CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
MANNE

LYCAVORIAN ADHOC COMPOUND


Me? Arzoal asked the Durcunusaan officer who had approached only moments ago. Why would a Pralor wish to speak with me? 

She and Helen were busy schooling the young adolescents in Aerial Wind Mechanics with Aurith and Isheeni acting as the primary examples. Using Isheeni was perfect because it was well known that she was perhaps the fastest dragon among their kind on Earth and Elear both. Her blistering speed and the exacting control of her body while flying had been learned through trial and error, crisscrossing through the narrow mountain passes on Enurrua, many times while being shot at. Aurith had taken after her mother in that regard and behind only her sister Elynth and her brother Jeth she had gained much fame with her speed and the control of her body while flying.

The Durcunusaan officer nodded her head as Helen walked up to them. “The OOD from ARC ROYAL contacted me since I am senior when Atropos is with Muton and his people. The Pralor ship arrived in orbit just a few moments ago. One of their medium cruisers I think. They specifically asked if they could send a party to the surface in order to meet with you. Apparently Elder Teniri is with them as well. They say it is very important.” 

Arzoal looked at Helen. Sister?
Helen shrugged her slim shoulders. “Coming here unannounced is very odd. They must know Martin is not here. He would have made Delnash aware is was going to meet Yuri.” She said. “And Teniri coming without Delnash. That is what I find interesting.”

Indeed. Arzoal spoke. Arzoal looked at the Durcunusaan officer. Very well Captain. She answered. Bring them to the main gathering building. We will meet them there. When is Martin due to return?   

“Queen For'mya checked in with the OOD twenty minutes ago.” She answered. “They will be arriving back on Manne by early evening.”

It is out of place to meet with them when Martin is not here. If this concerns Dragonkind then as Talon Guardians Martin and Torma both should be present. I will meet with them but inform them if it concerns Dragonkind they will need to wait until Martin returns. We will begin to head back in a few minutes. Arzoal said. I wish to finish this lesson first. 


The Durcunusaan Captain nodded and turned away lifting her wrist COM to her lips as she walked. 
Arzoal looked at Helen. We should have Aricia or Dysea join us sister. It would not be appropriate for Martin to not have ears during this meeting.

Helen nodded. “It could be about what Anja did to Daron.” She said. “Perhaps they think coming to you about it is more diplomatic.

Arzoal chuckled and nodded her head. Perhaps. But I am in complete agreement with what Anja did and I do not think they would risk the wrath of our smallest Queen so soon after she beat Lorendo with his own computer and showed them that size does not matter.


Helen smiled now as well. “Yes… there is that to consider.” She said. “And Daron’s foul stench is almost too much to bear now.”


Thankfully we do not have the sense of smell that you do. Arzoal spoke. Come… let us finish this lesson and then Isheeni and Aurith can finish their instruction for the day.


The main gathering building was the largest portable structure in the Union inventory. It could easily hold several hundred men and women and was used for many different things. At the moment it was serving as the main Mess area for those who were planetside. Tables and chairs were spread all around and a large kitchen area had been cordoned off where Iama and her staff put together the meals. Since there was no cooked lunches during the day, the kitchen area was empty of staff and quiet. The doors to the portable buildings had long ago been made large enough to accommodate dragons moving through them. Almost everything in the Union was built this way now to allow for access by Dragonkind.

Teniri… this is a pleasant surprise. Arzoal spoke as she and Teniri greeted each other by the opening and touching their snouts together.


Teniri was genuinely happy to be here and to see Arzoal again. She was so majestic and confident in her mannerisms. Teniri wanted to believe that this was rubbing off on her as well. Conlar and Nekins had filled her in as they transited here to Manne and then speaking directly to the Ancient One had been an eye opening experience to say the least. All that aside, seeing Arzoal again made her very happy.


It was a surprise for me as well… but it makes me very happy to see you Arzoal. Teniri told her.


A surprise for you? Arzoal asked looking at her. You did not arrange for this meeting?


Teniri shook her head as the smaller doors beside the main entrance opened and Aricia and Dysea entered the building holding hands. Conlar immediately stepped forward.


“We asked to speak with the Elder Mother.” Conlar declared. “No one else.”


Arzoal’s head snapped around at the obvious arrogant and insulting way he spoke and she snorted at Conlar angrily. You would do well to watch your tone when speaking to two Queens of the Lycavorian Union little man! She barked at him within Mindvoice. They do not need your permission to go anywhere!


Conlar looked taken aback by Arzoal’s reaction and he took several steps backward from the massive dragon in front of him. Arzoal was easily twice the size of any dragon he had seen on the Pralor homeworld and that alone was enough to give him pause. That he had just made her angry was equally obvious as well.

“I meant no offense.” He stammered. “It’s just that our business is with you Elder Mother Arzoal. It concerns certain events that may be happening and two of the King’s sons.”


Arzoal blinked quickly. You expect me to talk to you of the King’s children without him being present? Arzoal hissed. Without their mothers being present? You presume much Pralor.

“Indeed you do.” Aricia spoke firmly as she and Dysea came up beside Arzoal and Helen “What is all this about Arzoal? We came as soon as you called. Why are these people here and who are you to inquire of our children from someone besides us?”


“Please I…” Conlar stammered quickly. He quickly remembered that his title and status as a Keeper of Knowledge meant nothing to these men and women for they did not know the significance of his role. Nor did Arzoal for that matter. “I meant no offense… truly. I am not known to you and I apologize for the tone of my voice. I should have introduced myself first. I am Conlar… and this is Elder Nekins of the Dragon Council on Artaaya.”

Teniri moved forward slightly. Elder Nekins and Conlar are Keepers of the Knowledge. She told them. Scholars who maintain and teach from the libraries on Artaaya.

I do not understand. Arzoal spoke again. Why would you want to speak with me? Teniri is the Senior Elder on Artaaya and my representative for Dragonkind to the Pralor people. I have already made clear to Teniri what is to happen.  

That is not why we are here Arzoal. Teniri told her.


Teniri you should know that no deals or agreements will be made without Martin and Torma present. Arzoal said. They are two of the Talon Guardians of our people and Martin is King of the Union. I will make no decisions without them present.

Aricia stepped up beside Arzoal now her azure eyes almost glowing in the dimness of the building. They were focused completely on the diminutive figure behind Nekins. The cloaked figure was remaining partially hidden in the shadows of the side wall and had made no move to reveal themselves. 

“Perhaps we should ask your companion.” Aricia spoke. 

Conlar stepped in front of her to try and block Aricia’s view. “Please… we only need to speak with the Elder Mother and…”


Aricia? Dysea? Arzoal questioned turning to look at Aricia.


“She is not Pralor sister.” Helen spoke now reaching up to place her hand on Arzoal’s foreleg and coming up beside Aricia and Dysea.


Arzoal turned her head and looked at the slight figure behind Nekins bulk. Who have you brought here? She demanded. Come forward now! She ordered.


“Please… we…” Conlar began again.


Dysea lifted her finger into his face quickly, silencing his words. “We do not wish to hear you speak anymore!” She snapped. “Not until your companion has revealed herself to us!”


They all heard the soft laughter from the diminutive cloaked figure and they watched as that figure moved around Nekins’s bulk to stand in front of Arzoal. Sarlana reached up and drew back the cowl of the cloak, watching as Arzoal’s flame red eyes grew wider as she gazed down at her. 


“It fills me with such warmth to know that the dragon I blessed that day on Elear has grown into the powerful and influential leader that she is now.” Sarlana said softly and with obvious great affection.

Arzoal bowed her head deeply, dropping her huge flame colored body to the floor of the building instantly, surprising Helen and the others with this action. Ancient One! She gasped.


“You remember my voice Arzoal? Even after all this time?” Sarlana asked with a smile.


I will never forget your voice Ancient One. Arzoal spoke warmly. It filled me with such pride and joy to hear it that day. To know that you believed in me enough to give me your blessing. It is a day I will always remember and cherish.

Sarlana reached up and placed her hand flat on Arzoal’s muzzle, watching as her flame colored eyes closed in reverence to her. “Ah… Arzoal my child, after all you have done and experienced, all of the horrors you have led our people through, you bow your head to no one. Least of all to me.”


“Arzoal?” Helen asked softly.


Sister this is… Arzoal began to answer but Sarlana’s words stopped her.


“Please… my name is Sarlana.” She spoke turning to look at Helen, Aricia and Dysea.  “And forgive Conlar; he was only trying to protect me. They are always trying to protect me.” She spoke quickly. “And no… you are correct I am not Pralor. The Lycavorian sense of smell is just as sensitive and keen as I have heard. Amazing. I am… I am Darastrixi. A dragon in your spoken language.”


Aricia, Dysea and Helen looked completely stunned at this revelation while Arzoal lifted her head high and stared down at Sarlana in shock. A dragon? Arzoal finally was able to form the words. How… how can that be? 
 
 



Sarlana smiled and looked at Arzoal with blazing emerald green eyes. “You did not think that there are only Vrrarhoinpa dragons did you? Those who walk on four legs.” She asked her with a smile. “On our planet there are Jiilhoinpa as well. Just like me. Those of us who walk on two legs. Billions of both of us.”

“Your planet?” Helen asked. 

Sarlana nodded her head looking at Helen. “Icarava is the homeworld to all Darastrixi. No matter where they may be in the universe. It is where we all come from. Where our blood calls to us from.” She said looking back to Arzoal. “Not all of us have been there… those like Arzoal and others who were part of Seed missions by the Pralor people. They have not seen their world… but it is still their home. Our home.”

“This is… that is quite a lot to take in.” Helen stammered.

Sarlana chuckled and nodded her head. “Indeed it is.” She said in reply. 

“How did… how did you not know sister?” Helen asked her.

The Ancient One never… she never showed her physical form on Elear. She stayed in one of the mountain caves and… Arzoal spoke.

“And a very damp cave it was.” Sarlana spoke with a smile and disarming humor. She felt more at peace with Arzoal and these women than she had felt in millennia. “The Darastrixi on Elear adhered to a custom dating back to the beginning of our species on Icarava. Those like me were kept apart from the others. It is not something I would have done personally… but even I must follow custom at times. I left with Teniri and the others when they departed Elear and I remained with them even as we settled on Artaaya with the Pralor refugees. Some things have changed through the millennia… but not nearly enough in my opinion.”

Ancient One you… Arzoal began.

Sarlana waved her hand quickly. “Enough with the Ancient One hofibavi!” She spat. “I will not have the Tilabil Dask who has led the Darastrixi with the ingowil and itov of a mother caring for her own children refer to me in such a way!” Sarlana smiled. “And you did it without the guidance of the Urlkrisa Mamiss. That is the best part in my opinion.” (Foolishness. Grace. Love.)

“Sarlana… perhaps we should explain to the Elder Mother and the Queens why we are here.” Conlar suggested.

Sarlana nodded her head. “I would be more than happy to answer all of the questions you have and I am sure you have many… but first…” She moved carefully in front of Aricia gazing at her very intently. She knew the Lycavorian people were instinctive and reactive. They could shift into the form of a kaldaka, and these were the foremost traits of the kaldaka Sarlana had seen. Majestic creatures that they were, they were still very cautious of other. She held out her hands to her with her palms held up. “May I… may I touch you child?” She asked.

“Why?” Aricia asked her warily.

“It is a manner of greeting among my people.” Sarlana told her. “I mean you no harm. Any of you.”
Aricia looked at her evenly, glancing at Helen and Arzoal quickly, before turning back to Sarlana. “I am… I am Aricia Leonidas.” She began to say as she lifted her hands and placed them into Sarlana’s palms. “I am…”

Aricia’s eyes went wide as Sarlana’s thumbs came up over the backs of her knuckles and grazed lightly across her skin. She felt a surge of powerful energy through her that was so very warm and inviting. She saw images flash in her mind faster than she could follow them, lights and stars and then it was all gone. Aricia stepped back quickly as Sarlana lowered her hands and Dysea reached for her quickly while her fangs and eyes changed and she snarled at Sarlana.
“Little Wolf!” Dysea exclaimed. “What did you do to her woman?”

“I am… I am fine Melda Min.” Aricia stammered as she gripped her arms. “I’m ok.”
Dysea held Aricia tightly and reached for Anja within Mindvoice. Melyanna… come to us quickly! You and Cirith both!
Dysea! What is wrong? Anja answered instantly. 

Aricia is… Dysea began but Aricia squeezed her arms and shook her head.

Anja I am fine. Aricia said looking at Dysea as she reached for her. But you and Cirith need to be here. Come quickly.

On our way. Anja replied.

Aricia turned and looked at Sarlana while still gripping Dysea’s hands. What she had felt just now had been exactly what she had felt when Andro had left her womb screaming like a banshee and entered their lives. A sense of utter happiness and joy.

“You… you are the birth mother to one of the Dahakoan Aricia Leonidas. It is a blessed honor to meet you.” Sarlana said softly as she stepped closer and bowed her head. Her emerald eyes were bright and she smiled at Aricia. “You carried him within you.”

Aricia looked at her confused. “I’m sorry I…”


“Dahakoan.” Sarlana said gently. “Dragonkin. You are mother to the older one. To the one called… to the one called Androcles.”

“Andro is my son yes.” Aricia said pulling Dysea closer to her. “He is a son to all of us.”


Sarlana nodded her head glancing at Dysea and then back to her. “Yes… I felt that. He cherishes you all you know. His many siblings as well. Resumar and Normya from you Dysea Leonidas; Eliani and the twins from Anja; Denali, Deion and Nara, Arrarn, Bryon, Carina and Zarah. Lisisa and Yuriko. And now Fedor and Eirene. He holds all of them so very close to his heart.” Sarlana gazed at Aricia and Dysea for a long moment. “Your children… they hold no distinction between you. Any of you. You are all their mothers in their minds. That is so very fascinating. I felt his father within you. Your rumag… your mrrandii. He is so powerful… so filled with itov for all of you. Passion and purpose. His essence swirls around both of you. No doubt around all six of you. For'mya, this Anja and Cirith and… and Isabella. She is mother to the Dahakoan called Dorian. The younger one.” (Mate)
Dysea looked at Sarlana now, her own emerald colored eyes wide. “How did… how do you know their names? The names of our children.” She gasped. “Who are you?”

“I felt all of them within you.” Sarlana said looking at Aricia. “And from you I felt your love for Dysea and those you call fellow Queens. And the love you both feel for all of your children.”
“How?” Aricia rasped softly.

“I am Doraanar.” Sarlana told them.

“Prophet?” Aricia said softly.
Dysea’s emerald eyes were wide as she looked at Aricia. “Aricia how…?” 

Sarlana nodded and held up her hands in front of her in the more common Darastrixi greeting manner now. “May I touch you again? Touch you both. It truly is a Darastrixi greeting. It is more common to my people and is meant in to convey friendship and openness. I am no threat to you. To any of you. We seek the same things. I know you can feel that. Please.”

Aricia glanced at Dysea and then Helen. She turned back to Sarlana and both she and Dysea lifted their hands slowly and cautiously. Sarlana smiled and stepped closer, their hands going over her chest while her own hands pressed against Aricia’s and Dysea’s breasts directly over their hearts. Sarlana leaned forward and placed her forehead to first Aricia and then to Dysea and finally back to Aricia.


“Wer tiichir ar wer Zezhuanth ekes wer dask ar wer Dahakoan.” Sarlana spoke softly looking at Aricia now. (The blessing of the Ancient to the mother of the Dragonkin)

“The blessing of the Ancient to the mother of the Dragonkin.” Aricia echoed softly her eyes going wide.


Dysea looked at her with equally wide eyes. “Aricia?” She gasped softly. “You… you understood what she said? Like before! How?”


Aricia nodded her head as she stared at Sarlana. “I don’t… I don’t know how Melda Min, but yes.” She replied. “I understood. How… how is that possible?” She asked Sarlana.

Sarlana drew her head back, her emerald eyes gazing at Aricia. “Then it is all true.” She said softly. “The legend is true.”

“Legend?” Aricia asked. “What legend?”
Sarlana nodded her head as she drew her hand back and watched as Aricia and Dysea did the same. She looked at them. “It is said… it is said that the Dahakoan will bestowed unto those who create him or her the gift of the language of the Darastrixi. The language of Zezhuanth. The language that will reside within his blood no matter his species.” She said softly. “The Lorsvek ar Sepas is alive! And it is happening now!”
“What is happening? What is this you speak of?” Helen snapped now. “Exactly who are you and what in the blazes is going on?”

Yes! Arzoal echoed. I would very much like to know what is happening as well.

Sarlana turned to Arzoal then feeling more alive than she had in millennia. “We did come to speak with you Arzoal.” She said. “This is my doing. I had Conlar and Teniri bring me here. I wanted to speak with you about this Androcles and Dorian.” She turned and glanced at Aricia and Dysea. “I only wanted knowledge of them… nothing more. I could no more do them harm than I could harm my own children. I am nothing when compared to them.” She chuckled softly and looked at them. “They could squash me like an insect and there is nothing I could do to stop them. Any of them.” Sarlana moved closer to them. “I did not know however that the mothers of three of the Dahakoan would be here. Are the others here on the planet with you as well? His Vrrarhoinpa Elynth, is her mother here with you? Dorian… and Ryner. Are their mothers here with you?”

“Isheeni is not far.” Aricia answered almost without thinking. She felt a unique sense of ease from this strange woman. An aura of peace and knowledge that she had never experienced before and it was telling. “Isheeni and I are bound together. She is Elynth's mother and daughter to Arzoal. And Dorian’s mother will return with our mate and husband shortly.”

Sarlana looked at Arzoal with wide eyes. “You… your child is mother to a Dahakoan?” 
She gasped. She turned back to Aricia. “And you are bound to the dask of this same Dahakoan? By the will of Zezhuanth this is too much.” Sarlana turned and looked Arzoal. “Tell me child, was your autnaril bound to this Androcles before he entered this life? Did he… did he project his awareness of things through his Vrrarhoinpa before he entered this life?” She insisted more persistently.
Arzoal’s eyes narrowed slightly as she looked at her. There are but a few outside of our families and blood that are aware of that Ancient One. How could… how could you possibly know such a thing?
Sarlana turned back to Aricia and Dysea. “And the younger one… Dorian? He bonded to his Vrrarhoinpa before he was born as well?”

Aricia nodded her head slowly. “Yes.”

Sarlana whirled on Conlar and Nekins quickly, her face animated and bright. Conlar had an expression of utter astonishment on his face at what he had just heard. “Do you wish to now tell me this is nothing more than simple coincidence Conlar my friend? That the Lorsvek ar Sepas is not happening now? As we speak?”
“I… I… no…” Conlar stammered.

“What… what is this Prophecy of Souls?” Aricia asked now. “And what does it have to do with our sons and the dragons they are bound too?”

Ancient One… perhaps now would be a good time to explain to everyone why you are here. Teniri spoke moving forward. And what it is we need.

Sarlana looked at her and nodded her head quickly. “Yes… yes of course. Of course.” She stammered the words. “Forgive me.” She motioned to the chairs around them. “May we sit… this may take some time.”

“We must wait for Melyanna.” Dysea spoke now. “And Cirith. They need to be here.”

Aricia nodded. “Isheeni as well.” She said. 

Sarlana nodded her head in agreement at Aricia’s words. “Yes… I am going no where now that I have found you all here. And all of you should hear this. It will concern all of you soon. It does concern all of you. Now more than ever given how closely tied you all are. We… we should wait for their fathers and your Bella as well.”
Conlar stepped forward. “Sarlana… is that wise. To reveal who you are to so many that we do not know?”

Sarlana looked at him and smiled. She turned back to Aricia and reached out to take her hands as well as Dysea’s. They didn’t hesitate this time and Sarlana smiled warmly at them. 

“We are in the presence of the mother of a Dahakoan. And soon three mothers and the fathers of two Dahakoans. Those who gave life to the ones who can wield the power of your people’s vaunted Praetorians Conlar. We are safer here than anywhere else in the galaxy don’t you think? No… it must be this way. If we are to discover what it all means then we must do so together. We all have pieces to the puzzle… and only together will they fit as one and give us understanding.” Sarlana turned back to Aricia and Dysea. “And I must try to… I must try to make amends for the sins of my people as well.
It was Arzoal who stepped forward. What… what do you mean Ancient One? She asked.

Sarlana looked at her. “A deed so vile it makes me sick to even think of it. But if there will ever be forgiveness then it must begin with me. I am the last of the Doraanar, and it falls to me.”
PRALOR CORVETTE

UPDATED DESIGNATION 

SPARTAN ONE 

For'mya moved down the short flight of stairs from the cockpit and into the small galley. She quickly poured herself a mug of Aricia’s coffee and made to return to the cockpit when she saw Isabella leaning against the port bulkhead door frame leading into the main gathering area of the corvette. This middle section of the ship on the on the upper deck as they were served as a small lounge. There was a large star chart table in the center of the large room, with several work stations along the bulkheads that were not occupied at the moment. The Pralor Corvette, at least this class from the VORTEX-Class Heavy Cruiser, was meant to be used for both tactical operations and transport. There were several couches along the starboard side of the ship, a four meter wide counter which spanned the interior bulkhead and held both types of food and drink dispensers as well as several computer consoles that could be linked to the corresponding work stations and used to display important data.


For'mya sipped her coffee as she stepped down into the area and moved to stand beside Isabella. “Bella… is everything alright?” She asked.


Isabella lifted her finger to her lips signaling her to be quiet and she motioned with her head to the opposite side of the room. For'mya’s dark eyes followed this motion and her heart slammed into her throat at what she saw. 


Martin sat slouched in one of the couches, his tall, muscular body taking up nearly the entire middle portion of the couch. On his left side, Zarah was curled into a ball beside him, her face tucked neatly into the crook of his shoulder and neck with her left hand resting on her father’s chest. Martin’s left arm nearly swallowed his daughter against the side of his body and was draped over her in a very protective manner. On his right side, Lucia rested in much the same position, her head positioned on his shoulder with her right hand tightly holding Zarah's left hand over Martin’s heart. Martin’s right arm was curled around Lucia’s shoulders in a similar fashion as Zarah but not quite so tightly. For'mya stepped closer to Isabella and slipped her arm around the waist of her fellow Queen and lover.


“Do you know how many times he fell sleep like that with his daughters in his embrace when they were growing?” Isabella whispered.


“More times than I can remember.” For'mya answered softly, her voice broken. 


Isabella heard this within her voice and turned to look at her. Her hazel green eyes grew a little wider when she saw the tears that threatened to fall from For'mya’s beautiful dark brown eyes and she reached out to take her free hand and pull her close with the other. “For'mya?” She questioned.


For'mya looked at her. “I… I wish so much to give him a daughter Bella.” For'mya choked out the words.


“Oh Kinsoaurgai… you have given him a daughter! Eirene is so beautiful and she…” Isabella gasped. 



“She is of Pusintin’s loins!” For'mya hissed softly. “She is beautiful and intelligent and I love her with all that I am… but she is not Martin’s daughter Bella. She is not part of him.”


Isabella took the mug from For'mya’s hand and set it aside. She pulled her out of the main area and back into the galley and looked at her. “She is just as much a part of Martin as any of our children For'mya Leonidas.” Isabella told her as she took her face in her hands and traced her thumbs along the ridge of For'mya’s elven ears in a loving manner. “She reached for and found his essence while within your womb. As did Fedor. They will forever be Martin’s children. That is what swirls within them and you should never doubt that. Ever!”

“There are times when… when I remember how I acted under that rutting monster Bella. I acted like a pomai.” For'mya choked out the words. “I did not… I did not want it… my mind screamed for it to stop but my body cried out for more. It was humiliating! My body wanted him to… to fuck me harder. To take me harder. I could not control it. I…”


“For'mya stop!” Isabella gasped. “You must let this go my love. You have no right to bear shame for this. None. You are wolf. It is… it is the way of things.”


“For so long… for so long I wanted Martin to make me like him. Like Aricia and Anja and Dysea. So I could feel what they feel. When he did… I was so happy. So free and full of new life. The only day that surpasses that is when Arrarn and then Bryon came into this world.”


“I remember.” Isabella said. “They were joyous days for all of us.”


“How can he still love me as before knowing that…,” For'mya finally broke into tears and buried her face in Isabella’s breasts. Isabella pulled her tightly to her, tears clouding her own eyes now. “How can he still love me as before knowing how I would act… how I did act under his brother?”


“He loves you more now than he did before Kinsoaurgai… he loves all of us more now, because Martin Leonidas is more than just his instincts For'mya my love. And you know that.” Isabella told her. “He is not a disgusting brute like his brother! He loves each of us from within the very deepest reaches of his heart and soul For'mya. From within a place that none of us have ever seen. A place where he holds each of us on a pedestal. He loves each of us with everything that makes him a man. Every part of him.” Isabella pulled her face away from her breasts and looked into her brown eyes. “He never wavered For'mya. His love for you, his devotion for you. Not for a single breath did he ever waver. His one purpose, our one purpose, was to return you to us where you belong. We would have scoured the entire galaxy if need be. You could have been taken by a hundred men and acted in the same fashion with each of them because of the burning of your wolf blood, and it would not have mattered to him. Or to us. You are a part of him. We are all parts of him. And we are parts of each other. We are what makes him who he is, just as he makes us who we are.” Isabella took a breath. 
“We could see the conflict within him, the rage and the veil of death’s hand for what you had to endure. He blamed himself for this Kinsoaurgai.” Isabella took a deep breath and pulled For'mya closer to her. “He made a vow one night during that time we searched for you… when he thought we were asleep and could not hear him… a vow to the Gods. A vow that he would hold nothing back from us ever again. That he would bathe us with his love, his aura and his devotion always and forever. Every waking moment.” Isabella leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips, holding her face gently.

For'mya met her eyes. “He… he prayed to the gods?” She asked surprised.


Isabella nodded slowly. “When have you ever heard Martin Leonidas openly pray to the gods for anything For'mya? He keeps his faith close to his heart.”


For'mya shook her head slowly. “I have never heard him do this.” She said. 

Isabella nodded her head with a smile. “Have our times with him since you returned to us not been more glorious than all of the years we have been together combined? Even I have been overwhelmed by the force of his aura at times and I can not truly feel it as you and the others can. You must feel it every time he presses his lips to yours? Every time he simply touches you now?” Isabella looked into her eyes as she spoke.
For'mya nodded her head slowly. “That is… that is why I feel as I do Bella.” She said wiping her eyes. “It is beyond breathtaking and… that is why I still feel shame. That he could still love me in a such a way.”
Isabella smiled as she gazed at her. “When has our Martin Leonidas ever done anything that can be construed as rational For'mya my love? When have we ever been able to predict what he will do? Or how he will make us scream his name to the heavens.”

For'mya blinked several times and then she could not help but laugh softly. “Never.” She said finally.

Isabella smiled as well and nodded. “Martin has had to learn everything about himself as he goes For'mya. What he is now, he has taught our sons and daughters. What is instinctive to them from the day they entered this world, he has had to learn all alone without someone to teach him. And sometimes he has had to learn it in the most difficult of ways possible. You must let go of this false burden For'mya Leonidas. It is not yours to carry. And it never was. You will give Martin a daughter. Do not ever doubt that. He wants more children… as do we all. But he does not need for you to give him more children to prove you love him. Nor for him to love you… to love us… with everything that he is.” Bella told her warmly. “And know that Fedor and Eirene are now and always will be his children. They still bear the same blood as Martin within them, and it is his essence that flows through them. No one else’s.”

For'mya finally nodded. “I know.” She said softly.

“Does Pusintin’s aura compare to Martin’s?” Isabella asked her. “Now that you are free of that foul inhibitor… does he come close to Martin in any way?”

For'mya looked at her with wide eyes. “Please Bella!!!” She exclaimed. “Not even… not even… Ohhhhhh!” For'mya’s eyes grew wider when she felt it and Isabella smiled. They both turned to see Martin come up behind them, his dark eyes alive with life and love. “Martin… Martin you must that… please… stop…”
“No!” Martin growled as he moved closer.

For'mya groaned in need when his powerful arms swept her off the deck and he kissed her with staggering ferocity. For'mya’s arms went around his broad shoulders without hesitation and her lithe elven body ignited in heated desire as his overwhelming aura crashed all around her and lit her senses on fire. Bella was right For'mya discovered in that instant. No matter what she had felt while Pusintin had his way with her, it could not even remotely come close to the astounding feelings that swept across her wolf senses at this moment. He drew back from the kiss quickly, causing her to gasp in gratuitous need. His eyes had changed now, yellow/gold orbs that all of them had come to love utterly.
“Think Endy can fly the ship without you for a couple hours?” He asked in a husky, eager and passion filled voice.

For'mya’s wolf eyes gazed at him with lust now, but she attempted to maintain her calm composure. It was rapidly failing though.

“Martin… Martin there are others on this ship!” For'mya finally gasped the only thing she could think of to say. She had always been the more reserved of his Queens and she knew it.
Isabella chuckled as Martin’s arm drew her close to them and she made it a point to press her large breasts against For'mya’s side as well as Martin’s. While his wolf aura could not affect her, his Etheric resonance had done essentially the same thing to her as his wolf aura had done to For'mya.  Both of them were very moist and ready. “That is what is so exciting about it!” She rasped out the words before trailing her tongue along the outer edge of For'mya’s elven ear and hearing her breath come in delighted gasps.

“We… we can’t!” For'mya gasped trying to fight the crushing desire and lust rushing through her. “Not… not here!”

Martin’s arm tightened around her waist and he lifted her off the deck. “Yes… we can!” He growled in his Alpha wolf voice. His other arm lifted Isabella off the deck and he made straight for the door into the small bathroom and shower stall. For'mya could not remember when his powerful hands began to remove her clothing, only that within seconds she was utterly naked within his arm. In those same seconds Martin and Bella had somehow shed their clothing and they were all very naked now.
The last thing For'mya could recall before he lifted her off the steel floor of the shower stall and speared her completely in a single, soul robbing plunge was Isabella turning on the water just before her soft lips claimed hers. They both screamed in delight into each other’s mouths as their beloved husband and mate had his way with them.

It would be a very interesting and blissful three hours since they loved a man who could be so very inventive.

AMANUCE
PROTECTORATE HOMEWORLD

CAPITAL CITY OF LORENT

To say that he was stunned at what he had seen would be the understatement of the last four centuries of his life. Nothing had prepared him for the sights and sounds of what he had witnessed in the last few hours and Coren Re Mydala was not often surprised in any way. He stood on the sixth floor balcony basking in the bright sun as it rose higher into the sky and the city of Lorent came to life around him. Dutkne had certainly shown them where the finest food was the previous night. Coren could not remember a more delicious meal, nor more riveting company. He watched as Denali nuzzled and cuddled with Arduri not caring in the least who saw. He watched as Caliria laughed and joked with Dutkne and his sister and mother. The men and women who sat with them were open and friendly and joked with Coren as if he had been friends with them for decades. Coren had not laughed like that in decades and it still resonated within him. Nirilo and his Lycavorian wife Lari answered even the silliest of questions he had and did so without hesitation. It was last night when Coren finally got a true glimpse of what it meant to be a member of a Lycavorian family. 

Family meant a great deal to the Vanari, but often times the real things they should have been sharing were overshadowed by the ridiculous traditions and customs about property and assets. Last night everything like that was left at the door when they sat down. Coren found he much preferred that and he basked in the emotions that flowed through him and he had always suppressed. At least until last night.

The Diplomatic Center Suites were large, five room facilities in the center of Lorent and really quite comfortable. They were not as lavish as the SBR Complex where all political guests stayed on Austrova and Coren found himself liking that fact. They were furnished with elegant pieces of furniture, perhaps not as plush and overtly expensive, but very comfortable regardless. He had everything he needed, including a fully stocked kitchen, a huge Master bedroom with a large sized bed and connected bathroom. The sprawling living area had two different couches, a stone and granite fireplace in the center of the room and then this wide and spacious balcony. There was also a medium sized office and sitting area off the main living area that he could use as a private room if he wanted. 
The sunrise was breathtaking and filled the living area with warmth and bright sunlight through the large sliding glass doors. Coren sipped the glass of sweet juice and simply stood under the warmth of the sun using this brief time to reflect and sort through everything that had been going on these last months. He was a very different man now he knew that and he found he rather liked who he had become. What he had seen and experienced in these last months had forced him to step back and evaluate old traditions and feelings and his own actions that had caused him to drive so many away from him. Those old traditions and emotions had driven him in the direction of those who he had despised when he first came into the political arena. He had let them almost destroy the most important things in the universe to him, and those were his children. His very own children had looked beyond what their Vanari upbringing had pounded into their heads and discovered there was far more to life than what the SBR preached. In many ways they had been stronger and wiser than he had. Coren Re Mydala had repaired the rift between his children and himself now and he vowed never to let them grow apart as they had. His children were his future Coren knew, and he would do everything in his power to protect and support them. 

The door chime interrupted his musings and he turned to go into the huge apartment. He knew Dutkne was coming over early to escort him to the meeting that Denali had called and the reason they were all here. He crossed the living area quickly and went to the door activating the small monitor and saw Dutkne standing in the corridor with two Vanari females he had never seen before. Puzzled, Coren activated the door lock and it slid open easily.


“Dutkne.” Coren greeted him.

“Regent Re Mydala.” Dutkne spoke with a smile. “May we come in?”


Coren motioned him into the apartment as he turned. “By all means… this is one of your living spaces anyway. And I must say it is spectacular.” He said with a smile as Dutkne moved past him. 
The two young Vanari females were very attractive woman to say the least Coren thought to himself and they looked remarkably alike in the structure of their faces and bodies. They also looked somehow familiar to him but Coren couldn’t place it. One of them had long, billowing white blond hair as most Vanari females did. It reached well past her shoulders, cascading down her back ending just above a tightly muscular ass. She was the shorter of the two, the top of her head barely reaching Coren’s shoulders in height, while the second female came up to his jaw, nearly matching his six foot height. The taller young woman had rich, thick dark brown hair and it shone with health and care. Her hair was also very long, but it was tied at the ends to keep it from blowing all over. Coren took notice that they were both wearing dark brown and green fatigues that had been cut and tailored to fit their very firm figures enticingly. The taller of the females had very firm, medium sized breasts and her fatigue pants wrapped around incredibly firm buttocks and long legs. She had amazing blue green eyes and sensuous full lips with an angular face and flawless Columbia blue skin. The shorter young woman had larger breasts and her pants also encased a firm and incredibly fit body and while her skin color was slightly lighter in nature, it was similarly flawless and she had matching blue green eyes that were alive with life. For just a split second the odd thought occurred to him that she was the most attractive Vanari female he had ever seen. Coren blinked his eyes several times; unable to believe he had just had those thoughts given everything that was going on. He had always considered himself a handsome man and after his split with Devra there were any number of beautiful young Vanari women who were drawn to him because he was exceptionally good looking for an older man, and he had a reputation of being an incredible lover. Coren quickly set those thoughts aside and cut his eyes to Dutkne once more.

Dutkne turned to look at him and smiled. “Actually Coren… this Suite is now yours.” He said.


Coren looked at him with wide eyes. “Excuse me?” He stammered, Dutkne drawing his full attention so that he did not notice the tall Vanari male who entered slightly after the two young women and who remained behind Coren while the young women moved around to the sides in order to keep his attention to the front.


Dutkne nodded his head. “As the Vanari Ambassador to the Lycavorian Union in the Beta Quadrant, Androcles wanted to make sure you had somewhere to work and stay and be comfortable.”


“Ambassador?” Coren gasped aloud.


“I spoke with Andro last night after dinner.” Dutkne explained with a nod. “He does not want someone appointed by the SBR, blind as many of them are, to be the Vanari liaison to our people in the Beta Quadrant. For lack of a better explanation sir, he wouldn’t trust them as far as he could throw them. His words of course.” Dutkne told him with a smile. “He does trust you however.”


Coren glanced at the two younger women as they chuckled softly at Dutkne’s words but did not react otherwise. He looked at Dutkne. “I… I did not think that was the case.” He said.


Dutkne nodded his head. “Andro is a complex person sir. I’m sure you have realized that by now.”

Coren nodded his head slowly. “Yes… but I did not think he trusted me enough to… not after the things I said to him.”

Dutkne shook his head quickly. “That is not the case at all. He did not want you to take this position because of how he feels for Caliria sir, because she is now Princess; he wanted you to take it because you have awakened so to speak. You see things in a different way than most of the SBR now. That has made you considerably wiser and more open minded than the rest.” Dutkne stepped closer. “He will understand if you do not wish to accept but he…”


Coren shook his head quickly. “No.” Coren Re Mydala spoke firmly. He had made his decision already. “I would be quite honored to accept Dutkne.” He answered stepping fully through the last doorway and into a new world and life.


Dutkne nodded. “Good.” He said. “Andro did want me to warn you… it could very well get ugly at the beginning and…”


Coren shook his head dismissing Dutkne’s warning. “Caliria has already told me some of what he is going to implement.” He said. “I can’t say that I disagree with any of it to be honest. After what I have seen… if this is what it takes to drag the Vanari screaming into the present… then I will support it fully.”


Dutkne nodded. “In that case… I should make you aware of who my lovely guests are.” He said motioning to the two young woman.


Coren looked at them once more. “I don’t recall Denali saying we had more of my people as part of our party when we left Austrova.” Coren said. 

“We didn’t.” Dutkne told him with a smile. “Coren Re Mydala allow me to introduce Senior Lieutenant Ryana Val Ardwor, named for her grandmother.” Dutkne spoke motioning to the taller dark haired female. “And this is Senior Lieutenant Nyosa Val Ardwor.” He spoke again, motioning to the shorter young woman.

Coren looked at Dutkne in surprise and then to the two young women. “Val Ardwor?” He asked softly. “I knew… I knew a Vanari Colonel by that name. Rinel Val Ardwor. He was… he was a very good friend of mine. My only true friend to be honest. We went through the Cadre training together. I haven’t… I haven’t had a friend like him since to be honest. He was a Senior Colonel of our Cadre Commandos before he was lost in a Enverr pirate attack.” Coren said softly. “That was… prophets that was over a hundred years ago!” He looked at the two women now. “Are you relations of his? I did not think he had any children or family.” Coren looked back to Dutkne puzzled. “I thought you said no other Vanari came from Austrova Dutkne?”

Dutkne shook his head. “None did.” He replied.

Coren looked at the young women again and then back to Dutkne. “I don’t understand.” He said.

“We are relations of his Regent Re Mydala. Nyosa and I both. As well as our four older brothers and our younger sister.” Ryana Val Ardwor spoke with a warm smile. “He is our...”

“He is our father.” Nyosa chimed in with a warm smile of her own.

Coren’s eyes grew wide. “Father?” He gasped. “Rinel… Rinel had no children. He was not even joined with anyone when he died. A tragedy in my opinion. We lost so much when he did not return. I have missed him for many years. You could not possibly be his children.”

“Are you so sure of that old friend?” The Vanari man who had been standing behind the completely unaware Coren spoke the words softly but with an equally warm smile.

Coren Re Mydala spun around as fast as his body allowed and his eyes flew open when he saw the tall Vanari behind him dressed in a similar uniform. The man had thick dark hair and the same blue green eyes as the young women. He was also broader and more muscular than the man Coren remembered. Rinel Val Ardwor had been an exceptional Cadre Commando, one of the most incredibly skilled and extremely deadly of his time. The glass Coren had been carrying almost dropped from his grip but the young woman Nyosa quickly stepped forward with a humorous look on her face and took it from him as he stared at the man.

“Rinel?” Coren gasped. 

“It has been too long Coren my friend.” Rinel Val Ardwor spoke warmly. “Far too long.”

“Rinel Val Ardwor… how… how is this possible?” Coren stammered as he reached out and put his hands on Rinel’s wide shoulders and gripped his upper arms to make sure his eyes were not deceiving him in some way. “They… they told me you had… they told me you had been killed.”

Rinel nodded his head. “Yes… I am sure they did.” Rinel answered with a hint of anger in his voice. It was anger that was not directed at Coren and he quickly pushed it aside. “I did not die Coren. Our ship was attacked by Enverr pirates yes… but they took us prisoner. To sell in the slave markets.”

“What?” Coren almost shouted. “They… the SBR… they knew you were not dead?”

Rinel nodded his head slowly in reply. “The entire mission was a set up.” He told him as he reached up to grip Coren’s arms in a reassuring manner. “Our entire Cadre was captured with ease. They used gas on us while we were still within our landing ship. They knew that we were going to be there. When we woke up, we were prisoners. They used… they raped and used those females in my team for days. The men they simply tortured. I lost six of them before we even reached…” Rinel stopped talking and his grip on Coren’s arms grew tighter.

“Medwan… joa.” Ryana spoke softly as she stepped closer and reached out to put her hand on his arm.

Rinel nodded his head and looked at Coren. “Ryana is right. It is not something I think of often these days Coren my friend. Forgive me. I have put it behind me.”

“Forgive you?” Coren gasped in reply. “Rinel… I did not… I did not know! I would have demanded we…”  
Rinel nodded his head. “I know.” He said. “You would have demanded we launch a full rescue mission and led it yourself.” He smiled. “You were not so cautious back then my friend.”

Coren could not help himself and in a manner quite unlike the Coren Re Mydala that so many people knew, he embraced Rinel in bear hug. He was not going to hold back any longer and this was the man he wanted to be now.

“By the Prophets Rinel my friend!” Coren exclaimed as he embraced him and slapped Rinel on the shoulders and back over and over. Ryana and Nyosa watched as their father returned the embrace with equal strength and they both smiled. “It is… it is truly wondrous to see you again Rinel! You do not know the happiness that courses through me right now.” He spoke happily before pushing him away and holding him at arms length. “You… you don’t look like you have aged at all!”
Rinel laughed at that and squeezed Coren’s arms. Ryana and Nyosa couldn’t help but smile brightly and hold back the tears they wanted to shed. They had not seen their father so completely and happily speechless since their mother had told him she was expecting their youngest child. They had seen their father lift their mother into the air that day and dance all around their home with her in his arms at this news. It was a now a moment of humor for their entire family since all of them knew their father could not dance a whit.

“Nor you my friend.” Rinel spoke with a wide smile.

“Hah!” Coren exclaimed. “You never were a very good liar!” He spoke. He shook his head for a moment and then looked at him. “I almost lost… I almost lost everything Rinel.” The words began to spill out almost immediately. Rinel Val Ardwor had been Coren’s closest friend for decades and when he thought he had died; Coren Re Mydala had lost the one person who he could share anything with. “I let my mistrust and anger guide my actions and it cost me so much. It almost cost me what I care for most of all.” He said. “And all of it was based on a lie! A lie!”
Rinel squeezed his arms. “Yet you are here now my friend.” He said. “And you are here to finally try and correct the myriad of lies that the Vanari have lived under for so long. I am led to believe that your two oldest daughters have become wives and mates to the Princes of our Union?”
Coren looked at him and smiled. “All of them actually. My youngest Naesta… she is with the sisters of Queen Anja… and the Lycavorian who has claimed her. Joci is his name. A fine man Rinel. I have spoken with him and Ceuma. They…” Coren looked at him. “She has a husband and a wife and she is happier than I have ever seen her. And I could not be happier for her. For all of them. They have men who love them completely and will do anything for them.” Coren blinked as what Rinel had said finally hit him. “Wait… how did you… how did you know that?”
Rinel smiled brightly. “Let’s just say that their choices and who has claimed them has made some young women very unhappy here on Amanuce. Including my own daughters.” He spoke. 


“Medwan!” Ryana exclaimed with wide eyes. “Could you be more forthcoming?” She scolded him.

Coren smiled as he looked at a smiling Rinel once more. “Between them and the men they have chosen to love… the blinders I wore for so long no longer impair my vision.” He said. “And I am very happy about that.”

Rinel smiled at him. “That is very good.” He said. “Very good indeed my friend.” He turned to Ryana and Nyosa and motioned to them with his hand. “And yes these lovely young ladies are my oldest daughters. Thankfully they both got their mother’s beauty. I’m as ugly as a boar.”

Coren gazed at them for a moment, not taking his arm off Rinel’s shoulder, unwilling to let this moment escape if it was indeed a dream. “It is a pleasure to meet you.” He spoke with genuine happiness. He looked at Rinel. “Was their mother among those…?”

Rinel met his eyes. “Their mother is Lycavorian Coren.” He said. “We have been mated for over eighty years now. Eighty-six to be exact.”

Coren Re Mydala did not blink at this revelation and everyone in the room knew without doubt he had finally turned the corner. He grinned and slapped Rinel’s arm. “So it took a calm, beautiful Lycavorian woman to finally tame that restless nature of yours huh?”
Rinel smiled. “Not so calm.” He told him. “And she outranks me.”

Ryana and Nyosa laughed at their father’s amused expression. “And she lets him know it whenever our medwan starts to get on her nerves.” Nyosa chuckled.

Rinel nodded. “That she does.” He said.

Coren looked at them. “All of your children are…?”

Rinel nodded his head. “My wife Tarnie… she was the one who led the rescue party from the Protectorate that found us.” He said. “We haven’t been apart since that first day.”

“We have… we have so much to talk of my friend.” Coren exclaimed. “Can you… can you stay? Wait… Dutkne we…” He turned to look at Dutkne.
“Coren… there is something else you should know.” Rinel spoke as he held out the pad to him while Coren turned back to face him.

Coren looked at him as he took the data pad. “What is this?” He asked.

“A list of names.” Rinel answered him calmly. “The names of two hundred and sixty-four thousand Vanari who now call Amanuce home. Men and women who have been rescued from the slave and rape pits through the decades and chose to remain here. They have built lives here Coren. Become welcome and honored citizens of the Protectorate and now the Union. They have friends and jobs and businesses. They have lives and families that they will not leave for anyone. Especially not the Vanari Board of Regents. Not after it has been confirmed what many of them already believed. Have believed for some time.”

Coren held the pad in his hand and looked at it with wide eyes. “Two hundred and sixty-four thousand.” He gasped. He turned to Dutkne. “You knew?” He asked.

Dutkne nodded his head slowly. “We have rescued scores of your people through the many years since our first encounter Coren.” He told him. “Many chose to return home and we gave them transport to the nearest colony world that the Vanari controlled. Apparently however, our actions are not as well known as we thought. Apparently those who returned chose to keep our involvement secret in order to protect those who remained. As Rinel has said… many of the Vanari chose to remain here and make new lives for themselves because…”

Coren shook his head. “No! You do not have to explain why Dutkne! I know why!” He snapped angrily. “Why? Why keep this from us though?”

Dutkne shrugged his shoulders. “Trying to coerce an open and friendly reaction from the SBR because of this would have done nothing.” He told him. “We rescued your people because it was the right thing to do. Slavery in any form is an abomination that my people can not and will not tolerate. It’s abhorrent to us.”

“Because of the Black Day and what happen after?” Coren asked softly. 

Dutkne nodded his head. “Thousands of light years may have separated us from those in the Union Coren… but the morals and values that Elder Sumar, his son King Resumar and my ancestors began stayed deep within the blood of our species. We will mash out and destroy slavery whenever and wherever we find it. And those who take part in it.” He looked at Coren. “It was decided we would not use this information to try and make the Vanari feel something or act differently than they normally would towards my people.”

“But this knowledge…” Coren said. “It could have gone a long way to my people finally discovering what I have discovered in a few short months Dutkne.”

Dutkne nodded. “Perhaps.” He said. “I think you might be surprised at how the Vanari feel as a whole about my people. The SBR has just never asked them.”

“But any Vanari who reached out to the Lycavorians were shunned and ridiculed through the years by the Board of Regents and the SBR. And we made sure that is was known to others! I should know… I was part of that idiotic group!” Coren spat.   

“Coren…” Rinel spoke once more. He waited until Coren turned to look at him. “Most of these men and women have Lycavorian wives and husbands Coren.” Rinel said calmly. “They have children who have been born through the decades. Including me obviously. There are many just like my daughters Ryana and Nyosa who are fully grown and are serving proudly in what is now called the Lycavorian Union Armed Forces. This is their home Coren. These men and women also have family members on Austrova or different colony worlds who they have reached out to quietly through the years. Most of those family members have already been here countless times to visit their loved ones.” He said proudly. “We arrange all of it.” 
“How?” Coren asked in disbelief.

“We worked out a regular transport schedule. An Underground Network so to speak. Each month we bring several hundred Vanari here to visit with their loved ones. Some are here even as we speak. None have ever revealed what they know. I have a feeling that will change soon… but they are loyal Vanari citizens who think their government is wrong. And they do not care that their brothers or sisters or children have found lives here with us.” Rinel said.

“By the prophets!” Coren gasped shaking his head.

“My sons command ships and men Coren. Ryana and Nyosa are Special Forces trained. We will not give up our lives here… what we have built and come to love… to the dictates of ancient old fools who cling to power and sell out our own people!” Rinel said.
“So many?” Coren said softly.

“The last census was six years ago.” Ryana told him. “The pureblood Vanari and Vanari mixed population has grown to over half a million now. This is our home. This is who we are. We honor our Vanari blood and our heritage, we hold it close to our hearts, but this is the life we have chosen. The Union is now our home. It always has been. The dictates of a Vanari government we do not recognize mean nothing to us.” She spoke as her eyes changed and she allowed her wolf fangs to extend. Coren glanced at Nyosa and saw her do the same and do so with pride.
Rinel looked almost embarrassed. “You will find that many of our mixed children have no love for the Board of Regents in general, or the SBR in particular.” He said.

Coren looked at Dutkne. “Who knows this Dutkne?” He asked.

Dutkne shrugged his broad shoulders. “Everyone within the Protectorate.” He replied. “It is very hard not to know when nearly three dozen Vanari and Lycanari are now members of the elected Council and have helped to shape us for the last half century.”

“Lycanari?” Coren asked.

“Those of us who are half Lycavorian and half Vanari.” Ryana answered him. “It sounds much better than half breed.”

Coren met her dazzling blue green eyes. “So it does.” He said. Coren stepped away from Rinel and looked at the pad. “Does Androcles know?” He asked.

Dutkne nodded. “He knew the moment we became Praetorian and Praetorian Mage.” He said. 

Coren looked at him. “And he still wished for me to take this position not knowing how I would ultimately feel or act?”

Dutkne shrugged. “Andro is more insightful than most.” He said. “He took a leap of faith I guess you could say. He’s done a lot of that recently and so far it has paid off. Don’t know how much longer our luck will hold out…” Dutkne shrugged. “But we’ll take what we can get.”

“You speak of him and you as one Dutkne.” Coren said softly.

Dutkne nodded. “In many ways we are. That whole Praetorian and Mage thing. Gives us fits some times.” He said with a smile.

Coren looked at him. “What… what do we do now?” He asked.

Dutkne smiled. “Now? Now we have a meeting with senior military officers. The reason that Denali here called this meeting. You will meet some of our political members and they can give you more information and answer questions for you. What they can not answer I’m sure Ryana or Nyosa can.”

Coren looked at them quickly and then at Rinel. “Why?”

Rinel smiled. “My daughters are now assigned to you Coren my friend.” He said. “Both are Special Forces trained as I said. They finished in the top one percent of their respective class and made their mother and I very proud. Nyosa also has an Educational Degree in History and Political Matters.”

Nyosa chuckled. “It’s called Political Engineering and Restructuring medwan.” She said with a shake of her head.
“She will be your assistant. Ryana is now assigned as your liaison to the Union branch here on Amanuce.” Rinel told him. “She will go where you go at all times.”

“Rinel… I don’t need a bodyguard.” Coren said.

Rinel shook his head. “No my friend… you do. I don’t think you truly realize how badly this could all go when it finally comes to a conclusion. There will be many who will be more concerned about saving their own midaeus. Killing you would solve that problem for them. I will not let that happen. And Ryana is not your bodyguard… Prince Androcles has seen to your protection. But she will respond to any threat against you. As will any of us.”

Dutkne moved closer. “Let’s worry about that when the time comes.” He said. “Right now we have a meeting to attend at the Defense Ministry Building.”

Coren nodded. “Of… of course.” He said.

“Don’t worry Regent Re Mydala.” Nyosa said as she looked at him with those incredible blue green eyes. “We will let nothing happen to you.”


Coren smiled at her but did not understand the look in her eyes that spoke of far more interest than a soldier protecting a charge. He nodded his head. “I will change quickly.” He said as he moved for the bedroom area of the Suite.
DEFENSE MINISTRY BUILDING

WESTERN CORRIDOR OF LORENT


The building was unimpressive from the outside and only when you stepped through the main doors into the building foyer itself did you realize that you had stepped into an entirely different world. Coren had never been within the Defense Ministry Building on Austrova. His status as a member of the SBR insured that the military officers came to him and not the other way around. He did take note that they did not enter through the main entrance and Dutkne explained it was for security reasons. Why announce to everyone that Coren was here. Once inside the building Coren was quick to notice that there were many Vanari who moved about freely. All of them wore uniforms and were either Lycanari or pureblood Vanari who had chosen to make new lives for themselves here on Amanuce. Coren drew many glances from them for most were very aware of who he was. They were also aware that his daughters were now the wives and mates to the two oldest pureblood Princes within the Union.

Coren didn’t speak as he was led through several doors and finally onto an elevator lift. The men and women he had seen were far more professional than the Vanari Board of Regents ever expected. And Coren had no doubts they were far more organized than even the most generous intelligence report allowed them. There was still very little known about these men and women and the Protectorate… no… the Lycavorian Union now… Coren corrected himself. Coren had first hand knowledge of that when Dutkne had appeared in that ship while they were after Devra and Arduri in the Alpha Quadrant. This new branch of the Lycavorian Union had achieved far more than the SBR or the Board of Regents gave them credit for. 


They exited the elevator lift some ten stories below ground if the elevator panel was correct and entered a slightly dimmed area. All around Coren could see massive wall mounted monitors and star charts as well as dozens of men and women moving from computer station to computer station. Dutkne looked at Coren as they walked.


“Coren… welcome to the Command and Control Center for our military.” Dutkne told him. 

Coren looked at him. “This is… this is amazing.” He spoke softly.


“Not quite what the SBR would expect I imagine.” Rinel spoke from Coren’s opposite side.


Coren looked at him. “Expect?” He gasped. “Many of them still believe you are using Nuclear Fusion reactors for your ships!”


Nyosa laughed softly from where she and Ryana walked in front of them. “You always did say they were blind to their own arrogance medwan.” She said.


Rinel watched as Coren looked at Nyosa’s figure as she walked. He smiled when his friend nodded his head. “Nyosa Val Ardwor… speaking as someone who has had their eyes opened… I could not agree more.”


Nyosa glanced back at Coren and her stunning blue green eyes twinkled at him. “Well… if we can open your eyes Regent Re Mydala… then there is still hope for the rest of the Board of Regents and the SBR.”


Coren nodded. “Let us hope so.” He answered. “Let’s hope so.” He watched as Nyosa and Ryana quickened their pace and moved up to the tall Lycavorian female several meters in front of them. They both leaned close to her and nuzzled her cheeks as he had seen so many Lycavorians do with others while in Union space and among them. They came to a halt only a few feet from them and Rinel stepped forward.


“Coren… my wife and mate Tarnie.” He said holding out his hand for her.


Coren watched as the woman took Rinel’s hand and pressed her lithe frame up against his lean and muscular body without the slightest bit of hesitation. She was just as tall as Rinel and her long blond hair flowed around her face and past her shoulders. Coren realized that Nyosa and Ryana got the thick richness of their hair from their mother. They also got her breathtaking facial features, but Rinel’s eyes. He watched as she nuzzled his cheek affectionately and then turn to him.

Tarnie held out her hand to Coren and he took it within his in greeting without pause. He bowed his head to her. “It is an honor to meet the woman who was finally able to tame Rinel Val Ardwor.” He said. “And I mean that with great affection and respect.”


Tarnie Val Ardwor smiled and laughed softly at his greeting. “And it is taken that way Regent Re Mydala.” She answered. “And I don’t know about taming him so much.” She spoke. “I kind of like his wildness.” She said leaning over to nuzzle her husband once more.


“Mother please!” Ryana gasped. “We are in CIC!”


Tarnie laughed. “It is nothing they have not seen before.” She spoke proudly.


“What… I do not know what to call you.” Coren said.


“Tarnie Val Ardwor is a name I carry quite proudly Regent Re Mydala.” She answered 
him. “My parents insisted… as it was a way to honor Rinel’s Vanari blood. And that of our children.”


Coren looked at Rinel quickly and then back to her. “I wasn’t… I did not know that…” Coren shook his head. “Bah! I will say nothing for fear of making myself look like more of an idiot.”


This caused all of them to laugh softly and Tarnie squeezed his hand and reached out with her other to take his hand. “Rinel has always spoken with such fondness of you Coren. It is truly a happy day to see you here and to see and smell the cheerfulness on my husband and mate.” Tarnie stepped closer. “It is certainly an honor to have you here and to see that you are now on our side.”


Coren smiled warmly liking this woman immediately. “Well… I am certainly glad that I am not so stubborn a fool as I thought myself to be. I would never have experienced what I have these last months… and perhaps lost everything I cared for most.”


Tarnie smiled as well. “Come… Prince Denali and your daughters are already in the main Conference room with some senior officers. We are waiting for you and Dutkne to arrive.”


Coren looked at Dutkne somewhat surprised. He chuckled. “I always hated titles. Never had much use for them. Now that I am not in charge anymore… well… I’m happier than…”


Rinel moved forward. “Yes… we know how happy you are. You have made that clear over the last few weeks.”


Coren and the others laughed at Dutkne’s expression and Tarnie motioned with her hand. “This way.” She said. 


Still holding Rinel’s hand she led them down a long corridor to a set of large doors. They slid open at her approach and Coren followed them in to see Denali, Caliria and Arduri standing with half a dozen other Lycavorians around a large Star Chart table. Another door opened and two more Vanari entered the large room, both of them carrying data pads. Coren was not able to tell if they were pure Vanari or the Lycanari as Ryana had called them. It didn’t matter to him as Arduri and Caliria turned to greet him. He embraced them both tightly, first Arduri and then Caliria nuzzling his cheeks lovingly. This type of greeting was something that was completely common within Lycavorian society and those changed by them even a little. It was something he would need to get used too, but he did not shy away from it at all. He turned as Denali held out his hand.


“Good morning sir.” He spoke.


“Denali.” Coren responded as he took the hand. “It has been quite… quite an eventful morning.”


Deni chuckled. “Of that I have no doubt. You accepted I hope?” He asked as Arduri moved up on his right side and Caliria squeezed in between him and her father.


Coren nodded. “I did. How could I not knowing what I know now.”


“Good. Good.” Deni said pulling him closer to the table beside Caliria. 


Tarnie stepped up to his opposite side and motioned to the four men and two women who also stood around the table. “Ambassador Coren allow me to introduce Senior Generals Hagoth, Darnal, Vula, Kleena, Astiua and Tusar. They will be coordinating the different strikes and the rescue operations from their Command Cruisers.”


Coren looked at her confused. “I’m sorry… what strikes? What rescue missions?” He asked.


Tarnie looked at Denali confused herself. “Milord?”


“I haven’t filled Coren in on the overall concept or purpose of what I presented General Val Ardwor.” Denali spoke evenly. “It is probably for the better since there seems to be some dissension among your officers here.”


Tarnie met his gaze. “Dissension?” She asked. She looked at the men and women around the table. “Explain please.” None of the men and women at the table spoke quickly enough to suit her and Tarnie focused her attention on one. “Darnal?”

“Hagoth and Tusar have voiced objections to what Prince Denali has presented.” He spoke in an almost disgusted tone of voice. 


“I’m listening. That is what we are here for anyway.” Tarnie said turning to the two men who stood side by side to her left.


“Tarnie we are committing fully one third of our combined forces to this operation.” The first man spoke. He was an older Lycavorian, shorter than Denali but equally as broad. “It is… forgive me Prince Denali… but for lack of a better description… Tusar and I believe it is a vendetta. Tusar and I do not feel right taking part in this.”


“This is not an operation that we haven’t discussed in some way through the years past.” Tarnie said calmly. “You were all for it then… why the sudden change of heart Hagoth?” 


“It is not the idea of the missions themselves. We do not disagree with them in principle, at least I do not.” Tusar spoke now. “It is the manner in which we are to conduct them however where I have issues.”


“I’m still not hearing an objection.” Tarnie said. “I am now Commander of Lycavorian Union military forces in this quadrant since Admiral Valen was promoted to his current position and left for Apo Prime. I have reviewed the plan and I don’t see anything wrong with it. So… enlighten me Hagoth. Tusar.”

“The operations call for orbital bombardments!” Tusar hissed gently. “Surgical strikes yes… but against known civilian encampments with the distinct possibility of casualties. It also states that we are to take no prisoners! Nor render any aide to those who might be hurt by our attacks! These are not the RoEs that we have operated by in the past Tarnie.”


“Our Operational Guidelines changed the moment the full Protectorate Council passed the Edict of Merger.” Tarnie said. “We operate under the RoEs of the Lycavorian Union, of which we are now part.”

“Why?” Hagoth demanded.


Tarnie looked surprised. “Excuse me?”


“Why do we have to be the ones to change?” Hagoth asked her simply. “We have had a working and functioning government for far longer than those in the Alpha Quadrant. They should be joining us and not the other way around!”


Tarnie leaned forward and placed her hands on the table. “It has been understood since the very beginning that we were always the branch of our people. That those within the Alpha Quadrant were the balance and heart of our species. That is where our homeworld is. Where we all came from at some point. Where our ancestors came from.”

“This is my homeworld!” Tusar spoke. 


“You know what I mean Tusar! No one is asking you to uproot yourself or your family.” Tarnie snapped at him. “Wayonn… Dutkne’s father… even the entire Protectorate Senate Council… they have always held out that we would rejoin with our brothers and sisters within the Alpha Quadrant when the time was right. That time has come.”


“They have been at war for the better part of their existence!” Hagoth rasped. “And now they will bring their issues with the OSG and the Eridiani here! Their enemies will become our enemies! ” 


Denali looked at him. “Would you have preferred that our people simply roll over to the High Coven and let them rule us? Allow them to rape and murder our people as they were doing on a daily basis? They are the ones that attacked us General!”


“I do not need a history lesson Prince Denali. Not from someone who is more than six thousand years my junior!” Hagoth snapped at him.


“General Hagoth… you would do well to watch your tone and who you are speaking to!” Dutkne barked now. “Denali Leonidas is a Prince of the Lycavorian Union! He is your superior and no matter his age… you will treat him with respect.”

Hagoth took a deep breath, Tusar remaining quiet now as Hagoth was now taking the point. Tusar only had issues with the way the operations were going to be conducted. Hagoth it seemed had far deeper political concerns and he wanted no part of that. He knew his friend was pushing to become a member of the Senate and he had been pushing harder ever since they had discovered the Union existed and that a merger was going to take place. Tusar was a soldier… it is all he had ever wanted to be. He would die for his people and his family… but he wanted nothing to do with politics.
“My apologies Prince Denali. You must… you must understand what this looks like to me in the manner you have presented it.” Hagoth said.

Denali shook his head. “No I do not General.” He said. “Would you care to indulge me?”
“We have all seen and heard the reports about your brother. About your father.” Hagoth spoke. “Many from your own Netnews as you call them. I have been studying them for weeks. Since the day it was announced the merger was going forward.”

“Hagoth… you don’t want to go down that road.” Dutkne warned.

Deni held up his hand. “No… let him continue.” He said calmly. “I want to hear what he has to say.” Deni pulled his P1 from its spot at the small of his back and laid it on the table. He tapped the device and did a circular motion with his index finger on the small control pad. Only Dutkne, Caliria and Arduri knew what he had just done and Dutkne shook his head slowly. “You may continue General.”
“There are many of your own Netnews reports out there about the actions that your father and brother have taken through the years.” Hagoth told him. “Many vicious and brutal measures that were not, in my experience and my military opinion, appropriate responses to the events that had occurred. Your father… he destroyed an entire acknowledged government of our own people because, in his mind, the son of the leader, this Joric fellow, falsely claimed your own mother as his mate. The Lunmai is a recognized part of the history and culture of our people. Your father took it upon himself to ignore that. Several hundred thousand Lycavorians then died fighting the Union in defense of what they believed and your father murdered them. And he did it again just recently when his brother claimed his elven mate after she thought he was dead. Her body reacted as any female Lycavorian would after the death of a mate and she accepted his brother as her new mate and husband. She even gave him children which should have bound them together forever. It seems your father didn’t like that so he initiated a war to get her back.”   

Dutkne stepped closer to the table. “Hagoth… you tread in very dangerous waters. You… you truly do not want to…”
“Dutkne!” Denali barked looking at him. “I asked him… now let him continue.”

“Just last year…” Hagoth charged forward intending to make his point regardless of what Dutkne wanted. “…your brother destroyed the Jump Gates around the Hadarian homeworld. Over three million innocent Hadarians died because the Union did not agree that the Hadarians wanted a new ruler and they wanted these Kavalians as their friends. Destroying the Gates was not a military action Prince Denali… it was murder. We all saw what he did to that man during your Senate meeting. What was that? Was that a military action? That too was murder. 
“Your father, your brothers, even you have taken vampire females, females from the species that has been our sworn enemies for millennia, and you made them your wives and mates. This is the same species that butchered our people on Lycavore and for many millennia afterwards. Just as you yourself said not moments ago. Yet now they are our friends?” Hagoth continued speaking. “And now we are being ordered to conduct combat operations against the OSG and the Eridiani. Why? Because your brother took offense that the OSG captured the Vanari female that he was going to claim as his wife and they sold her into slavery. This has been happening among the Vanari for centuries! Even the Vanari accept it! They have learned to let it go and move on. Not your brother. He destroyed an entire government to retrieve her. Like father… like son.”

Caliria bristled at the man’s comments, especially in regards to Carisia, her green eyes changing and her fangs bursting forth. No one saw Dutkne reached discretely down and grip her arm. She glanced at him quickly.

[Do nothing Inamarno.] He told her within the heavily shielded Etheric connection. [Let Denali handle this.]

[But Andro will…?] She gasped.

[Andro trusts his brother. And Denali is far more capable than Hagoth believes him to be. You have witnessed this yourself.] Dutkne told her. [I had an inkling that this would happen. Just let it play out. Hagoth is pressing for a seat on the Senate and is supported by those among my people who prefer talk rather than action. We have them as well… just like the Union. On a much smaller scale here thankfully.]
[None of these things he has said are true! He does not know what he is speaking of!] Caliria gasped. 
Dutkne nodded. [And you know this because you have seen within Andro’s thoughts and memories. Hagoth has not. I’m afraid he will discover this in a manner that he will not agree with in the least. Have faith Inamarno.]

Caliria looked him for a moment and nodded her head. He was right. She was a Princess of the Union now and she knew the truth of things.

“I believe this is nothing more than a personal vendetta by your brother and he is using his authority as Crown Prince to order us to carry out his death warrants.” Hagoth spoke evenly. “It is wrong and I will not be party to it. I will also make sure that others know about it if these missions continue.”

Hagoth’s rant had caught everyone entirely by surprise and that was easily seen on their faces. Even Tusar had no idea his friend had felt this way and he had moved several paces to the left away from him during his speech. Everyone was frozen in place and could only watch as Denali stood there for a long moment with his arms crossed over his chest and said nothing. He nodded his head after several heartbeats and looked at Hagoth.


“And you got all this information from our Netnews?” Deni asked him.  


Hagoth nodded his head confidently. “Yes. As well as many Vanari rebroadcasts of your own news reports that they have been showing and even some Rothryn intercepts.”


Denali nodded. “I see.” He said softly. 

Denali Leonidas took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. He was known as the comedian of their family, always trying to make everyone laugh no matter the situation. He was a warrior unquestioned, but he would much prefer to laugh and have fun. It was one of the things that Lisisa and now Arduri found so very attractive about him. He was extremely slow to anger and without question the most tolerant of the Leonidas family. However… push him too far and Denali Leonidas was an Alpha Wolf without denial. Deni finally nodded his head and looked across the table at Hagoth. 
Deni reached forward and tapped his P1 lightly ending the recording mode. “General Tarnie… is it common practice with the former Protectorate military to not release certain bits of information to the News hogs who seem to plague us wherever we go?” He asked.
Tarnie nodded her head hesitantly. “It is Milord.” She answered carefully. “We do not release Mission details. Operational concerns. Not everything is within the releases we give to the Public channels. It helps to protect our Intelligence Assets.”

Denali nodded his head. “I just wanted to make sure. That is also a practice we follow as well.” Denali stepped clear of the table and turned around looking at the wall for a long moment before he turned back to look at Hagoth. “You quote our own Netnews reports General Hagoth. I commend you on your initiative… but your utter stupidity outweighs everything else.”

Hagoth looked at him with wide eyes angry eyes. “Milord! You have no right to…”

“Shut up!” Denali barked angrily. “Shut the nubous up! You have spoken enough! Far more than I should have let you without beating you down like the fool you have made yourself out to be!”

Arduri moved up beside Denali without a thought and everyone watched amazed at the calming affect she had on him as she pressed her firm body against his side. She reached up without fear and turned his face to her. “Be at peace Denali my love.” She spoke in a soft whisper.

They all watched as Denali took a deep breath and brought his hand up to cover hers and his other arm encircled Arduri’s waist. His body visibly relaxed and Dutkne allowed a sigh of relief escape him slowly. He truly did not want to have to stop Denali from killing anyone here. 

Deni nodded to Arduri and leaned over to kiss her softly. He released her hand and she stepped back beside Caliria as Denali turned back to Hagoth. 

“I do not question your loyalty or your honor General Hagoth, only your common sense!” Denali spat at him but with much less fury in his voice. “General Tusar has valid points about how the missions are to be conducted. Had you kept your mouth shut, not gone off on this rant about things you know nothing about, those questions would have been answered. As for your ridiculous accusations about my mothers, nearly everything you just spouted to those in this room is the version that was released by the Union government to the Netnews. The parts you do not know…” Denali moved along the table to stand in front of him. “The parts you do not know General, are the parts that were never released to the Netnews. You have never met my father and brother yet you question their actions. Be glad they are not here General… you would not have liked their reactions to your false accusations in the least about our mothers. Neither would my mothers for that matter.” Deni snarled.
“The parts about the incident with my mother, as you call it, there are only a few dozen men and women who know that Chetak and his son Joric injected my mother with a drug made from the inner lining of a dragon egg.” Deni spoke noticing that nearly everyone in the room now was focused on him. “This drug had the effect of increasing the potency of the Lunmai to such an extent that it was not natural in any way. Chetak and Joric knew my mother was being affected by the Lunmai because of traitors within our midst that did not want to see my father take the throne of our grandfather. But they also knew that even in the grips of the Lunmai my mother would never betray my father willingly in such a manner. What you don’t know General Hagoth, because it isn’t your nubous business to know, is that my father claimed my mother under Vada Assirina Cormunn. The Centennial of the Moon. And that was consecrated in the blood they shared at the peak of their time together that night. This made them Anomes.” Denali spoke angrily at the man and watching as his eyes grew wide in disbelief at what he was saying. He did not notice the eyes of the other Lycavorians in the room go equally as wide.

“My mother could not fight what her body was telling her because her mind was not her own. She could not fight it because she was drugged! Essentially they took away her free will and choice. As you so aptly stated General, the Lunmai is part of our culture and our history. However… does it completely remove all cognizant ability from the female that experiences it? Especially when she has already been claimed by a male and they have become Anomes?”

“Milord you…”

“Answer my nubous question!” Denali roared stepping right up into Hagoth’s face his eyes changing and his fangs bursting forth. “You will answer my question or I will fucking beat you into a bloody piece of garbage right here in front of everyone for dishonoring my mother with your stupidity!”
“No Milord!” Hagoth rasped quickly.

“Macin Gravinolfgrek, hador Vada Assirina Cormunn fand hote dissa.” Dutkne spoke in the ancient Lycavorian language, the words carrying much reverence in them. Denali and all the others turned to look at him. “Anomes, magar un tur shahlekke son raanath jossas.” 

Coren looked quickly at Dutkne. “What…”

“Once consecrated in blood, honor The Centennial of the Moon above all others.” Dutkne spoke softly. “Soulmates, never to be parted by worldly means. There are four pairs of Anomes within the Union. Out of billions and billions of our people… there are only four. Three of them are within the Leonidas family. That alone should tell you something. The fourth pair is the only man who will ever carry the title of fervon to the King.”
Denali’s eyes turned back to look at Hagoth’s face. “Something that Chetak and his idiot son did not know before they began their doomed plan to rule the Union and kill my father.” He growled softly. “Chetak and those like him ruled with an iron hand. Our females were treated as property and slaves. They refused my grandfather’s attempts to bring them out of the violence of our past. So my grandfather Resumar banished them. When the High Coven struck our world in force they escaped and left billions to die! Billions! Do not take me for a fool General Hagoth for I have seen firsthand the memories of my father and grandfathers in my dreams. I know what happened there. You do not. You may be over six thousand years my senior, but you don’t know sibfla!”
Dutkne stepped closer to the table now seeing the look on Hagoth’s face. “Deni perhaps it might be…”

“No Dutkne! This fool wants the truth so I will tell him the truth!” Denali barked angrily. He turned back to Hagoth. “You think you know my father and my brother General? You think because you listen to some igord news person tell you things, that you know who my father and brother are? My uncle kidnapped and raped my second elven mother General! He implanted a device in her head that blocks all Etheric abilities. A device that is Pralor in origin. Therefore she could not feel my father’s Etheric resonance within her because of this device. It was then my uncle showed her live feeds of my first elven mother about to be raped by an Immortal! He lied to her! He used her for his own nefarious gains! I should know because I am the one who led the force to rescue my first elven mother. My mother only submitted to my perverted uncle because she thought she was saving the lives of those members of my family that he told her he would kill if she did not. And since we all know my father was not dead at the time, regardless of what my Uncle thought or did, what does that make my uncle?”
“The Kavalian government helped religious fanatics gain power by subverting the rightful rule of my Hadarian mother!” Denali hissed. “They tried to spread lies about her, to besmirch her honor by calling her a pomai and sraap and showing video of who they said was her laying with multiple men! When they were made to look like the liars they were in front of the entire Union they usurped her rightful place as the Queen of her people with force and deception. The Kavalians had built a secret Jump Gate that connected to those Union Gates around Hadaria. They began jumping in millions of troops and ships. Their intent was obvious, even to a child! From here they could have reached out to attack the entire Union with massive amounts of troops and ships before we could react to such an attack! Andro did the only thing he could to stop this flow of troops and ships. And do not doubt for a moment that he does not see the faces in his dreams of each and every life extinguished that day because he had to give that order!” 
Denali jammed his finger into Hagoth’s chest. “The Kavalians blew up our government building, butchering over a thousand innocent men and women. Among the dead were nearly two hundred children! They murdered hundreds of our Drow people because they wanted to hide their invasion force from our eyes! Do not stand there and tell me my brother is a murderer General!” Denali’s arm snapped out and he pointed at Caliria. “You see that woman standing there! She is a Vanari. And she is now a Crown Princess of our Union! A wife and mate to my brother. A wife and mate to my brother long before we ever knew the Vanari or the Protectorate existed! That is what destiny and the gods had already decreed long before Caliria or my fervon ever joined this world. What crime has she committed general?”

“Milord… I…”

Denali turned. “Do you know why Caliria was taken by the OSG? Do any of you?” He demanded. “She was taken by the OSG because she had developed the precursor to a serum that would counteract the chemical the OSG uses against Vanari women. The chemical that forces 
them to do things they would not normally do! When they discovered she had successfully done this… they took her. What the OSG didn’t know was that they had already violated at least half a dozen laws in the Alpha Quadrant the moment they brought Caliria and other Vanari females there to be sold into slavery. To be raped and used by disgusting men who didn’t have the nor to go out and find their own woman! Men who thought they were protected by the same outlaw government that my brother obliterated.”

Every Vanari in the room had wide eyes at this information. Rinel stepped forward now. “Coren… Coren is this true?” He gasped.

Coren looked proudly at Caliria for a long moment, reaching out to grasp her hand tightly and then he looked back to Rinel and nodded his head. “Yes. Caliria developed the base serum in secret after many years of research and testing. The OSG discovered what Caliria had done, against the laws of the Vanari, and it was arranged with those Vanari who are helping them to take her. It is why Devra and my other children went after her. After she was rescued Denali’s Hadarian mother Anja and her sisters Ceuma and Sivana put the finishing touches on the serum compound.” He spoke. “There is now a working counteragent to the OSG drug. And Ardan and the SBR are sitting on that information.”

“But… but why?” Ryana gasped.

“Because many of them are working with the OSG Ryana.” Coren answered. “Just as your father and so many others have believed through the years. And not one of them believe for an instant that Androcles will sever all ties to the Vanari as he has threatened. He will do exactly as he has said he would. I have discovered Androcles Leonidas has very little tolerance for arrogance.”

“You think you know my brother and father General Hagoth?” Denali continued turning back to Hagoth. “You do not. And if either one of them were here, at this very moment, you would most likely be dead for questioning the honor of my mothers in such a way. You may not like them… even though you have never met them… but do not make the mistake of calling them murderers for their actions when you do not know the full details of events that took place and forced them to do what they have done.”

“Deni we should…” Dutkne began.

Denali shifted his body and looked at those in the room. “My brothers and I made a vow to each other many years ago. And we reaffirmed that vow when our fervon Dorian joined us in this life. I intend to keep that vow. I have presented a military plan that will accomplish that and free hundreds of Vanari prisoners who are now being held by scum in the process. It is a plan that you have been considering for years from what I understand. If any of you are unwilling to put this plan into action then you may join General Hagoth in retirement.”
“What?” Hagoth gasped.

Denali looked at him. “I thank you for your service to our people General; however, I will not abide an officer who speaks and acts without all the facts. And neither will my father or brother. You are officially relieved of your command… effective immediately.”

“You can not do that!” Hagoth declared.

“Yes he can!” Tarnie spat angrily now. “He is a Prince of the Lycavorian Union. Our Union now! And you have succeeded in giving all of us a black eye of shame that we will not soon recover from Hagoth! Sergeant Lengot!” She barked.

Denali watched the man push away from the wall of the room near the door. “General?”

“You will escort General Hagoth to his office where you will supervise while he empties his office of all personal items. You will then escort him from the building.” Tarnie ordered the guard. “I will have your resignation processed within the hour for your signature Hagoth. All of your command codes and access will be revoked immediately. It is time for you to move on Hagoth. Times are changing and this is no longer your place.”
The CIC was deathly quiet as the sergeant led Hagoth from the conference room still in shock at what had just happened. 
Denali turned and looked at Tusar now. “General Tusar… you had reservations about the missions? If you will allow me… I will show you why your concerns are unfounded.”

Tusar looked at him with wide eyes. “Milord I…”

Denali held up his hand as he moved up beside the man. “You have legitimate questions General.” He said. “I will show you why they are not truly a concern. It only appears that way.” Denali then began to pull up several different maps and charts on the table. “My father calls this a Shock and Awe campaign…”

ALPHA QUADRANT

LYCAVORIAN UNION NAVAL SPECIAL WARFARE PROJECTS DIVISION
DREAMLAND SHIPYARDS

They were lined up in front of every view window on the SCIMITAR, both port and starboard, from one end of the ship to the other. Pretty much everyone who was not on duty had turned out to witness something that very few individuals would ever see. All of them had heard the whispers and rumors of this place. All of them knew that it existed. Only a handful on the SCIMITAR knew where it was, or how to traverse the obstacles that led to the single hidden Jump Gate that brought them here. Kameka stood beside Sadi and Ne'Veha in the port lounge staring out the massive view window with perhaps a hundred other men and women. Lu'ria and Sehri stood with them, all of them holding hands. Kameka had a look of utter wonderment on her face as they gazed at the different class ships that were docked at the dozen or so absolutely colossal shipyards that spanned the distance as far as the naked eye could see. The SCIMITAR was moving very slowly towards a cluster of what appeared to be asteroids. Enormous asteroids that had bright lights spread all over them. All of them could hear voices over the internal ship’s COM as Sa'sur was speaking to Dreamland docking control.


“…maintain present course SCIMITAR. Upon reaching Point Alpha, please transmit final recognition codes or you will be fired upon.”
 

“SCIMITAR acknowledges. Seven minutes to Point Alpha.” Sa'sur’s voice answered.


Kameka could do nothing but shake her head in astonishment. “My people… the ship captains and pilots… we always believed that this place existed but we could never confirm the many rumors we heard.”


Sadi smiled next to her. “I have never been here… so don’t feel left out.” She spoke.


“Nor I.” Ne'Veha rasped in reply. 


“I… I can not believe I am here.” Kameka gasped. “That I am… that I am being allowed to see this.”


Ne'Veha reached out and squeezed her hand tightly. “You are one of us now.” She said softly. “Never doubt that Meka.”


Kameka looked at the deck. “I should be with my father. Fighting to free my… fighting to free my people.”


“You are where you belong Meka.” Sadi told her with a smile. “This is where you were meant to be. Being Daio’s wife and mate; being our friend; this is where the gods meant you to be Meka. This is how you will fight for your people. By showing them all they could be.”


Kameka looked at her with her dark eyes and nodded her head. “And I will show them that we can be so much more.” She said.


“Look!” Lu'ria blurted out pointing. “One… no two of the ARIZONA-Class!”


Sadi and Ne'Veha cut their eyes as did many heads. “It has to be Miranda Lorian. The ARIZONA’s First Attack Regiment. That would be the ARIZONA itself and the HORNET.” Sadi said.


“Gods!” Kameka gasped suddenly. “What is that?”


All of the attention was then focused to the nose of the gigantic vessel that was coming into view surrounded by the equipment and girders of the largest space dock they had ever seen. As more and more of the ship became visible, no one could ignore it. It dwarfed any ship any of them had ever seen by a factor of five. The nose of the ship began to slope back as more of the ship was revealed and it became much thicker and wider. It was the most formidable ship any of them had ever seen in their lives.


“That… I believe that is our new home.” Sadi managed to finally stammer as they all gazed at the ship. 


“Son vada carians!” Ne'Veha muttered in awe.


Sadi smiled and glanced over to the left of where they stood. Her eyes came to rest on Ulana and the other Senators where they stood only a few meters away. Ulana was watching her intently, having heard everything that she and the others had said no doubt. Sadi also noticed that her eyes did not contain anger or hate as they had so many times before. Sadi then turned towards the doors into the lounge as she felt Andro’s Etheric resonance. They slid open and he strode through the doors without pause. He slowed as he saw them all before the view window but came right up behind them. Sadi felt him reach out to her and the others with his aura and all of them returned it instantly. He moved up behind her and his powerful arm drew her close to him as he reached for Sehri and Lu'ria while Ne'Veha moved directly in front of his tall form and pressed back against him.


“So what do you think?” He asked with a smile. “Pretty impressive huh?”


“That is not exactly an apt description Saradasaar.” Sadi said with a smile. 


“It is just a ship.” Sehri stated with unique innocence. “A very large ship yes… but still just a ship.”


Andro laughed softly and leaned over to nuzzle her cheek while she leaned into him happily.


Ne'Veha turned and looked at him. “Have you been here before Andro?” She asked.  


Andro nodded. “Quite a few times. With my father.” He answered. “Mainly during the production stages of the ARIZONA Class.”


“How long are we staying?” Sadi asked.


Andro shook his head. “Not long I’m afraid. Avatar 341 has had the ship ready to go for two weeks now. Once the SCIMITAR docks we’ll transfer over while she takes on some last minute supplies Denali and Arduri requested. Once that is finished we’ll depart to meet with Yuri. They should be back in the Alpha Quadrant within six hours. Dori and Sheva are already on their frigate and on the way to the rendezvous. Ben’s Chief Engineer sent a message for you KertaGai. Something to do with a ship and that you and Ne'Veha would know what he means. It’s finished and in one of the hanger bays on SPARTA'S WRATH. Care to fill me in?”


Sadi shook her head with a smile. “Nope. SirsanGai, Meka and I will see to it. You’ll find out soon enough. Don’t rush us!”


“Ok. Ok.” Andro said.


“DuonGai and I will see to our personal weapons and insure Elynth and the others are settled. I want to make sure everything I requested from my mother arrived safely.” Lu'ria spoke. “There are some things that I asked my mother to send for Sehri.”

Sehri looked at her. “Me?” She asked.


Lu'ria nodded her head and smiled her amber eyes bright and full of love. “I sent her your sizes and had several sets of our Drow light armor made for you. It is similar to the ArmorPly that we normally wear, but it is lighter and will allow you to wear it during our instruction.”


Sehri’s eyes grew wider. “Instruction?”


Lu'ria smiled. “When our Enylarcopri returns we are going to begin instructing you.” She said. “Saradasaar wants us to train you.” 


Sehri looked at Andro. “Really?” She gasped excitedly.


“KertaGai and SirsanGai’s abilities are more latent in use.” Andro told her. “It enhances their fighting skills yes… but it works more for their flying. You on the other hand DuonGai are manifesting your Etheric abilities in a more defensive nature. Your barriers and such are more advanced than either Lu'ria or Carisia and will be more use to us on the ground. And I want you to be able to protect yourself when we reach the Beta Quadrant.”


Sehri looked at him oddly. “Protect myself?” She asked. “Why?”


Andro pulled her tighter to him. “Because I believe there are going to be far more who are very unhappy that we have claimed you as our wife and mate than we think. Things are not going so well within the Beta Quadrant and Deni believes that once we arrive we will become targets. Not only from the OSG and those Vanari and Lycavorians working with them, but also from the Rothryn Science Academy. That is what your mother thinks as well and I tend to agree with her and my brother.”


“I won’t let anyone take me away from you!” Sehri stated forcefully. “Any of you!”


“Nor will we DuonGai.” Sadi told her with a smile. “Our Drow Mistress and Carisia are simply going to insure that if anyone tries this… they will not be happy with the outcome.”


Sehri took a deep breath and smiled, trying to reach higher than her petite five foot three frame would allow. “Good.” She stated.


Andro chuckled. “I believe you will have a very willing student Mistress.” He said to Lu'ria as he leaned over and nuzzled her cheek.


Lu'ria sighed in delight at his action and nodded her head. “That is good.” She said pulling Sehri tighter to her. “She will need the energy.”

SPARTA'S WRATH 


Andro stood across from the towering Avatar 341 on the sprawling bridge of SPARTA'S WRATH. The bridge rested atop the neck portion of SPARTA'S WRATH just at the beginning of where the ship’s interior opened and then expanded into dozens of different decks and central compartments. Forty-three decks made up the interior of the VORTEX-Class Cruiser, with only the very top deck and the very bottom deck unable to accommodate the dragons that would now call this ship home. The Bio-mechanical nature of the ship allowed 341 to conform many decks and interior compartments into something resembling the interior of a LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser. Since the vast majority of the crew had been pulled from other Strike Cruisers, it allowed them to quickly acclimate to the wide corridors and huge doors that now dotted the ship. With nearly a million crew members, the first living crew members that 341 had had on his ship, he wanted to insure their comfort and protection. Using the first week that SPARTA'S WRATH had been here in Dreamland’s docks, 341 had reconfigured and redesigned much of the interior of the ship. There would be families on this ship he knew, and with this knowledge he made sure that all of the living quarters were comfortable easily reached from throughout the ship. Decks eleven through eighteen housed nothing but living quarters. Ranging in size from medium sized apartments for the families, to barracks like spaces for the single crew members, 341 had made sure they would want for nothing. There were eighteen Mess Lounges on the ship scattered throughout the many decks. Avatar 341 knew this was a warship and that would be its primary function going forward. He knew SPARTA'S WRATH would be used to project the Union’s power and influence across the stars. It was a similar intent as the ships original Pralor builders. 341 had made many different improvements however. In two sections that the Pralor builders had intended to use for simple storage, 341 designed and implemented quartermaster stores for the crew. They would now be able to purchase nearly anything they wanted within the two stores, one forward and one aft. There were two dozen gathering lounges that could handle a thousand people each at any given time. Each lounge had massive armored view windows which could be opened to stretch the entire length of the room and reveal the vastness of space outside. The ship had no sprawling and lavish quarters for visiting dignitaries as the Pralor Builders had designed, instead 341 had chopped up those massive quarters into much more reasonable sized ones, again for use by the many families that were now his charges. There was a fully equipped school and one massive hospital, with two fully staffed medical clinics in the forward and aft sections. The school, clinics and hospital were heavily armored and shielded deep within the bowels of the ship. 


341 had also created a huge additional engineering room three decks above the main engine room that now housed the 18 Mark Eight Whisper Class Shroud generators that could make SPARTA'S WRATH disappear completely. The 2 Seventh Tier Phased Quantum Fusion Resonance Main Reactors provided far more power than was needed to drive the massive ship. With four Fifth Tier PQFR, 341 easily had more than enough power to fully integrate many Union systems into SPARTA'S WRATH that made the ship even more lethal than its Pralor Builders had intended. With a full complement of 900 APOC Series Unmanned T9 Fighter Drones, 341 retrofitted one of the six main hanger bays to accommodate up to a hundred dragons comfortably. Sprawling areas for the dragons to stretch and even make short flights in order to work kinks out of their wings. Huge private pens that allowed for mated pairs to have their own personal areas and unmated dragons to interact with each other. This hanger bay was now as equally armored and shielded as the hospitals and clinics and all exterior launch tubes and hatches had been reconfigured and removed so there would be no accidents. The five other hanger bays now had two TYPE-II Dragon transports and thirty STRIKER DT IIAs assigned to them. Along with the five remaining Pralor Long Range Corvettes, ten MENKLA-Class armed transports and a full Squadron of RAPTOR IIE3 Warfare birds on board, SPARTA'S WRATH had an Air Group that could conduct any mission.

Those were just the things that Androcles had detected as he made his way from Hanger Bay One to the bridge. To say that he was a little overwhelmed would have been the stupidest comment anyone could possibly utter.


Andro let his eyes take in the entire bridge before finally settling back on 341. “I see you have been busy 341.” He spoke.


-There were structural changes that needed to be made- 341 answered. –You placed me in command of SPARTA'S WRATH and I deemed them needed to accommodate our personnel and mission parameters. I determined that this configuration would work best for our missions going into the future. I have since activated the lock down protocols and permanently configured the Bio-Mechanical substances in my hull. SPARTA'S WRATH is now as she will appear going forward. No other changes are possible-

Andro looked at him with some surprise as the mechanical sound of his voice was gone and he spoke with a deep baritone now. “You changed the sound and tone of your voice.” He asked.


341 nodded his head. –I deemed it was appropriate to adjust how my external voice sounded in order to put the crew more at ease. Do you not approve?-


Andro shook his head quickly. “No… not at all.” He said with a smile. “I was going to… I was going to ask you if that was possible.”

-My Avatar Model is much more advanced than Avi Prince Androcles- 341 answered him. –Though the interaction we sustained earlier has allowed his neuro pathways to since expand even more and allow for additional growth and changes like those I have instituted within myself-


Andro stepped closer to him. “You are not a model number to me 341.” He said looking up into the Avatar’s face. “You are a person.”


-That designation would not be entirely accurate Prince Androcles- 341 spoke. –I am a fully…-


“It is accurate enough for me.” Andro interrupted him. “And for this crew. Avi has made it very obvious to all of us that you were designed to be far more than simple Avatars of the ships you represent. You are this ship yes… but you are also an individual. Have you given any thought to what I suggested?”


-I found your request odd at first- 341 answered. –After further processing and…- 341’s eyes met Andro’s. –And thought… I have chosen a designation… a name that I would find suitable-


“So you like it?” Andro asked him.


-Prince Androcles I…-


“Stop that.” Andro said instantly. “You have done it before and I want you to call me Andro or Androcles from now on.”


-That would not be, strictly speaking, appropriate for me to do- 341 answered.


“Yes… well as you have no doubt noticed I am not real big on the appropriateness of many things.” Andro told him. 


341 paused as he processed that statement. –That would be an accurate statement- He stated.


“Good. So then that is what I want you to do.” Andro told him. “Now… what have you decided?”

-In processing the request…- 341 saw Andro’s eyes narrow slightly. –In thinking about the request I determined that a name to signify the heart of the Lycavorian people to be very suitable. I reviewed the history of the Lycavorian Spartans that occupied Earth in the time of your grandfather. When translated into the Lycavorian language I found that the tone of one word resonated well-

“So you liked it?” Andro said with a smile.


341 nodded his head then. –If that is the more appropriate description… then yes-


Andro shook his head slightly and smiled. “I can see that this is going to take some doing.” He said softly. He looked at 341. “What did you decide?”


-Armen- 341 answered. 


Andro tilted his head to the side and looked at him. “Armen.” He said. “Spartan.”


341 nodded. –Correct-

“I think that fits rather well.” Andro said. “Armen. I like it.”


-Then I will make the necessary alterations within the ship logs and…-


Andro held up his hand. “I will do that.” He said. 


Armen nodded his head. –As you wish-

“How soon before we can depart Armen?” Andro asked.

-There is one more MENKLA transport in the process of transitioning to SPARTA'S WRATH. I believe the last member of your team and his wife and mate are aboard-


“Ridor and Cvea?” Andro asked. “Good.”


-I know you probably witnessed some of the alterations I have made since being here- Armen spoke. –I can give you a full debriefing if you like-


Andro nodded his head. “Yes… and I have some other things I wish to discuss with you.” He said. He held out the data pad. “I need to know if there are any Etheric Void chambers on SPARTA'S WRATH.”

Armen nodded as he took the pad. –There are two that are fully functioning. Why?-

“Can you can build what is on that pad to the exact specifications with the materials from one of the chambers?” Andro asked.

Armen took the pad and his eyes scanned it in milliseconds. He looked back up to Andro.   -It is possible yes. Why would you require something like this?-
“I’ll explain it as we go.” Andro said.

Armen held out his arm towards the elevator lift. –This way-
Cvea clung to Ridor’s arm as they moved down the ramp of the MENKLA into the hanger bay. Her eyes were wide in delight and awe, as were Ridor’s. Ridor had been concerned that Cvea might not want to leave Apo Prime but her enthusiasm about embarking on this journey had outweighed his own. She had sobered somewhat when Ridor explained what being part of the Crown Prince’s personal team meant, but she was eager to experience it regardless. She had also instinctively known what it meant to him as a Lycavorian, a Spartan and a member of the Durcunusaan. There was no more honorable a calling within the Union than working directly for one of the Royal family. For a Durcunusaan, being part of a personal Direct Action Combat Team for the King or one of the Princes was the highest position that they could want or ask for. Each of the Princes had such a unit assigned to them, but only the King had ever truly utilized his, and most of the members of that team had fought with him for decades. Now that Andro would now begin to use the DACT team he had created, Ridor would never need to buck for promotion or assignment anywhere else. When you became a member of a DACT team, that is where you remained until you were promoted to command a Brigade size force.

“Ridor… it is so… so big!” Cvea gasped.


Ridor smiled as his wide eyes gazed around the utterly enormous Hanger Bay. “I do not think big is the accurate word Anocahs.” He said with considerable awe in his own voice.

“Then it is… enormous!” Cvea chimed in happily. 


Ridor looked at her and saw the happiness in her eyes and he pulled her close to him to kiss her. Cvea’s tail curled around his leg seductively as she melted into his arms and met his kiss with equal emotion.


“Hyperetes Ridor!” The deep voice carried to him and Ridor jerked suddenly, ending their kiss. He turned quickly and his eyes grew wide when he saw the Prince’s Durcunusaan Captain moving towards him with Princess Eliani at his side and holding his hand. This sight alone was astonishing to him. He straightened up instantly, Cvea almost instinctively knowing that this was someone important. She had studied her beautiful husband’s body language over the last weeks and she would act appropriately. Ridor waited for Jomann and the Princess to cover the last few meters to stand in front of him.


Ridor stood at attention as Jomann and Eliani stopped in front of them, Cvea holding his arm with one hand. “Captain!” Ridor barked out. “Princess Eliani! Enomotarch Ridor Lethon reporting for duty!”


Jomann shook his head as he held out his hand. “That is Hyperetes Ridor Lethon.” He spoke with a smile. “You really should start reading your dispatches.”


Ridor looked at him with wide eyes as he grasped the hand extended to him. “Sir… I… I don’t understand.”


“You have been promoted Ridor Lethon.” Jomann said. 


“Captain… I… I should not be qualified to reach Hyperetes for another ten years.” Ridor told him still in shock.


“Well… you are assigned to me now. To Prince Androcles’s personal team. I’m quite sure you will not disappoint.” Jomann said. “And who is this?”


Ridor blinked and pulled Cvea close to him, her long tail instinctively encircling his leg. “Captain… Princess… I present my wife and mate Cvea’Ortel Lethon.”


Jomann bowed his head to Cvea as she looked at him with wide eyes unprepared for such a greeting. “Welcome Lady Cvea.” He said formally. 


Eliani rolled her eyes. “Carians my love… you are frightening her.” She spoke with a smile and stepped forward. She reached out her hands and took Cvea’s within their grasp. “On behalf of my brother we welcome you to SPARTA'S WRATH.” Eliani said. “Don’t let this big oaf frighten you. His bark is worse than his bite.”

Jomann chuckled as Cvea relaxed visibly. “Forgive me… I do tend to be more formal than I need to be.” He said. “How was the trip from Apo Prime?”


“Sir… it was… it was very fast.” Ridor spoke. 


Jomann shook his head. “You will learn quickly that Androcles does not stand on formality Ridor. Especially among those who will fight and stand beside him. I am simply Jomann.”


“And I am just Eliani. Or Eli.” Eliani echoed him.


“But you… you are a Princess!” Cvea gasped.


Eliani nodded her head. “And more often than not, that title gets in the way of being normal.” She said with a smile. “I am Andro’s sister and I have the job of fixing him up when he and my mate do something stupid and hurt themselves.” Eliani said looking at Jomann with glittering green eyes of love.


“Mate?” Ridor gasped himself now. “You and…”


Jomann nodded. “It has not been made public knowledge just yet… but it will get out on its own I would imagine.”


Eliani smiled and leaned into Jomann’s side. “Sooner rather than later too I’m sure.” She said.


“You are Hadarian?” Cvea asked.


Eliani nodded as she looked back to her. “Half Hadarian.” She said looking around. “You have no bags except your carryalls?”


Ridor shook his head and looked at Jomann. “My father was going to send them forward but we have only these right now. We left rather quickly Captain. I don’t know how long they will take to reach us.”


Jomann nodded his head. “That won’t be a problem. Come… Eli and I will show you to your quarters. We can give you a quick tour on the way as well. We were exploring when it was announced your ship had arrived.”


“This ship Captain…” Ridor spoke with awe. “It is…”


“Pretty damn big!” Eliani chimed in as she curled her arm around Cvea’s elbow. “It’s gonna take us weeks to find everything.” Cvea couldn’t help but smile at the open and friendly manner of Eliani.

Jomann nodded in agreement as they began to walk for the exit. “There are Elevator Lifts that can take you forward or aft and up and down. They are all over the ship and easy to find. We’ll take the closest one to the living spaces and help you to get settled in.”


Cvea was stunned at the size of the quarters that belonged to them. It was nearly as large as their home on Apo Prime as she moved through the five rooms with Ridor while Jomann and Eliani stood near the doorway and watched. Cvea finally turned to look at her and moved closer to her once more. Eliani Leonidas had been an immediate calming influence on her as they walked and quite unlike any story or rumors about the Lycavorian Royal family she had heard since becoming Ridor’s wife. She was so open and friendly as they hung back from Jomann and Ridor while walking through the corridors and Cvea gushed over Ridor and the new life she had found. It was almost as if she did not notice that Cvea’s tail bounced happily behind her as she walked, or the brightness of her feline line eyes. No that wasn't it Cvea decided. Eliani didn’t care that she was Kavalian.

“They are so big!” Cvea exclaimed again as she came back to where Eliani stood.


Eliani nodded in agreement. “Ours are nearly identical.” She said in reply. “It’s going to take Brendi and I weeks to decorate them.”


Jomann looked at Ridor and held out the two P1 Data Pads. “Your personal P1 Hyperetes Ridor. And one for your wife and mate Lady Cvea.” He said. “They are a new item being issued to all of us within Andro’s team. They are limited so do not lose them. Each is coded to you and Lady Cvea so no one else can use them. They should also help you to find your way on the ship until you begin to memorize where things are. I have mine glued to my head. When we meet everyone for dinner we can explain the uses further for the P1.”

Ridor smiled as he took the pads. “I understand Captain.” He said.


“Meet everyone?” Cvea asked shyly.


Eliani nodded her head and reached out to take her hand. “Don’t worry…” She said. “We are not as bad as the Netnews makes us out to be. Besides… I can hear his stomach rumbling from here.” Eliani said motioning with her head to Jomann. “All he and my brother will do is eat.”


“I haven’t eaten since breakfast!” Jomann complained.


Eliani smiled and looked at Cvea. “See.” She said. She squeezed Cvea’s hands in hers again. “I will be giving complete physicals to all of Andro’s team starting tomorrow.” Eliani saw Cvea’s face take on a concerned look and she stepped forward closer to her. “Don’t worry.” She said softly. “I know what is in your past Cvea.” She said in a whisper while squeezing her hands tightly. “You have no fears here. If you wish… we can do it here in your quarters or in mine.”

Cvea took a deep breath and shook her head. This was a new life for her, and these men and women were not who she needed to fear. She glanced at Ridor quickly and saw his eyes on her and pulsing her with his powerful aura. Since he had bitten her and the virus within his blood now raced through her own, Cvea had been able to experience things she never thought possible. One of those was feeling the warmth and love he projected to her through his aura. It wasn’t nearly as powerful as it could be because she was Kavalian as his mother had explained to her, but his mother had told her it would grow stronger through the years now that the virus was within her and Cvea'Ortel Lethon would bask in it forever.


She turned back to Eliani. “I do not wish to be… to be treated differently. I am not afraid of an exam.” She said.


Eliani smiled. “Good… then you are braver than most of these other babies.” She spoke. “They whine about medical exams all the time.”


Cvea smiled at her truly liking Eliani Leonidas. “I want… I want to do something.” Cvea said. “I want to help.”

“What would you like to do?” Jomann asked her. “This ship and what it can do is new to most of the crew Lady Cvea. And there are many things that you can do. I can adjust your ship access to accommodate whatever it is you want to learn and experience.”


Cvea looked at Eliani. “I want to help others.” She said softly. “But my… my schooling is…”


Eliani took her hand. “I’m short one medic.” She said immediately. “And until Inamarno joins us we’re down two. I could use the help.”


Cvea looked at her with intense interest but then her eyes shifted slightly and she looked at the deck. “I am not qualified to…”

Eliani did not let her finish. “No one is qualified when they first start.” She said. “It will mean a lot of listening to babies like him whine about having to take medicine or having to be poked and prodded. Think you can handle that?” She spoke motioning to Jomann.


Cvea looked at her with a huge smile. “Yes.”


“Good. Then as of tomorrow morning… you will have a new job.” Eliani said. “I can get the accesses for you and give you some reading material tonight at dinner.”


“We will meet in the Port side Senior Officer’s Mess Lounge on Deck nineteen.” Jomann said. “Nineteen hundred hours. Just use your P1 to find us.”


Ridor nodded. “We will be there Captain.” He said.


“Events will never be dull around us Ridor Lethon.” Jomann said. “I hope you and Cvea are ready to experience that?”


Ridor glanced at Cvea who stepped closer to him and folded into his arms with a brilliant smile of happiness. He looked back to Jomann as Eliani did the same thing with him. “We are looking forward to it sir.”


“Yes we are.” Cvea echoed his words with her own.


“Good. We’ll see you at nineteen hundred hours.” Jomann spoke taking Eliani’s hand in his and turning for the door.

“…to know is can you build it Armen?” Andro asked as he and Armen stood beside the large view window in one of the starboard lounges. The ARIZONA and HORNET were easily seen as smaller ships scurried about their superstructures.


-Yes- Armen answered without hesitation. –It will require a quarter of the Worker Drones in order to disassemble the chamber, but it is easily constructed-


“How long will it take?” Andro asked.


-If they begin right after we depart, they will have it disassembled within thirty-six hours- Armen answered.


“How long to build it?” Andro asked him.


-To the exact specifications you have presented here? Eighty-three point five hours- Armen answered. –May I ask where you got these plans Andro?-

“My Grandfather’s Tomes.” Andro answered softly. 

Armen nodded. –It is logical that Chief Elder Sumar would have had such detailed schematics in his files-

Andro nodded his head in agreement. “Now tell me… will it work Armen? And I don’t want you to give me some sort of technical answer. Never pull punches with me. Just tell me.”


-I can only assume it is for one purpose? - Armen spoke.


“You would be correct.” Andro told him.


Armen nodded his head once more. –Then it will work quite well. And it will be very permanent once sealed with the new Praetorian Command Codes your father, Wayonn and Murano established and sent to me-

Andro looked at him. “I take it because they established new ones that they have a lot of questions about what will happen out there still?”

Armen nodded. –I can only speculate that is the reason. Trying to predict why your father acts as he does is something I will leave to Avi-

Andro chuckled. “That’s smart.” He said.

-The new Praetorian Command Codes will override any existing Pralor facilities that remain and are locked down with Praetorian Codes. Much like the Science Facility on Onterom.-

“Will the Scourge have left anything standing Armen?” Andro asked.

-During the initial phase of their final invasion that destroyed the Pralor homeworld they bypassed several border systems that had smaller planetary facilities. Research bases and shipyards. The majority of these odd facilities were then ordered locked down with Praetorian Command Codes by the Elder Council before they were killed in order to keep the Scourge from entering them- Armen explained. –It is very possible that some of them remain. The Scourge are single minded in many respects Androcles. Destroying the Pralor people was their main goal. That meant destroying the homeworld. They may have overlooked some of the smaller facilities in that singe minded process-

Andro nodded. “Point taken.”

-That is not to say they have not evolved since that time- Armen added.
“Point taken again.” Andro told him.

-I will distribute the codes to Denali, Dorian, Deion and Nara when we rendezvous with them. Jomann has acknowledged his already, as have you-
Andro nodded. “Establish a secondary set of Command Codes with the baseline from my father and Murano. Use a Mutative Algorithm to be able to override any active set of the new Praetorian Codes.”

Armen looked at him oddly. –Why?-
“Insurance.” 

Armen blinked. –Insurance? Processing- Andro watched his eyes flick back and forth faster than he could follow and several seconds later they stopped and focused on him. –That is interesting Androcles-

“If my father, Wayonn and Murano don’t fully trust them, then there is a reason for it. Once you have completed the secondary codes, download them to your neural net and to Avi’s. No one else is to have the Secondary Codes except for this person.” Andro told him as he typed on the data pad and handed it to him. “And this knowledge remains with my father, Avi, you and I.”
Armen looked at the pad for a long moment and then back to Andro. –An interesting choice. I will process the Secondary Codes-

“Good.” Andro said. “How soon before Praetorian Murano arrives?”

Armen lifted his eyes for a split second and then back to Andro. -His Pralor Long Range Transport will be arriving at the entrance to Dreamland in one point two hours. Another twenty-three minutes to transit to our location-


Andro nodded. “Transmit this information to him and the contents of our discussion about what I have planned. Discuss the Secondary Codes with no one else Armen. Once we have his ship in our hanger bay I want to depart.”


-I will make the necessary arrangements- Armen answered.


Andro looked out the view window and was silent for a long moment. Armen simply stood there waiting as if knowing that there was something else. “Armen?”


-Androcles-


“Once it is completed I want you to find me the most vile, decrepit, desolate and unholy place in the galaxy.” Andro looked at him. “That is where I am going to put it.”


Armen nodded his head. –I have already begun this task- He replied.


“You knew I would do this?” Andro asked him.


-The logic and statistical variables of what you would do were easily calculated. At least by me- He answered.

“So you guessed?” Andro asked him with a smile.


Armen blinked several times as he processed that and then he looked at Andro. –Yes… I suppose I did-


Andro laughed at this and slapped Armen on the shoulder. “I like to hear that Armen.” He said. “I like to hear that. Now give me a rundown on the systems we added and tell me about the other request I had. Did you discover anything in your archives about the image I described to you?” he asked as he began to walk/

-Yes. It was among the last of the data packages that I received before the Pralor homeworld fell and all contact was lost. I compared your description to relevant data streams and discovered it within a file on known species. Andro… Avi and I exchanged these prevalent data streams while we were connected so your father is probably very aware of it as well. And the odds of Praetorian Murano having this knowledge are very high as well- Armen told him as he followed beside him.

Andro nodded. “I know.”


-Shall I begin?-


Andro nodded again. “Go for it.”

MANNE

UNION ADHOC COMPOUND 


Sarlana watched from the doorway as shrieks of happiness echoed in the air all around the area. Conlar and Helen stood on either side of her while Arzoal, Teniri and Nekins were still within the huge building speaking among themselves. They were watching as Zarah and Lucia were practically swarmed by their mothers in tearful reunion. Conlar looked at Helen after a long moment.


“If I may ask…” He spoke softly. “Who is she?”


Helen watched with happy eyes as Zarah’s tear streaked face was animated and filled with such happiness. The nearly broken young woman was gone and Zarah Leonidas had her confidence and strength back. No doubt because of the love Helen could feel radiating from Zarah for Lucia, but also because of the family she was part of.


“Zarah.” Helen answered. “She is the youngest of the older Leonidas children… if that makes sense.” She said with a smile. “She was… she was brutally beaten and raped last year by some vile and twisted individuals. She came very close to death.”


Sarlana’s eyes never left the young woman as the embraces and tears continued. “I can feel the touch of the Dahakoan Androcles on her. A filament of life and power within her. She is resilient and strong.” She said softly.


Helen nodded. “Androcles and Zarah are very close.” She answered. “They…”


Sarlana looked at her. “No.” She said quickly and firmly. “There is no need for us to know the reasons behind the connection they have. Only that it exists. It is private and meant only for your family.”


“What… what happened to those who did this?” Conlar asked.


Helen took a deep breath. “The young woman you see with her…? That is Lucia.” She answered with honesty. 

Sarlana nodded as her eyes went back to them. “They wear their love for each other where all can see.” She said.


Helen nodded. “Lucia killed most of those involved. She possess the Praetorian gene in a pseudo dormant state so she can manifest her Etheric abilities in almost the physical realm. The weapons she uses are… they are ethereal in nature really, but able to inflict much harm if fueled by her emotions as they were that day. Androcles and Elynth… they killed those that remained that day.” She answered. “One survived, but his days in this life are becoming fewer and fewer. Androcles will find him… and then justice will be done.”


“He will be tried?” Conlar asked looking at her.


Helen met his eyes. “The moment he laid his hands upon Zarah he was guilty. Andro is close with all of his sisters, but Zarah and Eliani are special to him for reasons which many of us do not fully understand. Dante Moran has been tried Conlar. When Androcles finds him… it will be with only one intent.”


Conlar turned back and watched Dysea embracing Zarah now, her hands stroking her dark hair. He nodded his head slowly. “Justice.” He said softly. “I understand… and I agree.”


Even Sarlana glanced at him with surprise in her eyes but said nothing. She turned back to gaze at them, her eyes settling on the figure of Martin Leonidas. One of his arms wrapped around the petite Hadarian Queen Anja while the other reached out and pulled the elven Queen Dysea close to him when she released Zarah. She saw a flash of movement from the side and then another young man and woman appeared from between the buildings. They skidded to a stop just outside the small group and Sarlana watched as a smiling For'mya whispered into Zarah Leonidas’s ear. She watched her eyes grow wide and then she was reaching for the young woman Sarlana now knew as Eirene. 


“Thric guulac.” Sarlana whispered softly. “Ergriff itov ios visidark.” (No Doubt. Only love without question.)

“Excuse me?” Helen asked her.


Sarlana turned to look at her. “It is said… it is said that the Dahakoans would come from families who never doubt their love for each other. This love of family… this navnik… this spirit… it would define them and guide them in order to be able to find one another when they were all awakened.” Sarlana looked back and watched as Zarah laid a lip locker on Fedor and he lifted her off the ground and spun her around in happiness. “The emotion… the resonance and navnik of love within this family is something I have never felt before. It is without doubt, and it is completely absolute.”

Helen nodded in agreement. “It is why they are so special.” She said softly. 


“It originates from him.” Sarlana said softly motioning to Martin with her head. “He is the center. The focus. It warps outward from within him.”


Helen nodded in agreement. “Yes it does.”


Conlar’s eyes now took in the massive form of the obsidian colored dragon resting on the ground a short distance from the group. This dragon was without question the most formidable of any dragon he had seen in his lifetime. He matched Arzoal in size, but the musculature and power that radiated from his body was nearly palpable. His resonance alone was staggering, but when combined with the Lycavorian Martin Leonidas it was blinding in its brilliance. His huge head was gently moving up and down the back and shoulders of the azure colored dragon Isheeni, and her wings were fluttering in delight.


“Sarlana?” He said.


Sarlana nodded. “Yes… I see him.” She answered. “Two of the Vrelvel Sargti. The Talon Guardians.”

“He is… he is massive.” Conlar rasped.


“You know of them then?” Helen asked.


Sarlana nodded. “Oh yes. Vrelvel Sargti are revered within Darastrixi society by all. But there have not been any Vrelvel Sargti for nearly a million years. And never one who was not a Darastrixi.”


“Well there are now.” Helen said. “And they guard Dragonkind viciously. More so Andro and Elynth than their fathers. And that feeling is returned equally. They seem to be drawn to him in some manner. More so than his father.” Helen chuckled softly. “In many ways it is almost as if Andro is…”


Sarlana looked at her. “A dragon himself?”


Helen met her gaze with an odd expression. “Yes.” 


“There is a reason for that. One that will be discovered soon enough. You… you do not seem to hold the same hesitation as the others when speaking to me.” Sarlana said. “Why?”


“You are not our enemy.” Helen said without hesitation. “And I don’t believe you seek Andro and Dorian for an evil purpose. Not that you would be able to influence them to go against what they have been raised to honor and believe.”

Sarlana smiled. “I have no doubts of that.” She said. “I only wish to experience their journey with them. And to guide and help them in any way…”


“NO!” The deep voice barked out causing all of them to turn quickly. Sarlana gasped in fright at the visage of Martin Leonidas before her. His eyes were near glowing yellow orbs, savage looking dual fangs that could easily rend even her scale like skin to shreds were fully extended, his lips curled back in a cruel snarl.


No one had predicted the reaction from Martin. No one had ever seen him greet a new stranger in such a way unless that person was shooting at him or trying to kill him in some manner. Aricia, Anja, all of them were stunned at the resonance of anger and rage they could feel from the man they loved.


“I know who you are! Doraanar!” Martin hissed savagely. “I know what you did!” Martin stepped closer to her in a very menacing manner. Conlar saw this and acted to protect her.


“Step away from her! You do not…” Conlar began as he reached for Martin. His eyes grew wide when suddenly his body was struck by some unseen force and he was hurtling across the interior of the massive hall.


“Martin Leonidas!” Helen shouted.


Martin stepped closer ignoring her protest and shock. “Wux geou ti clax sia deevdrus! Wux geou ti chian astahi lae wux tira asta torkah!” (You will not take my sons! You will not betray them as you betrayed their ancestors.)


Aricia and the others were stunned at the fluency with which Martin spoke the Darastrixi language. It was almost as if he had been speaking it for years.


Sarlana felt herself lifted into the air as Martin raised his right hand and the soft blue glow of Etheric power shimmered around it. She felt pressure on her body, a force of some kind pressing down against her. Around the two of them a bluish white bubble of Etheric power burst into existence, pushing away all those who were moving towards them. Their voices were lost to her even though she could see their lips moving and Sarlana knew then. The light of peace and recognition dawned in her eyes when she saw the murderous fury in those wild and savage yellow/gold orbs and an odd peace filled her. She reached out her hands and covered his fist with both of them tightly.


You know! Sarlana gasped with wide eyes. She spoke openly in the Etheric connection. A connection that allowed everyone in the room to hear her words. You know what yours sons are!

NO! Martin snarled.

You do! I can feel the knowledge within you! I see it in your eyes! Sarlana rasped.

No! Martin snapped again.


Murano told you what happened didn’t he? Sarlana asked him. Of course he did… as Praetorians he would have shared all of his knowledge with you by now. And soon he will share it with your sons.


Do you know how many died! Martin screamed. How many suffered and were tortured before the Scourge butchered them!


What took place was insidious and vile Martin Leonidas! Sarlana gasped. But it is not something I would have allowed had I been able. Many who perished were my friends!


Then why? Martin shouted with Mindvoice.


It was a decision made by others against the will of Zezhuanth! Sarlana gasped out. Many Darastrixi died in defiance of that order! You know this! And so does Murano!


Aricia looked at Helen as she came up next to her. “Helen?” She almost yelled.


Helen shook her head. “I have no idea what they are talking about!” She stammered.


Why them? Martin almost screamed. Why?


I was not the one who chose them Martin Leonidas. Sarlana spoke more softly now. That was done by Wer Zezhuanth millennia before you and I ever existed. He saw something in them. Deep within their souls.

I won’t let them! Martin snapped. I will stop it!


You can not stop it Martin Leonidas. It has already begun. You know that just as I do. Sarlana said gently. The many dreams that Androcles told you about when he was a boy. That he shared with no one but you. Your ability to speak my language as if born to it. Your Anome Aricia as well. Isabella stands there knowing not why she can speak a language that she doesn’t know. These are only the first signs Martin. It has begun already. Androcles and Dorian, Elynth and Ryner, they will not let you stop it. There is nothing any of us can do to stop it now. They will find them. The last two Dahakoan. They will not be able to fight the connection between them as Isthasyi vur Myvishi ar wer Iejir.

What do you want with them? Martin snarled.


Look at me Martin Leonidas. Look within my sepas. Sarlana told him. You and Torma, Androcles and Elynth, you are Vrelvel Sargti. The first to exist in over a million years. I know you have this ability. Look within my Sepas and tell me what you see. I am the last of the Doraanar Martin Leonidas. Could I ever bring myself to harm the Dahakoan? No matter what darkness enveloped me… could I ever hurt them?


Martin stared at Sarlana for a long moment, his yellow/gold eyes gazing deep within her. Sarlana held everything open to him, baring her entire being to his gaze. She would never be able to hide from the eyes of a Vrelvel Sargti, and she would not try. She felt the Etheric force holding her suspended in the air lessen slowly, but she did not release his hand. Martin finally blinked his beautiful eyes and gazed at her.


No. He said with a whisper.


My only purpose now… my only goal is to guide them and help them to understand. To help all of us understand. Sarlana spoke. I know you have felt it within you. The storm that is coming. Your sons feel it too. As do Wayonn and Murano. The Lorsvek ar Sepas is the way Zezhuanth chose to meet it. His vision of the future. He knew he would not live forever. Why would he do this if he did not care and hold all life sacred? What the Darastrixi did was wrong Martin. So very wrong. It was evil. But it was not done with evil intent. My people have lost their way. Just as you and your sons and your family and people have found yours. Zezhuanth knew this would happen. It is the only reason why I can think that he chose them. They are… they are incorruptible Martin Leonidas. Much like their father. 

 Sarlana felt Martin lower her gently back to the floor. Conlar instantly began to come to her aide but she lifted her hand and stopped him knowing he would not be able to penetrate the Etheric bubble that still encased her and Martin. When she saw that he would not move she turned back to Martin and returned her hand to his. His grip had tightened somewhat but not out of anger.

You fear what is coming. I can sense it within you. I fear what is coming. Only together will we be able to meet it face to face. Your sons and the two Dahakoans that have not yet been revealed… they are the catalyst. The center of it all. Only when they are together will we know what path to take. Only then will we have all the pieces of the puzzle. And only then will we know why it is happening now.
I can not… I can not lose them. Martin spoke softly.

Lose them? Sarlana spoke with wide eyes. By the will of Zezhuanth Martin… they are part of you! You could never lose them! It is not something they would ever allow!
Martin looked at her and she saw the amazing transformation as his eyes reverted back to normal and his fangs receded into his gums. So what happens now? There is so much going on even as we speak.

Sarlana shook her head. Whatever is going on with the Pralor people is not something I can help with. I fear I can not return to Artaaya now. Many who survive know what happened and I would not have much influence at all. And it would only hamper Delnash’s efforts to change the course of things with his people. That is something you must find a way to handle.

And what of you? He asked her.

I will answer any questions that you may have. I will even show you why the Darastrixi among your people treat Androcles as they do. As they will treat Dorian. Sarlana said. I believe my place… the only place I can truly do any good… with your permission of course… is with your sons. Given their propensity to be just like you… keeping them from going off and doing something incredibly stupid is what I must do.

Martin looked at her and couldn’t help the small laugh that escaped his throat. They do tend to be unpredictable. He said.

Sarlana smiled. A trait that they have fully inherited from you.

Predictable is boring. Martin said.

Sarlana joined in the soft laughter and felt his resonance as a Vrelvel Sargti sweep around her protectively. She watched with awe in her eyes as the Etheric bubble that had encased them dissipated until it was gone and then they both turned. Everyone in the main hall was staring at them with disbelief in their eyes. Dozens of others were also watching through the massive hole that was once an entire wall section of the building. Martin had blown it outward without so much as a blink and didn’t even know it.

“Oops!” Martin said softly.

Martin saw Danny step from the crowd of people, his A4 clenched in his hands and only wearing his pants and boots. Julie, Kenny, Pablo and even Colin were all standing around with wide eyes. Anuk, Nayeca and Kesyla stood together, their skin flush and all of them smelling of each other. Martin met Danny’s eyes then, seeing the displeasure of being interrupted in what he was obviously doing.
He propped his A4 on his hip and looked at Martin. “Forgive me for being the one asshole jerk to ask the obvious question.” Danny spoke. “Maybe… fervon… maybe you could explain to all of us what just nubous happen. And why you damn near blew up the entire nubous building!” Danny shouted.

“Just out of curiosity of course!” Danny continued. “Since some of us were actually catching up on some much needed alone time! If you get my drift!” He barked loudly.
“Daniel!” Anuk hissed with a great deal of embarrassment while everyone in the area who had heard Danny began to chuckle and snicker.

Danny’s eyes never left Martin. “Well? Start talking chump!”

