid to the deck and was still.

“This is the only warning I will give you Ulana you nubous upaee!” Sadi snarled looking at her as she struggled to turn around. “If you even breath inappropriately towards Androcles, let even a tiny fraction of your pitiful female aura touch him letting him know you are available, I will personally rip out your eyeballs and make it so you can never experience the pleasures of a man again! Any man!” Sadi moved over in front of Ulana who had now pushed up against the bulkhead, her eyes wide and filled with terror, blood leaking from both her mouth and nose. Sadi snapped out and slapped her once more, rocking her head back. “Are you listening to me Ulana?”

“You… you are insane!” Ulana rasped out between split and bloody lips.


Sadi shook her head. “No… I am simply protecting what belongs to me and my fellow Crown Princesses. As any Alpha female would do.” She stated evenly. “Androcles is too much of a gentlemen to express this to you. I am not so limited. Take my words to heart Ulana for if you don’t I will crush you like the insignificant little bitch that you are.” Sadi stood back up and turned away for a moment composing herself and then turning back to look at her. 
“A Senator of the Union you may be… but if you refer to me or any of us in any term other than our titles Ulana, I will have your Senatorial ass in a sling so quickly it will make your head spin. I am Crown Princess! And whether you agree with that or not… you will address me with respect! Just as I address you! Do you understand me Ulana?” Ulana stared up at Sadi with hatred in her eyes. “Answer me woman or I will beat you until you are wailing like an infant being pulled from the womb!” Sadi shouted angrily.


“Yes!” Ulana gasped in fear.


“It ends here and now Ulana.” Sadi spoke. “Heed my words to you… for I will not be as forgiving again.” Sadi turned and walked to the door. “I will summon a doctor for you.” She said softly. She turned her head and looked at Ulana. “It did not need to be this way you know.” She said. “You are more than what you project outwardly Ulana. Perhaps you should embrace that more. You will find that acceptance will come far easier.”


“Go… go to hell!” Ulana hissed.


Sadi smiled. “You first Ulana. At the rate you are going… someone or something will kill you before you reach a hundred years of age. Your loss will not sadden anyone I assure you.” Sadi waved her hand over the control panel for the door. “After the doctor treats you and you make yourself presentable woman… you can come to the meeting and try to determine which one of our actions you, Icho and your cronies can use against us. I’m sure you will find many.”


Sadi Leonidas stepped through the door and didn’t look back.


She had laid down the law and if Ulana chose to ignore her then Sadi had no qualms about fulfilling her threat.


No problem at all.

“…a feint?” Andro almost shouted looking at the transmission that held both his brother and Pian on one side and Admiral Ceneu and Tareif on the other.
Resumar and Pian were on the PILLAR OF FAITH somewhere inside Kavalian space. Sitting with them Andro could see Isra, Karun, Jalersi, Athani and Ardis. In the side of the transmission from Earth Andro could see his adopted Aunt Lynwe and Admiral Wallace from EDEN BASE. Deia and Charles Turner sat beside one another with his adopted Aunts Tarifa, Aihola and Selene sitting to President Turner’s left.

Ceneu glanced at Tareif quickly and then nodded his head as he turned back to him. “We are still getting reports in Androcles… but it appears as if once they discovered you were on Solmar… they set in motion pre-determined attacks. They could not have put them together in two or three days. These operations were planned and ready to execute.” They watched Ceneu rise and move to the Star Chart. He pointed at four different locations. “They have attacked and secured the garrisons on Clontano and Aneya along the border with the U’zolot Consortium. It puts them within striking distance of Folcani, further on Semtola and if they stretch it Apo Prime itself. They have also captured the garrison on Tauma and we believe on Vigon as well. The Commander of Vigon apparently had a warning they were coming and was able to scatter much of his garrison into the mountains. We are waiting to see if he is able to re-establish COMs with us within the thirty-six hour time limit per our procedures. These positions would allow them to…”

“Strike Elear!” Andro hissed.

Ceneu nodded. “That would be the logical assumption yes.”

“We’ve already been in touch with First Minister Alocgeid and he has ordered the entire EDF to alert.” Tareif spoke. “Ceneu dispatched six CFFGs to Elear and another three are on standby to deploy. If they are planning to go after Elear, they better bring their whole damn fleet and army!” 
“Unfortunately… this action also opened a corridor straight to Hadaria.” Ceneu added. “We have few forces in and around Hadaria since the coup and certainly none that could challenge an attack force of any great size. I’ve already begun shifting fleets from their Holding Stations near Nodon, but it won’t be enough to stop a concentrated attack. Not initially.”

“They already have Hadaria.” Charles spoke up. “Why go there?”

“Open an unchallenged corridor for ships and troops.” Aihola spoke up. “We cut this off when we destroyed the Jump Gates. If they can secure this area then we would be hard pressed to challenge any supplies and men they try to reinforce Hadaria with.” 

“Nubou!” Andro swore loudly. “This is my fault! I should have seen this coming when I first spoke to Azlenr.” 

“This move is not your fault Androcles.” Lynwe spoke up from her seat. “You could not have predicted this and the threat on Solmar was very real.”
“Lynwe is right Mandri.” Deia spoke. “As Tareif said… these were things they already had planned.”
“I believe your Prime Minister and President may be right Prince Androcles.” All eyes turned to look at Azlenr’Macoe as he spoke from the end of the table. “In fact… given what I am seeing now… I’m not entirely sure he did not have this planned before we even attacked Solmar.”

Andro turned to look at him now. “Tenna Deia, President Turner, may I present General Azlenr’Macoe. Formally of the KFI and now part of General Pian’s Free Kavalian Republic.”

“Could you better explain your thinking General?” Charles asked.

Azlenr looked at Andro. “May I Prince Androcles?”
Ando motioned to the star chart. “By all means.”

Azlenr moved to the massive board, studied it for several seconds and nodded. “It has to be.” He said.

“General?” Andro asked.

Azlenr met his eyes and nodded. “Planning for the assault on Solmar began nearly five months ago. Even before you destroyed the moon and the forces within the Farnuri Expanse. He was going to use it as a propaganda tool just as you believed and later confirmed by capturing the Puma Bane intelligence. With your military and your Netnews focused on Solmar… one of the newest and most modern of your colonies… he could keep all attention focused here.” Azlenr pointed to the map. “Given its location, Solmar would have provided direct access to Bontawillian space and three additional invasion corridors into the heart of Union space. With all of your attention naturally focused here… sneaking small and well trained units across the border to mass for attacks on these garrisons would be easy.”

“And I made it easier by announcing my presence here.” Andro said.

Azlenr nodded. “I would surmise that is the case… yes.”  

Andro turned back to look at Ceneu. “What… what were the casualties Admiral?” He asked.

Ceneu paused for a moment and then shook his head. “Heavy Andro.” He answered with a sigh. “The garrisons on Clontano and Aneya are completely destroyed. Total… upwards of forty thousand of our people and civilians combined. Tauma’s garrison was also destroyed with an additional Fleet Group wiped out trying to defend. A hundred thousand minimum. Vigon was destroyed yes… but we don’t know how many of our people got out.”

“We should recall Riall and his forces from Coven space.” Tareif spoke now.

“No!” Andro spoke. “That is exactly what they want us to do! Grandfather has been able to establish an excellent relationship with Pontal and the other senior Coven Commanders. They are still too weak to counter a serious threat from the Kavalians on their own. Not with Moran still out there lurking around. If we withdraw our forces from Coven space all we do is give the Kavalians a way to circle around and flank us and we show the Coven we were not true in our word to them!”
“That was before the Kavalians began pressing us Androcles.” Tareif spoke. “We can field enough to deter them from moving further without anything smaller than a full attack force, but we will be unable to act in order to take these planets back.”

“Right now anyway.” Ceneu said. 

Androcles turned away from the two transmission signals and closed his eyes. Almost everyone in the room and in the transmissions had seen this before from Andro and his father and remained silent. Azlenr turned to look at Byka confused at this action and Byka shrugged his shoulders from where he stood beside the tall Spartan Daio and Kameka. Byka leaned closer to Daio.
“What… what is he doing?” Byka asked in a soft whisper.

Daio smiled. “He’s plotting how to kick someone in the ass sir.” He answered.

Byka grinned. “Ah… interesting.”

Daio stole a look at Kameka and saw her munching on the large Danish. She and her father had obviously never been provided such rich food while serving the Kavalian military and they had gorged themselves on the huge selection available in the mess lounge. Kameka had a sweet tooth Daio saw as she had already eaten three of the Danishes. Her eyes lifted to his and saw him watching her and suddenly she looked embarrassed at how she was attacking the Danish. 

“They… they are very good.” She spoke softly.

Daio smiled and held out his hand with the remainder of his coffee in the mug he held. “Something to wash it down with?” He said.

Kameka’s eyes grew excited and she nodded quickly, snatching the mug from his hand gently. Byka watched Daio’s face as he stared at his daughter. Byka was a man and he could see the intense interest in Daio’s eyes as he looked at Kameka, yet it was different from the looks he had seen Kavalian men give her through the years. They looked upon her as an object to relieve their pleasure where as Daio looked at her with desire yes, but also great respect and interest. Byka had questioned Azlenr’s decision to do this at first, but after seeing the intelligence and knowing that his family and Pride would be safe, he quickly found himself thinking it was the best course of action. He did not prefer to be dead by any means. And seeing Kameka now, a smile on her face and her dark brown eyes filled with new life, Byka was convinced this had been the best.

It was Resumar who broke the silence as he leaned forward in the chair he was sitting beside Pian. “Fervon?”
Andro opened his eyes slowly and turned back to face them. His eyes focused on one side of the two images and directly at Tarifa. “Tenna Tarifa… you are an historian of sorts. Father tells me that you know all there is to know of how the United States of America conducted itself leading up to the Great Fire.”

Tarifa shifted in her chair surprised that he had singled her out. “I studied the books I found in several of the destroyed libraries in the abandoned cities while I was growing… yes. I don’t know if that qualifies me as an expert Mandri.” Tarifa answered him.

“Tell me Tenna… what began the downfall of this country?” Andro asked.

“It was a combination of many things.” Tarifa answered him. “But most of the books I read agreed that when the United States began to abandon the ideals the country was formed on, it all began to fall apart. The government swelled and began to intrude more and more upon their citizens lives. They abandoned many of their original laws and many of the allies they had fostered relationships with across the planet. Some of them going back several hundred years. By the time of the Great Fire they had lost many such longtime allies. EDEN BASE was… it was suppose to be the thing that restored what they lost. Unfortunately it came too late.”

Andro nodded his head. “I will not do what they did.” Andro spoke. “I will not abandon what we have started with the Coven. Grandfather Riall stays with the High Coven with all of his forces. The last thing we need is for them to think we have abandon them. It makes them weaker and ultimately makes us weaker.”

“We can’t meet them head on in numbers.” Ceneu spoke. “What we do have is better trained personnel and far superior equipment.”

“Andro?” Resumar spoke from his transmission. “Turn us loose!”

Androcles looked at his brother. “Fervon?”

Resumar looked at Pian and Andro saw him nod. “We have done nothing for six weeks but train and gather strength.” Resumar began looking at his brother. “Mican and his people have liberated seven additional clone death camps. Na'lia and our medical people have given all of them the treatment they developed to stop the clone aging process. Nine additional Prides have come over to our side Andro. We have nearly nine hundred ships! Pian is gaining support by the day!”

“Res is right Andro.” Isra spoke. “There are far more Kavalians here that think like Pian than we have ever thought. General Azlenr and Byka should be the biggest sign to you of that.”

“I don’t mean to be the harbinger of doom…” Deia spoke up. “But given our history and recent events… trying to convince us of what I believe you are trying to say General Pian… it is not going to be easy.” Deia held up her hand before Pian could answer. “Now do not take that for something it is not. I have seen what you did… what you have done… you do not need to convince me of this. Aricia would be dead if not for you and your wife Jalersi. Perhaps many more of our people. I don’t believe anyone in this transmission doubts what you are saying.” 
“Deia… if I can change given how I was brought up…” Isra began.

“Your circumstances were different Isra.” Deia stopped him. “And you had Tarifa to help you.”

“Deia that is not fair.” Tarifa spoke up again.

They all saw Charles reach out an place his hand on Deia’s arm. “I believe what Deia is trying to say is that we need… we need proof.”

“Proof?” Androcles asked.

Charles looked at him. “Androcles… we do not have the gift of you and your father. The gift of insight into another person’s intentions and thoughts.”

Andro looked surprised. “I wish I had this insight sir.” He said.

Charles chuckled. “Oh but you do my boy. You and your father both. Without it… what you did with the High Coven would never have happened. It is different right now for General Pian and his followers. No one in this room or with you right now doubts what Pian is saying. I think we all agree on that. However… convincing our people is another story altogether. The vast majority of the Union had already decided that the High Coven should not be our enemy. Not with all of the vampires we call friends, allies and family. After what has happened with the Kavalians… what Keleru has perpetrated… convincing them of similar intentions is not going to be quite so easy.”

“That is not fair!” Jalersi snapped. “We…”

It was Pian who took her hand in his and shook his head. “President Turner is right Jalersi.” He said softly. “Without the support of their people they can only do so much.”

Andro stepped closer to the holoimage. “Then form a government.” He spoke. “Establish the Kavalian Free Republic openly Pian. Let the entire galaxy know.”

Pian shook his head. “Keleru would move instantly to crush us.” He said. “While we have grown… we could not stand against the forces he could bring to bear on us. I can not ask those who follow me to throw away their lives with no hope of success.”

“Then let us help!” Andro hissed turning to look at his Aunt. “Tenna Deia…?”

Deia met his eyes and she sat up straighter her eyes going a little wider. “I know what you are thinking mandri.” She said as her face became more animated.

“So do I!” Tarifa stated with a smile.

Charles laughed. “Androcles my boy… are you certain you are not a closet politician.”

“Sibfla no!” Andro gasped.

Ceneu looked at them and then at Andro. “You will forgive our military minds… but what exactly are all of you speaking about.”

“It could work!” Deia exclaimed. “Oh… that would be such a slap in the face. Selene?”

Selene nodded her head instantly. “It’s very doable.” She spoke. “It’s not like we don’t have the ability. And it’s something we could do very low key until the time is right to reveal the whole thing.”

Deia looked up. “Pian… how long would it take you and Jalersi to transit here to Earth?”

Pian looked at Resumar and then back to her. “Using the Pralor transport… perhaps two days.”

Deia nodded. “You have other Pride leaders like yourself correct?”

Pian nodded. “Nearly thirty.”

“Bring them with you.” Deia spoke. “And their wives if they are mated.”

“Why?” Pian asked.
Deia looked at him in the transmission. “Because we are going to give you the voice you need.” She stated. “If we are going to do this… then we are going to do it right.”

Charles looked at Andro now. “It will also allow you to do what you need and not burden our military assets with other missions. At least not yet.”

Andro nodded in understanding. “Yes it will.” He spoke. “Admiral Ceneu?”

“Milord.” Ceneu answered still somewhat confused about what had just happened. 

“The three CFFGs that you have on standby deploy into the area around Elear.” Andro spoke. “Then shift six into the area around Hadaria. Not within the same system… but close enough that they can obliterate any reinforcements the Kavalians try to send. Cancel any leaves that may still be active and activate all of our reserves. All combat units will come to full alert and prepare to deploy to their Lines of Departure.”

Ceneu nodded. “Yes Milord.” He spoke. “Our garrisons?”

“Send a scout unit to Vigon.” Andro told him. “Discover if any of our people are still alive. If they are… then we’ll put a plan together to get them out.” Andro looked at Pian. “Pian… with your permission I would like to keep General Azlenr and General Byka and their divisions with me here on Solmar for the time being.”

“Andro… what are you going to do?” Deia asked.

“For the moment… nothing.” Andro said. “I want to see what Keleru will or will not do. Father said he would contact me within two days and let me know what will be happening there and I want to take that call on the SCIMITAR. Things will shift somewhat he if returns and there is a chance Keleru will try to take this colony back.”

“We will begin to make preparations to meet Pian and the others.” Deia said. “I will let Ceneu and Tareif know what it is we have in mind.” She continued seeing their confused looks. “Contact us if you need anything.”

“Tenna… I would like to send the Rothryn delegation on to you.” Andro spoke. “I think you will enjoy Lady Aleatia’s company.”

Deia nodded. “If that is acceptable to them it is fine with me.” She said. She rose to her feet. “We have much to do and not a lot of time to do it Mandri. Go with the gods.”

“You as well Tenna.” Andro said.

The transmission ended and Andro turned to look at Resumar and Pian. “Resumar… return with Pian and the others.” Andro spoke. “I will return to Earth as soon as I talk to father in two days and we will speak.”

Resumar looked puzzled himself and nodded. “What are you thinking fervon?” He asked.

Andro shook his head. “Not now.” He answered. “We will speak at length when we meet on Earth.”

Resumar nodded. “Very well.” He said.

“Androcles… may I have a moment with Azlenr and Byka?” Pian asked.

Andro nodded without hesitation. “Clear the room.” He ordered turning to look at the others behind him. “We’ll meet again in twelve hours unless something happens that requires our attention. If you need me I will be on the SCIMITAR.” 

Andro looked at Azlenr and Byka as he moved up to them and then turned back to Pian. “Take as long as you need Pian. Nothing Keleru has can track this COM unit.”

“Thank you Androcles.” Pian spoke.

Andro nodded… looked at Azlenr and Byka once more and then moved for the door.

Pian waited until the room was empty and Azlenr and Byka were looking at him. He moved closer to his transmitter and took a deep breath. “I need to know something before we go further gentlemen.”

“General Nruarani?” Azlenr spoke.
“Tell me you are with me.” Pian spoke. “Tell me that your hearts are in this. I need men who are ready to move forward and attempt to save our people. I do not want men who will betray me or run to protect their own asses. If you are not fully committed to this road tell me now. I will insure Androcles releases you to go about your way… but your divisions will be forfeit to us.”

Azlenr looked at Byka. “May I ask you a question Pian’Nruarani?” He spoke turning back.
Pian nodded. “Yes.”

“Is what you are doing… is it about our people… our future as a people… or is it about you stealing Jalersi away from Pusintin?” Azlenr asked. “Many of us have known that you have wanted her for many years.”

Pian took a deep breath and nodded his head. “In the beginning it was only about Jalersi.” He replied honestly. “But once… once I had her… I realized that I could not have the future I wanted with her if things did not change for our people as a whole. I am Kavalian… and if my children with Jalersi are to have a future… then this is what must be done. I can not turn back from the path I have set myself upon. I will either free our people… or I will die trying. I will not see my children living in exile or under oppression. I will die first.”

Azlenr looked at Byka and saw him nod his head. He turned back to Pian and stood a little taller. “Then command us Pian’Nruarani. Command us so that our future will be just as bright as possible.”

ONTEROM
SCIENCE STATION ZERO ONE FIVE  


“…nubous idiots and their grenades!” Anja hissed as she tossed aside a scorched data pad and looked up at the destroyed equipment in Medical. “Avi?”

-I can restore full power to the three main consoles in one point three hours Anja- Avi answered pushing away from the large wall of circuit boards and wiring he was standing in front of. –Four of the five secondary consoles however are destroyed completely-


“The cryo chambers?” Duewa asked quickly.


-The cryo chambers operate on a separate power grid- Avi answered. –Only five were affected by the detonations and that was unintentional. A piece of shrapnel struck the main power matrix panel for those five chambers. The remainder are still functioning within normal parameters-


“Good.” Anja hissed. “Let’s keep it that way. Given the timeframe we established, they would have already changed our people and the Pralors they took. Which means their numbers doubled overnight. We don’t need anymore running around.”


Duewa nodded. “I won’t argue with that.” She said. She pushed a broken ceiling frame off one computer station. “Anja… I’m going to pull our research off this system.” She spoke. “No reason to give them any insight into what we already know.”

Anja nodded. “Do it.” She snapped.

Duewa detected the tension in her voice and moved over to her quickly taking her hands. Anja looked at her. “You are concerned for Martin, Aricia and Bella.” Duewa said. “You know them Anja… what they are capable of. Have confidence in them.”


Anja smiled. “I’m not concerned for them Duewa.” She said. “I’m ticked off because Martin didn’t take me.”


Duewa looked taken aback for several seconds and then she too laughed. “Oh… I see.” She said.


Anja squeezed her hands. “Thank you for the thought though.”


-Anja- Avi’s voice interrupted them and they turned to look at him only to see Radra, Mari and Kesyla enter the Medical Bay slowly.


Radra looked at Anja squeezing her hands together nervously. Wayonn had told her the fiery red haired half Hadarian Queen had a temper and the skills to act on that temper. She was also the most compassionate woman he had ever met. “I… I spoke with the Praetorian Oracle Wayonn.” She said softly. “We wish… we wish to try and make things between us better. We want to help.”

Mari stepped forward quickly in the exuberance of youth. “We know these systems.” She offered. “We can help you get them up and running again. And with your Avatar…” She looked at Avi with something akin to awe. “It will be… it will be much faster.”


“I don’t mean to sound suspicious… but how do we know you aren’t here under orders from your Chief Pralor to help us just so that you can delete any data from the system that you don’t want us to see?” Anja asked.


 “Delnash was escorted to the nearby lake so that he could speak with Teniri.” Radra spoke. “He confined Lorendo and Sashan to the vehicle bay until he returned. Valael is with your husband’s Praetorian Oracle Helen in the Command Center.”


Anja’s head tilted to the side and she looked at Radra. “You believe Martin is one of these Praetorians?” She asked.


Mari turned back to face Anja as Radra answered. “Praetorians are revered within much of our society. As I told you last night… there are those of us who do not believe as Lorendo. What we feel within the Etheric Realm from your husband and mate Anja Leonidas… it is no different than what we feel from Murano. It’s actually a little stronger. I can not deny what I feel within me.”


Kesyla nodded and moved up beside her. “Neither can I.” She stated softly. “No matter what my father says.”


“Now that we have that out of the way…” Mari said cheerfully. “I will just help the Avatar over…” She turned and bumped directly into Avi’s chest, his seven foot tall form towering over her.


-My name is Avi daughter of Chief Elder Delnash- Avi spoke. –I would be appreciative if you used it-


Mari blinked several times as she looked up at him. “They named you?” She gasped.


-The elf female Endith chose my designation. I find I have come to like how it sounds- Avi answered. –If you wish to help… the Main Quantum Power Matrix is out of sync by three point two Quntijewels. It needs adjusting. I need to retrieve two cases of Quantum Bio Computer Chips and an AP Fusion Power Converter from storage-

Mari looked a little stunned but she nodded her head quickly with a smile. “Three point two Quntijewels. Got it.” She watched as Avi walked out of the Medical Bay and then turned to the others. “Did you know only three Praetorians ever had Avatars assigned to them! Three!”
Radra smiled as she watched Mari turned to the wall of circuit boards and wiring. She then looked at Anja. “Youth.” She said. “It is so very refreshing.”

Anja allowed a smile to split her face. “There isn’t much we can do until Avi gets the system back online.” She said.

“Then may we sit and talk with you?” Radra asked moving closer.

“About what?” Anja asked.

“Perhaps you could tell me of your people. The Hadarians. It is one of the few species that we do not have volumes of information on. They were deemed too fragile for the Seeding missions and basically ignored. Something I do not agree with. Both of your abilities are utterly fascinating and I would love to discover more about them. Or your children. You said you have eighteen that consider you and the others mother? I would love to hear of them. Are yours the oldest or…”

Anja shook her head. “Androcles is the oldest of them… well Lisisa actually, but she treats Andro as the oldest. Eliani is my oldest.” She said. “I have twins… a boy and girl who will be thirteen this year. Denali is Aricia’s second child and she has twins as well. Nara and Deion…” Anja looked at Duewa. “Carians… they will be fourteen this year! They’ll go for their Agoge soon! We haven’t seen them in too long.” She turned back to Radra. “For'mya’s children are Arrarn and Bryon. You’ve met Fedor and Eirene already. Bella has given us two beautiful daughters and a son just recently. Dysea has given us Resumar and Normya. And Yuriko is our adopted daughter.”
“So many!” Kesyla spoke with keen interest. “Will you have more?”

“Kesyla!” Radra hissed.

Anja smiled at her words. “It’s ok really. You should see us when we are all in the same place at the same time. Controlled chaos is what it is.” She said. “And hopefully… hopefully we will have more yes. I know I would like more. Cirith wants to have children. Hell… all of us want more. Martin more than us I think. He loves acting like a child with them.”

“Can you tell us of them?” Radra asked.

Anja looked at Duewa and then back to Radra. “I suppose it couldn’t hurt.” She said. “Pull up a piece of smashed furniture.”


…Betrayed us! Teniri snarled at Delnash, her jaws snapping together to indicate just how upset she was. You lied to us! You told us you looked for the ship that brought us to Sybin! We told you it had returned to retrieve our Elder Mother and we asked you to search for it! You lied to us! To me! Why would you try to disable this ship Delnash?

Delnash stared at her feeling very unwelcome at the moment. He hadn’t felt this from Teniri since the time shortly after they had joined forces nearly thirty-five thousand years ago and come to Artaaya with his people. I did not lie to you Teniri. I have no idea what you are saying! Delnash answered as calmly as he could. His eyes darted to the massive dragon beside Teniri who so far had not said a word. A dragon that dwarfed her in size by a good four to five meters. We did send a ship and we found no sign of the vessel you told us of. I…
 This is Arzoal! Teniri hissed. This is the Pralor Elder Mother we left behind! This is who you were suppose to find!
Delnash looked at Arzoal then with wide eyes. “Arzoal!” He gasped. “I remember your name now! The others told me of you when we discovered the dragons on Sybin!”

Others? Arzoal gasped. They live?
Delnash nodded quickly. “Two of the four who traveled with Teniri yes.” He answered.

Teniri looked at Arzoal. They remained with us through it all Elder Mother. They take care of the many eggs we have in the hatcheries. They are the most trusted of everyone. Neola and Gormna.

Neola! Arzoal spoke softly. Gormna! Her eyes closed slowly and Teniri could feel the great happiness flowing through her.

“You were the senior medical officer and senior assistant to Artre.” Delnash spoke. “You are… you are the one who used the Psionic Transfer Chamber!”

Arzoal nodded her massive head. Yes.
“Do you know what you did?” Delnash exclaimed. “Your actions…”

Arzoal released a small but loud trumpet of anger and she lowered her head even closer to Delnash, her flame red eyes wide. Do not speak to me of actions little man! Arzoal snarled. Chief Elder of the Pralor people you may be… but you have no right to judge my actions when the actions of you and the other Elders are far worse! Including those that came before you!

“You have no right to say that!” Delnash snapped.

I have every right! Arzoal nearly shouted within Mindvoice. I disagreed with the actions of the Council even before I became a dragon and my fears came true. I was among many who did not agree with our actions in regards to the Seed Missions! They were wrong in how they were conducted! We perceived ourselves as superior! God like when held against the Seed Species! Look where that got us? Death and destruction! I am guilty of it on a genocidal scale so do not speak to me of what you know! What I have seen with my eyes would make you cower in fear and weep Chief Elder Delnash!   

“I am… I am only adhering to the directives established long ago.” Delnash spoke.

Directives and laws that have no place or meaning in this time! In this moment! Arzoal barked. You dismiss Martin Leonidas and the others because you say they are beneath you! I tell you now… you are beneath them! Arzoal saw his eyes go wide in disgust and arrogance. Yes… I can see the horror on your face at my words. But it is the truth. What Sumar did… what Wayonn did? It altered the course of destiny and fate in a way that can no longer be denied! I will no longer allow you to subject my dragons to your arrogance and unseeing eyes!
“Your dragons?” Delnash gasped. “But Teniri is the Elder Mother!”

Teniri shook her head. No longer! Arzoal is the true Elder Mother of our kind and every dragon who breaths air will know this the moment they sense her or see her. Just as I now do! No other but the Elder Mother could command the loyalty of four Talon Guardians branded by the Elder Council!

“Talon Guardians?” Delnash asked.

Martin and the dragon who is his Bonded Brother, Torma. Arzoal spoke. They are Talon Guardians. Gifted with a small portion of each Dragon Elder’s Etheric essence. Protectors of dragons and those who met out justice among our kind when it is needed. The most powerful of our kind in every way.

“But he is… he is a Lycavorian!” Delnash gasped.

Arzoal nodded. Yes he is. As is his son Androcles. And between them you will find no more revered an example of Talon Guardians anywhere in our history. Androcles’s Bonded sister is Elynth… Torma’s oldest offspring. You ask yourself why Martin burns brighter than Murano within the Etheric realm… it is because of their positions as Talon Guardians. Just as Androcles will burn brighter. They have the combined essences of nine dragon elders to call on and augment their powers if need be. You think Murano stopped Martin Leonidas? A powerful Praetorian he may be… but Martin Leonidas would have carved through him just as easily as he did your fool soldiers who kill his men and beat his Queen!
“Nine!” Delnash almost shouted. “You… you gave them this? As barbaric as their species is… you gave them this?”

Barbaric! Arzoal snarled viciously, her jaws snapping together and causing Delnash to back up in sudden fear. I have seen Martin Leonidas crush his enemies with one boot and extend his hand in friendship in the next instant! She spat at Delnash. I have been witness to him saving millions… billions of lives with his actions as King in the past two decades! Citizens of the Union revere him and his Queens in a way I have never seen. They adore him! They adore his entire family! His son Androcles walks that same path! He has that same draw on people! I have seen within their memories the night they stood against thousands of vicious and brutal enemies in order to keep the bodies of their dead comrades from being captured as trophies! The blood flowed like a river all around them but they never faltered in their beliefs or their task! And they would have died that night in order to preserve those beliefs and values! I have seen Martin play with his small children and act like a child himself! I have seen him risk all to save the life of a small boy whom he did not know! Arzoal stretched her head out within inches of Delnash. Mind your words around me Chief Elder Delnash of the Pralor people… for if you ever call Martin Leonidas barbaric in my presence again… I will show you just how barbaric I can be! Arzoal snorted angrily. She glared at him for a long moment.
He came here… he came here hoping to discover about the Pralor blood that runs in his veins. It has been a dream of his ever since… since he discovered who his grandfather was. You have shown him nothing but disrespect and distain at every turn. Even now he risks his own life to save not only his men… but your people as well. And still you treat him as if he is inferior to you. Arzoal drew her head back and Delnash watched as she shook it from side to side. I am… I am ashamed to have called myself a Pralor.
You came to Sybin one year after our ship departed to retrieve the Elder mother and the rest of our kind. You brought the Scourge with you and thousands of my kind died defending your people! Teniri stated now. We told you who she was and the only thing we asked of you was to send a ship to search for her. You sent a ship to destroy ours instead! And now your true feelings for my kind come forth in the manner you treat the Elder Mother and the revered Talon Guardians of our kind.
Delnash looked at her. “That is not true!” Delnash exclaimed. “Once we came to Artaaya I did send a ship! I have the logs from that ship to prove this to you Teniri! I would never have ordered them to destroyed you ship! Why would I lie to you Teniri? What purpose would that have after all you did for us? What we have accomplished through the millennia?
Our ship did not return to the Elder Mother for nearly nine thousand years! Teniri barked angrily. And when it returned to Elear to collect the others it was discovered damaged with its computer banks completely erased.
Delnash shook his head. “Wait.” He stammered. “That… I was not told this Teniri. I was told no sign of the ship was seen.”

Who would know how to completely erase the computer core of a Pralor ship Delnash? Teniri asked. Only another Pralor. The ship was damaged by weapons fire of some sort! Why would you do this after all we did to help you? 
“Teniri… I swear to you… I have no idea what you are talking about!” Delnash gasped.
You are the Chief Elder Pralor! Teniri growled. How could you not know these things? How? Delnash was unable to say anything as he looked at her. Teniri snorted loudly. I have watched for millennia as you have led your people. Many of your decisions I did not agree with when it came to your own people and I said nothing. It was not my place. My kind… Dragon Kind… we have stood beside yours as friends and allies for longer than many of your young people have been alive Delnash. But this… I will not let this stand. It is a sign to me that even now you consider my kind nothing more than tools. The Elder Mother and I have spoken all through the night. She has told me many things Delnash. How Dragon Kind walks among the streets of the many planets within this Union that Talon Guardian Martin is King of. She says many of their cities rival yours in splendor! Delnash looked at Arzoal who simply stared at him as Teniri continued. How we are looked upon with awe and respect and love without question. How Dragon Kind holds a seat on their ruling body! We have a say in how we travel down the future roads! Teniri gasped. Something you never offered us among your kind.
“Teniri…” Delnash began.
No! When we return to Artaaya I will consult with the other Elders and we will decide the future of Dragon Kind on Artaaya. Do not be surprised if we choose to depart and join with our true Elder Mother and be among our brothers and sisters. Teniri told him.
“Leave?” Delnash exclaimed. “How?”

We have ships that can carry Dragon Kind. Arzoal told him. Hundreds and hundreds of them at once. It would take many trips… and may take months, but we can return our kind to the planet of our birth and many others like it and be welcome.

“You are welcome on Artaaya!” Delnash hissed softly.

You will forgive me Chief Elder Pralor… Teniri spoke. But to call a Talon Guardian barbaric in the presence of any of my kind will undoubtedly not be pleasant. Talon Guardians are to Dragon Kind what Praetorians are to your people. Only we have not dismissed what they mean to us as a species as you have with the Praetorians.

“Teniri… this attitude is not needed.” Delnash spoke. 
Teniri snarled and spit and lowered her head close to his. I did not believe so either. She growled. Until I discovered you betrayed my kind! Betrayed us because it suited your needs!
“That is not true!” Delnash declared once more.

Isn’t it? Teniri asked. Think upon your actions of the last millennia and tell me of one time when Dragon Kind had any say in decisions you made. Tell me! No more! Our true Elder Mother has returned to us after more than thirty millennia and she has brought with her two of four Talon Guardians who now exist to safeguard and live among Dragon Kind! I am done speaking. Send word to us when you are ready to leave and we will come. Unless you decide to leave us here because we no longer serve your needs!
“That is not fair Teniri!” Delnash barked.

Fair or not… I will begin to think of Dragon Kind first from now on. Teniri answered. She turned without another word and began to walk away from Delnash, Arzoal falling in beside her leaving Delnash standing there alone and bewildered at what had just taken place.
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.


Iama recited those words over and over in her head as she rested between his legs and stroked the skin of his jaw as he slept just like she had for the last fifteen minutes watching his handsome face. It was a simple thing to shove two portable cots together and with Dnom’s wing extended out comfortably around them, it was almost like they were alone as they were on the roof top. Iama had refused to leave him when they locked down the vehicle bay for the evening, telling him she was going to take care of him. His wounds had already been healed she knew, but the loss of blood had tired him out and almost immediately after laying on the cots he had fallen asleep. Iama knew what she wanted instantly and being careful not to disturb him, she settled between his legs with her head resting gently on his powerful chest. She had drifted quickly into sleep, the beating of his strong heart once more lulling her into a trance like state. She did indeed purr in her sleep, her tail twitching slightly back and forth as she enjoyed once more his warmth and the feel of his body against hers. 
When she had awoke, she was still in the same position, but his arms had dropped to rest gently on her shoulders. He said he was going to court her. Iama didn’t really understand what that meant, but she desperately hoped it included laying exactly as they were. Her firm breasts were pressed tightly to his groin and she could feel the outline of his thick shaft against her chest. She had woken up this way, very conscious of the fact that he was very hard and pressing between her breasts. A flash of anger crossed her face until everything rushed back to her and filled her with warmth and happiness. Iama could surmise from the heat and length of what she could feel between her breasts that Fedor Leonidas was very well gifted. Not as large as the brutish and harsh Kavalian clones she had been forced to pleasure but very well gifted indeed. Certainly more than enough to make her happy for the rest of her life in that regard. As she laid there feeling these things fill her Iama realized that she actually thought about her future. Fedor was the very first man who she truly wanted to please in that way. He treated her as a precious flower, twice risking his own life to save hers. She didn’t see it until her talk with Helen and then almost losing him yesterday and she vowed to make sure it never happened again. She had an opportunity for a real life with a man who looked upon her not with lust, but with love.
He hadn’t thought. He hadn’t hesitated. His actions were driven by the need to protect her. To save her. Whatever qualms Iama'Juturi may have had about getting involved with this half elf Lycavorian Prince who had been born less than three months ago were quickly shredded and tossed to the side in that moment. As she had stared at his bloody body knowing that he was dying and she would never know what it was that had begun between them, her heart was being torn to little pieces. Iama drew her fingers away slowly and let her head fall back to his rock hard abdomen, her nearly white blond hair spreading over his chest and falling off to the side. She would do anything he wanted now. She would show him more pleasure in her arms than he ever knew could exist so that he never left her. She would even be as obedient as he desired for Iama knew submissive to Fedor Leonidas would never be the same as with the…

“No.” His voice spoke softly and her head came up instantly to see his beautiful dark brown orbs gazing at her. “You will… you will never be submissive to any man Iama'Juturi. Not while I live.”

“You… you heard my thoughts!” She exclaimed with wide eyes.

“Forgive me.” Fedor spoke quickly. “My mother says… she says it is something that will happen until I fully learn to focus and control my skills. I can hear the surface thoughts of those close to me as I wake. I did not mean to intrude Iama and I…” Fedor suddenly realized his own unique condition and what he felt and his eyes flew open in embarrassment. He gripped the sides of the cot intending to move but Iama’s weight stopped him.

“Please don’t move Fedor.” She said softly.

“Iama I am… I did not… this is… this is very awkward.” He finally stammered.

Iama smiled up at him with her pale green eyes. “I am enjoying what I am feeling.” She said. “It pleases me that you think I am desirable even after…” She stopped talking and her eyes dropped for a moment.
Fedor saw the sadness on her face and instinctively he reached down and took her face within his hands. He rolled over on the cot, pulling her with him until she was beneath him, and then Fedor Leonidas kissed her softly. Iama gasped for she had never been kissed before. The texture and feel of his lips on hers was amazing and oh so very intoxicating. Her eyes closed almost dreamily as he deepened the kiss and she felt the tip of his tongue slip between her lips. Her arms suddenly went around his lower back, her leg curling up along his hip and her tail madly twitching on the side as she experienced the very first kiss of her young life. Iama knew what kissing was of course, but the fact that Fedor was kissing her even after knowing what she had been forced to do for so long, it ignited a small fire within her. A fire that was beginning to grow stronger by the moment. She stabbed her tongue forward to meet his and suddenly they were dancing a tango, locked in the steamy kiss, and Iama holding him tightly against her now quivering form. It was only moments before Iama was just as aroused as he had been when he woke, and this knowledge made her mind scream in happiness. 

It seemed like decades before Fedor finally began to draw his lips away from hers and she tried to recaptured them. Languidly Iama’s eyes opened until she was staring at his face so close to hers and she shivered in desire and need. The feel of his lips still lingered on hers and her tail wrapped tightly around his upper thigh in response to this. Slowly she reached up and touched her lips with her fingers and looked at him.

“Where… where did you learn… learn how to do that?” She stammered still somewhat out of breath.

“I… I read it in a book. There… there wasn’t much to do on the ship when my training periods were done.” He said with an embarrassed grin. “And I… I watch my sister and Miseo. They are doing it all the time! Did I… did I do it right? I’m sorry if…”

Iama’s pale green eyes lit up. “Do it again Fedor!” She said quickly.

Fedor didn’t hesitate and lowered his lips to hers again. This kiss lasted much longer and the exploration more involved. Iama’s arms wrapped around his back tightly, trying to draw him even tighter as her back arched upwards towards him and her body grew warm and tingly. He drew his face back until he was looking at her with bright dark brown eyes.

“I… I want to make you mine Iama'Juturi.” He said softly. “I want to make you mine forever! I know you think of me as…”

Iama reached up and put a finger to his moist lips and shook her head. “No Fedor.” She spoke. “I was… I was wrong. Someone… a very wise person told me recently to look beyond what I have known and… she said that all I have ever wanted is right in front of me and I just needed to let go of the past.” Iama reached up and took his face in her hands. “I let go of the past on the roof with you two nights ago.”

Fedor looked at her puzzled. “One of my mothers didn’t…”

Iama shook her head with a smile. “No. It was not one of your mothers.” She stated. “It doesn’t matter now anyway.” She gazed at him longingly. “You said… you wanted to court me. What… what does this mean Fedor?”

Fedor smiled. “I don’t believe it began with my father’s people, Spartans, Lycavorians, but they follow it much more closely than others.” He told her. “I escort you to events, take you to lavish dinners… well as lavish as the mess lounge on the ARC ROYAL will allow… I will purchase presents for you and…”

“Will it involve more kissing?” Iama asked excitedly.

Fedor grinned. “I hope so.” He said.

“Then you will take me and make me yours?” Iama asked animatedly.

Fedor looked at her. “I… Iama…”

Her eyes narrowed slightly and the smile quickly left her face. She saw the indecision on his face and mistook it for something that it wasn't. A sharp pain stabbed into her heart and she withdrew her hands from his face. “You… you don’t want me.” She said softly. “You don’t want me because of what I was forced to do. All the others I was forced to be with.”

Fedor looked at her with wide eyes. “What?”

“You don’t want me because I am… I am dirty.” Iama spoke as tears welled in her eyes. Her tail unwrapped from around his thigh and she tried to push him off her. “I… I should go.”

Fedor held on to her. “Iama no!” He hissed. “That is not it! That has nothing to do with anything!”

“I am not pure!” Iama said looking at him. “You are a Prince! You should have… a pure woman to make yours. I am only… I am only a Kavalian whore!”

Fedor’s hand snapped up and gripped her jaw gently. “Don’t say that!” He snarled out. “Don’t… don’t you dare say that Iama! That is not true! You are… you are like the sweetest fruit to me. I can not get your scent out of my head! I smell you wherever I go!”

“You say these things… but you don’t… you don’t wish to be with me?” Iama spoke. “There is only one reason for this Fedor. That is because I am not pure!”

“No!” He hissed. “No! Carians…” He lowered his head. “Just spit it out Fedor.” He told himself aloud. He lifted his head quickly and looked at her confused face. “I… I don’t want to… I don’t want to disappoint you.”
Iama’s eyes went from angry and sad to confused to realization all in the space of two seconds. Her pale green eyes then flew open as the meaning of his words filled her and fresh tears burst into her eyes. She had completely forgotten he had never been with a woman before. 

“I don’t want to disappoint you!”

These words rang in her mind like thunder. “Oh… Fedor!” She gasped loudly, wrapping her arms around his shoulders and burying her face in his neck. 
She whimpered softly when his arms drew her even tighter against him and she pulled her head back and kissed him hard, grabbing his head as he responded to her kiss without hesitation. It was a hungry kiss. A kiss of want and desire and need. After a long and steamy moment Iama pulled back and looked at him. 

“You could never disappoint me Fedor!” She gasped. “Never!”
“I will… I will have you Iama'Juturi!” He spoke as he nibbled on her lips. “And I will make you the happiest woman in all the universe! I will…”

Fedor… we could use yours and Iama’s help. For'mya’s voice broke into his thoughts.

Iama saw his face tighten just a little. “Mother… do you mind! A little privacy here!” Fedor hissed softly causing Iama’s eyes to grow wider.

You will have privacy when you return to the ARC ROYAL. For'mya answered. At the moment… you and Iama have everyone around you quite worked up so privacy is kind of out my son.
Indeed it is. He heard the voice of his mother Cirith chuckle.

Fedor’s eyes grew wider. “What?” He bolted upright, pulling Iama with him in surprise. “Dnom?” He spoke.
Are you sure brother? Everyone is watching.

“Everyone?” Fedor gasped looking at him.

Dnom nodded his huge head. Yes.
“Sibfla!” Fedor snarled. He looked at Iama who was smiling broadly. She apparently had already figured it out and she stepped close to him and took his arm in her hands just as Dnom lifted his wing.
“I am not afraid.” She said softly.

There were seven others sitting nearby, four men and three women from the technician group. All of them wore smiles on their faces. The men because of the devotion they smelled in Fedor for the Kavalian female and the women because they all knew Fedor was going to make her very happy.

“Fedor!” He heard his mother’s voice and turned to see her standing by the ramp going into the facility with his mothers Dysea and Cirith. All of them with knowing smiles on their faces.

I will never live this down will I mothers? He asked For'mya.

Probably not… but I know your father and your brothers will be very impressed with your words and your actions. For'mya answered with a loving smile.

Yes they will. Dysea spoke now. Very well done Fedor our son.

Fedor groaned and turned quickly to gather his body armor and A4. He grabbed Iama’s hand and headed for the ramp where they stood.

Danny held up his fist and dropped to one knee beside the towering tree his eyes focused directly ahead of them. Those behind him following suit in the space of a second and a half and Martin moved up beside him with Murano. Dawn had come and gone and the sun was nearly fully up now. They had left the Science facility just before dawn, tracking the scents of their people swiftly. Their team comprised Martin’s Alpha Squad of Kenny, Julie and Pablo, along with Aricia, Isabella and T'lolt. Murano had accompanied them along with Garan, Kasdan and two of his senior men. The Pralor security forces and Kasdan kept up quite well considering the pace Danny had set. Garan had decided the previous day that no matter what Elder Lorendo said, this man was a Praetorian. He could not deny what he felt from the man or the way Murano treated him. Garan had decided during the night that he would select his two most trusted men, men who thought like he did, and he would learn all he could from this man and those who followed him. So far their learning experience had paid massive dividends. What they had learned in just the three hours they had been tracking the Svorag, Garan could fill half a book. How to track. How to move in the confines of forests and timber and not be seen or heard by others. These were things he and his men lacked to a great degree and from what he saw, Martin Leonidas and those with him were masters of these arts. 
“Danny?” Martin spoke in a whisper.

Dan motioned with his head in front of him. “Bout a hundred meters head. Cave entrance. Half covered by downed trees. They went in.”

Martin shifted his gaze and used his wolf eyes to scan where Danny was indicating. “Got it.” He said softly.

“See how the trees are bent inward?” Danny asked him. “They are using them as cover.” Danny looked at Martin. “They knew what they were doing fervon.”

Murano looked at Daniel from where he had come up on his other side. “Daniel… Svorag have only basic instincts.”

Martin looked at him. “Isn’t that what many of your people thought of us?” He asked.

Murano nodded his head. “Point taken Martin my boy. An excellent statement and one that I will kick myself in my ass for later.”

Martin couldn’t help but grin and he looked at Danny. “I like this guy.” Dan spoke with a smile. “He ain’t afraid to call it like it is.” Danny looked back to Murano. “Something that is seriously lacking in your people. They’re all uptight and…”

“I think he gets the picture Danny.” Martin said as Murano smiled.

Danny nodded and looked at the cave entrance. “Yeah… they got basic tactics down just fine. Well enough for them to pick up a weapon and use them against us on Twelve Alpha.” He said.

Murano looked at him stunned. “They used weapons?” He asked.

Martin nodded his head. “And they knew basic tactics.” Martin spoke as Aricia and Bella settled soundlessly beside him. Martin pointed to the cave entrance for them. Of all his Queens, Aricia, Anja and Isabella had worked the most with Martin’s Alpha Squad. Along with Anja, who though very petite in nature was an extremely lethal woman, they were accepted as part of the team and all of them knew what one would do at any given time.
“This planet you encountered them on?” Murano asked. “Where was it?”

Martin looked at him. “Two days back. We jumped once to get here from there. They had water craft of some sort too. Used it to move on the ocean and hit us from the beaches. We didn’t stick around long enough to find out where they came from.”

Murano glanced at Kasdan who was behind him and listening. “Kasdan?”

Kasdan appeared nervous but he had held up well so far for a scientist who had never been in the field before. “I do not know much about them.” He answered honestly. “Elder Lorendo secured the Svorag corpses that we do have in high level quarantine. Elder Radra has examined them but I never talked to her about them or to what extent she was able to examine them. You don’t just walk up to the Chief Elder of the Medical Convention and ask for her findings.”
Martin looked at him now. This Kasdan seemed to genuinely view him and the others as equals and his scent told Martin he was very honest. “Given what you know… take an educated guess… Kasdan.”

Kasdan nodded. “Yes.”

Martin nodded. “My gut tells me your guess will be more accurate than your buddy Lorendo’s facts.”

Kasdan’s eyes darkened. “He is not my buddy! He is a…” He hissed. Kasdan caught his words and then took a deep breath. “If you want me to guess than I would have to say they are adapting. Each victim they change keeps at least a small portion of the memories from their previous existence... that much I do know. This they are passing on to the others. I know their infection is not the only means by which they grow. There are signs that they are breeding with each other.”
“Great… baby lizard monsters that try to stick their tongues down your throat.” Danny grunted.

“So they are evolving?” Aricia asked.

Kasdan met her eyes and nodded. “That is my guess based on what we have seen yes.” He answered.

Martin turned and looked at Murano and then settled his eyes back on Kasdan. “How long have they been around?”

“We first started to see them in numbers about twenty thousand years ago.” Murano said. “At least that was when the reports began coming in. They began striking our smaller outposts across this quadrant. Taking victims. Changing them. There is no cure for what they afflict our people with. We’ve had several large encounters with them over the years and lost several thousand men and women to them.”

“That would explain the Pralor genes and DNA Anja and Duewa found in the one on the ARC ROYAL Beloved.” Aricia spoke. She turned back to Kasdan. “And Anja and Duewa found a cure for this affliction within a day of us being here.” 
Kasdan looked at her in shock, his eyes wide. “You have discovered a cure? How… how is that possible?” He asked in disbelief. “We have searched for dozens of centuries and we have discovered nothing! Elder Lorendo has an entire section of researchers working on it and they have found nothing.”
“I guess he’s not working hard enough.” Isabella spoke.

“And you don’t have Red.” Martin said proudly. “She sinks her fangs into something like this and she won’t quit until she succeeds.”

“How true.” Isabella said with bright hazel green eyes. Anja had saved Dorian because of her no quit attitude and her wonderful mind. Something Isabella was thanking her for nearly every night in their bed with great glee.

“You… you have one? A dead Svorag?” Kasdan asked.

Martin nodded his head. “On our ship. It’s good and dead… but my mate Anja was able to determine that it has Pralor genes in its makeup. As well as Lycavorian.”

“Your species.” Kasdan gasped. “Oh that is not good.”

Danny looked at him. “Damn… you just figuring that out now? No wonder the fuckers were so hard to kill. They got our DNA and those hard skinned shells.”

“No… no that’s not what I meant.” Kasdan spoke. “There was a world in this quadrant that was seeded with Lycavorians roughly sixty thousand years ago. They had advanced to a pre-fusion stage in evolution the last time a probe was sent to investigate.”
“And when was that?” Martin asked.

“Just before the second war with the Scourge.” Kasdan answered. 

“If what you are saying is true then that would explain the weapons and water craft.” Martin said thoughtfully. “Now the only question is what have they learned from your people that they might have put to use.”

“Just how many of our people were taken off Lycavore for your… Seeding… missions?” Aricia asked now.

Kasdan met her eyes and shook his head. “I do not know exact numbers…”

Martin looked at Aricia who nodded her head toward Kasdan indicating she wanted him to answer the question. “Humor us.” Martin said turning back to Kasdan. “I’ll believe an answer from you.”

Kasdan looked quickly at Murano and then back to Martin. “We began taking Lycavorian specimens sixty-two thousands years before the start of the First Scourge War if the history data banks are accurate. It continued right up until the beginning of the War.”

“And?” Aricia asked.

“If our history banks are accurate, a total of five worlds were seeded with the Lycavorian species. Including the planet in this quadrant.” Kasdan answered softly. “Just over… just over a hundred billion were taken from your homeworld in order to do this.”
“A hundred billion?” Aricia gasped. 

“Shit!” Martin hissed shaking his head. “That’s probably not information you should openly offer to my son. He ain’t real keen on the Pralor people for that very reason. A hundred billion?” Martin shook his head. “Must be nice to play fucking god and get away with it as long as you have.”

“I was not alive back then!” Kasdan spoke quickly. “And it is certainly not something I would have sanctioned in any form! I do not consider myself above anyone!”

“Kasdan was born on Artaaya Martin.” Murano spoke calmly. “Many of our institutions of higher learning now are run by those who did not agree with the Seeding Missions as they were originally planned and executed. It has been somewhat of a stick in the mud so to speak for our people for many millennia. Even more so when Lorendo became Assistant Director of the Science Convention… because he wanted to do much more.”
Martin looked at Kasdan. “They ought to put you in charge then.” He spoke. “Anything that gives that fat fuck an ulcer works for me.”

“Fucking A.” Danny grinned.

Martin turned back to look at the cave entrance. “I really hate caves.” He spoke. “Why do the bad guys always go into caves?”

Isabella smiled and touched his shoulder. “Aricia and I will scout it.” She said.

Martin nodded his head. “Go.”

Isabella stood up with Aricia beside her. Aricia gripped her hand and Bella wrapped them in the shadows and they were gone like a soft mist. Murano saw the looks on the faces of Kasdan and Garan at this and he smiled. He touched Martin’s shoulder.

“Perhaps it might be better if Isabella does not use that skill quite so often.” Murano spoke. “It is very disconcerting.”

Martin chuckled. “Yeah… causes the pucker factor to increase doesn’t it?” 

Murano looked at him. “Pucker factor?” He asked.

Martin shook his head. “Never mind.” He stated. He glanced over to where Pablo and Kenny were squatting twenty metes away with T'lolt between them. He carried the same type of mini-gun that Tony usually carried but Martin had wanted the Master Chief to remain at the station in case any trouble began. He pointed two fingers in the air, then at his eyes and then did a small circle with his index finger before finally pointing at the cave entrance. Kenny, T'lolt and Pablo nodded and lifted their A4s, sighting down their scopes to cover Aricia and Isabella, while T'lolt shifted the mini-gun into a covering fire mode.

Garan looked at Murano. “What… what did he just tell them Praetorian Murano?” He asked as Martin moved five meters ahead of them and lifted his A4 as well.

Danny turned slightly. “He told them two of his Queens were going to move forward and do a recon of the cave entrance.” As he spoke Danny used exactly the same motions as Martin had.

Garan looked at him in surprised interest. “He told them that using just his fingers?”

Danny grinned. “Pretty neat huh. Comes in handy when you have to whack the bad guys and not have your radio breaking squelch on you as you are about to fill his back with your blade. That’s not a good thing.”
Julie dropped beside Danny now and smiled. “You would know wouldn’t you?” She said.

“Hey! That wasn’t my fault Jules!” Danny scolded her. “The guy smelled like month old pussy and Marty contacted me to see why my face went white. I was about to vomit all over the smelly bastard!”

Julie grinned. “Kill him first Simpson. Then blow chunks.”

Danny waved his hand at her dismissively. “Yeah. Yeah. You didn’t smell him. Man I thought I was going to pass out.”

“There is no sign of movement above the cave entrance or on the sides Beloved.” Aricia’s voice filled their implants. “However… they are a number of prints in front of the entrance and a very odd smell coming from within.”


“Move up!” Martin’s voice told them. “Left and right.”
“More stinky shit.” Danny said shaking his head. “Why do we always get the shit details?”
Julie smiled as she followed him, Murano and the others right behind them.

Martin was the first to reach the entrance and he kept his A4 trained into the darkness. He could see perhaps five or six meters into the cave but then it appeared to bend downward and the sunlight could not reach inside. Danny settled next to him, Kenny and Pablo off to their right as Julie dropped to one knee with Danny. Murano kept Kasdan and Garan just behind them, knowing at this point they would only be in the way. His head came up as Isabella unwrapped the shadows from around her and Aricia and they settled to the earth beside Martin on his opposite side.

“There is nothing in the surrounding area Du'ased m'ranndii.” Isabella spoke softly.
“That ain’t good.” Martin spoke.

Garan looked up at Murano. “Why is that not good?” He asked.

Aricia looked at him. “There are no tracks that they have surveyed this surrounding area.” She said. “Nothing to indicate they even did a light recon.”

“What does this mean?” Garan asked again.

“It means they knew right where they were going.” Murano spoke softly. “No breaks in their path… no clusters of tracks indicating that they stopped. They knew to come here.” He finished. “But how?”

Martin shook his head. “Doesn’t matter now, though with my luck, it’s bound to be bad. We need to get our people back before they change entirely and are lost for good.” Martin turned. “T'lolt… three meters back and cover our asses with the big gun.”
T'lolt nodded. “Consider them covered.” He stated.

“Danny and me got point… Aricia, Bella and Jules next… Murano, Garan and Kasdan next, Kenny you and Pablo maintain a one meter space between T'lolt and us. Let’s move.” Martin spoke hefting his A4. He looked at the man who was his brother. “It ain’t just a job Danny.” He said with a grin.

“Yeah… it’s a fucking adventure. Blah! Blah! Blah!” Danny growled. “Whenever you say that someone always ends up trying to kill us!”

“Where would the excitement in your life come from then?” Martin asked him.

“Gee… I know a certain red headed elf and a delightful young Drow that can get me pretty excited.” Danny told him. He was silent for a second. “Sibfla! You’re right… it’s not the same thing! Damn!”

Martin chuckled and then began moving into the darkness with Danny at his side.

“…is astonishing!” Radra gasped as she gazed at the main monitor in front of her. Avi had got the main consoles running in less time than he had first estimated and Anja and Duewa were anxious to show Radra what they had discovered. “When you… when you said you had developed a cure for the Svorag infection I thought perhaps… I thought you may have been joking or trying to impress me. How did you…?”
“We have the body of one of these Svorag on our ship.” Anja told her. “Both Duewa and I are researchers as well as doctors. Her field is Mutative Mutagens and mine is Chromatin DNA and Genetic Correlation.”

“You have encountered them before? The Svorag?” Kesyla asked.

Anja nodded her head. “On a planet roughly two days from here.” She said. “We were there collecting food when a large force of them attacked us. Two of them were able to leap into our ship just as it was taking off. We killed them… but several of our people had been assaulted by them and I decided to keep the bodies to learn what I could if I needed to treat them.”

Radra looked at her. “Your people are…”

Anja shook her head. “They are fine. The Svorag as you call them… they were not able to seat the small barbs in their tongues and inject their toxin before we killed them. They didn’t have time.”

“You have determined the Mutative process then?” Radra asked.

Anja nodded. “They are nasty critters to be sure.” She said. “Duewa and I did some deep tissue scans and then a spectral wash of the DNA. The one on our ship was a Pralor that was turned by a Lycavorian. We found that rather interesting considering there isn’t suppose to be any Lycavorians out here. At least not that we knew of.”
Radra looked at Kesyla quickly and then back to Anja. “That is not entirely true.” She stated. “There is an entire planet of them only sixteen light years from here. They had only advanced to a pre-fusion era the last time we knew… but that was many millennia ago. We have… we have never bothered to check since most consider them…”

“Inferior?” Anja finished her statement.

Radra nodded her head slowly. “Yes.” She answered. “Please don’t think…”
Anja held up her hand stopping Radra’s words. “It’s ok.” She said. “I have already figured out that you don’t follow that same line of thinking. If you did… you wouldn’t be here now.” Anja looked at the screen. “Well now we know where the Lycavorian came from. The better question is how did this Pralor get turned if your people do not associate with them?”

Radra shook her head. “That I don’t know.” She said. 

Anja leaned forward from her seat next to Radra and typed quickly on the console. “Well… as you can see… we configured an active compound to counteract the infection but we lacked the core samples of the infected species. Those we found here.”

Radra was looking at the screen and she lifted her hand to touch it. “We didn’t account for the Core Cell Infiltration Index or formulate a base.” She said.

Anja nodded. “You were trying to create a formula without starting from a base set of variables. The tests you did were all off in different directions because of this. That is very basic Genetic study and…”

Radra nodded. “Yes. “ She said. “Genetic reconfiguring one oh one. It’s the basis for all work of this type.” She spat. “How could they have missed that?”

“Not working from a base set of genetic variables will always skew the MEV factor.” Anja said.

Radra slid her finger along the screen and changed the readout. “Yes… and it will never result in a reactive formula to base further tests on.”

Anja sat back. “Forgive me for sounding suspicious… but it doesn’t appear to me as if the researchers here were working on finding a cure.”

Radra looked at her. “Given what you have shown me I would have to agree.” She stated.

“What else could they have been doing?” Kesyla asked now. “Station Zero One Five was established out here in order to find a cure. I have seen the orders father signed for it before it was launched.”

“Look at this.” Anja spoke typing on the screen and then sliding her fingers along the holographic interface panel. She brought up the screen and Radra saw a red blinking light in eleven different locations among dozens of solid white color. “Station and research logs.”

Radra’s eyes narrowed. “There are missing logs.” She spoke immediately.

“Eleven of them total.” Anja said with a nod. “The last one just nine hours before they abandoned this station according to Wayonn. He tried to recover them but didn’t have any luck with it.”

Kesyla leaned forward. “I’m not surprised.” She stated adjusting the screen. “They were physically removed from the memory cores.” She pointed. “Look at this time stamp Elder Radra. It’s corresponds exactly to the station being locked down by Elder Lorendo and his security code being inputted.”   

“Why would he or the Station Commander delete active logs?” Anja asked.
Radra shook her head. “That I do not know.” She said in a firm voice. “But I have every intention of finding out.” She turned to look at the entrance into the Research area where the cryo chambers were. “You can save them?” She whispered.

“We hadn’t decided on an aerosol or direct injection.” Anja spoke. “But for those frozen in the chambers who are only partially altered in some form… yes. We can save them. Those who have changed completely or very near completely I don’t know. We won’t get a chance to test it on five of them anyway. They’re the ones who escaped.”

“Would it… would it be permanent?” Radra asked.

Anja nodded. “Duewa and I believe so. Essentially we are killing the mutative gene and simply reconfiguring their core DNA back to its base factors. As long as the formula kills all of the mutative gene enzymes, it should work perfectly.”

Radra turned to look at her. “Anja we must… we must do this!” Radra spoke quickly.
Anja held up her hand again. “I would like nothing better… but we would need at least two days to fashion an aerosol dispenser and then we’d have to plug it into each individual chamber. A mass dispersion isn’t viable because we don’t know how well it will work and I have no desire to let them out of their cryo units all at the same time.”

“Nor do I!” Radra exclaimed as Kesyla leaned closer to the screen and pulled out her P1 to look at something. “We have to try.”

“I could convince Martin.” Anja said confidently. “I would never do something like this behind his back and he knows that. It’s too big a risk. I could convince him… he trusts me but I don’t know if you could convince Delnash and the others. They don’t seem to think we are capable of doing anything more difficult than wiping our asses.”

“Delnash will listen to me.” Radra spoke. “I can…”

“Elder Radra…” Kesyla broke in. “There is something wrong.”

Radra looked at her. “What do you mean child?” She asked.

Kesyla lifted her P1. “This station had a standing crew of three thousand four hundred and six.” She spoke. “There are three hundred and nine cryo pods.”

“Yes… so?” Radra asked.

“I pulled up the logs from the captain of the TALISMAN-Class cruiser that Elder Lorendo picked up the rest of the crew with. It was the HOPE OF THE STARS.” Kesyla said.
“Kesyla… is this leading up to something child?” Radra asked.

“The HOPE OF THE STARS picked up two thousand four hundred and forty-seven people from this station Elder Radra.” Kesyla spoke. “If you add those who are held within the cryo chambers to that it only totals two thousand seven hundred and fifty-six. Where are the remains of the six hundred fifty who were listed as casualties in the Svorag assault? The station’s commander spoke of a running battle until they had all reached the transports.”

Anja looked at her oddly. “Remains?” She asked. “We didn’t see signs of any remains when we got here.” She spoke.

Radra looked at her. “The official report states that six hundred and fifty of our people lost their lives while evacuating the station during the assault. Everyone else was able to make it to the transport craft and launch into orbit to escape the Svorag. The rescue ship picked them up but did not return to the surface.” She explained. “You found nothing?” Radra asked.

“I think I would know skeletal remains if I saw them.” Anja stated. “The station was clean as a whistle inside. A little stale air… but no remains. The only thing out of the ordinary that we first found was the smashed vehicle doors in the back with only one body. It was torn in half like the vehicle had hit it on purpose.”

Radra looked at her. “That… that would mean that the Svorag got them.” She spoke in a very worried voice.

Anja came to her feet. “Ok… if they weren’t dead then that is not good.” She stated.

“The ones in the cryo chambers… they are all you have encountered?” Radra asked.

“Yes. And we’ve been here close to three days now.” Anja stated. “Nubou!” She swore reaching up to tap her implant. “Martin! Lover answer me quick!”

All of their heads turned at the sound of the buzzing alarm that came from the Cryo Chamber door.

“Avi!” Anja barked moving to the door even as Avi was already pulling himself to his feet from in front of the wall. “Avi… what’s going on? What the fuck is that alarm?”

Mari looked up as she came to her feet and stared up at him as his dark eyes moved back and forth.

-Override protocols have been initiated Anja- He spoke. –Someone has bypassed the lock outs I have in place with a secondary command code built into the base memory. They are accessing the system by remote-
“What’s going on?” Duewa barked. She was looking through the view window into the chamber. “The cryo chambers are fogging over! Avi!” She almost screamed.

Radra moved up beside her. “Oh no!” She gasped. “Norpellian gas! It’s being pumped into the chambers!”

“What?” Anja barked. “Avi?”

-Elder Radra is correct Anja. I am detecting concentrated levels of Norpellian gas flooding all of the remaining cryo chambers-

Duewa dashed to the panels. “We have to get them out of there!” She exclaimed.

“No!” Radra shouted. “The gas will kill us quicker than it kills them! There’s nothing we can do!”

“No!” Duewa shouted. “Damn! We could have saved them!”


Radra looked at her with wide eyes shocked at her reaction. Her eyes cut to where Anja stood silently, her jade green eyes filled with unbridled fury. They were reacting as if these infected people were their own crew and not Pralors they had discovered. Radra’s eyes grew a little wider when she saw Anja’s jade orbs change and the black ring thicken around her pupils. She saw the large set of fangs extend with the small set right beside each one.

“Avi! Where is it coming from?” Anja snarled almost savagely.


-Scanning. The signal is originating from the vehicle bay-


“Lorendo!” Radra gasped.


Anja didn’t shield her thoughts and Radra, Kesyla and Mari all heard her next words and gasped in horror.


Melda Min… meet me in the vehicle bay with For'mya and Cirith! Bring Fedor and the Master Chief as well.


Melyanna… what is wrong? Dysea’s voice sounded concerned. I have… I have never felt you so angry?


Anja? What has happened? Helen’s voice cut in as well.


That cockbreath Lorendo just overrode Avi’s lock down and used his fancy gas on the Pralors in the cryo chambers! They’re all dead! He killed them Helen! He just murdered all of them! Anja’s voice trembled in rage.

Anja! Wayonn’s voice broke in. Hold your temper in check child! You…


Yeah… I’m gonna hold it in check! Anja snarled viciously. I’ll hold it in check while I’m gouging his worthless eyeballs out! Then I’m going to have Miath cook them and let him hear them sizzle!


Anja turned and began to stomp out of the medical bay. Radra, Kesyla and Mari all heard Helen’s next command and were moving before she had even finished speaking.


Dysea! For'mya! You must get there before she does! You know she has Martin’s temper and she will gut that fool where he stands for this! Stop her!

