CHAPTER THIRTY
SPARTA'S WRATH

DREAMLAND

Murano had never been on a VORTEX-Class Cruiser before, and though he was a Pralor, even he was in awe of the sheer size and utter majesty of the ship. There were many such ships at the height of their war with the Scourge, but this ship was to be the first of its unique Class. It was packed with the very finest and most advanced Pralor technology, weapons and equipment to exist at that time as well as some things that had not even been introduced to the main fleets. These items made the other VORTEX-Class Cruisers pale in comparison. 
Mari clung to his arm tightly as they closely followed the Lycavorian Security Officer along the huge corridors of the ship, her beautiful face showing her excitement and delight at what she was witnessing. This ship and the others that were intended to come after it were the most powerful and sophisticated warships the Pralor people had ever built, designed to meet the Scourge Hive ships force on force and come out victorious. Mari was enraptured with the ship and to some larger extent the Lycavorian people themselves. Murano knew that Mari had been reading from dozens of data and history scrolls given to her by Helen and Wayonn. He did not know what drew his niece to this knowledge but at this point in time she was probably the only Pralor among their people with the extent of knowledge and understanding of their cultures and traditions as she possessed. Kesyla had told him Mari was a voracious reader and had graduated tops in her class at the Advanced Spacial Physics University on Artaaya. Her delight at seeing Avi had been profound and he had seen her many times discussing one thing or the other with Martin’s avatar on Manne. As they moved along the corridors of the ship heading for the bridge both of them could not help but take note of the many different species that now called this ship home. 
Of course Murano thought to himself… this was no longer a Pralor ship. 
If what Wayonn had told him was true and he would never doubt a Praetorian Mage, least of all Wayonn, then Murano had to believe the Pralor Elder Council back then had specifically programmed this ship for a single purpose. That single purpose was that it would not respond to anyone who did not have the blood of Sumar within their veins. They must have known all was 
lost and those Elders, their lives at an end they knew, decided that the only true hope of their people was to program this ship as they had and pray to the ancients within the Rift of Time that Sumar had children. Children somewhere out there among the stars; and that would one day those children be drawn to this ship and discover its origins. Those men and women had not thought about or been concerned with what blood would flow through Sumar’s descendants, only that they would be his descendants and only they would know how to use this ship. They had trusted in the belief and faith that if Sumar’s blood ran within their veins then they would be like him in some way. Their belief, if that is what they all thought all those years ago, had certainly turned out to be true.
As they moved through the corridors, both Murano and Mari could detect the resonance of Pralor blood within scores of the Lycavorians on this ship. It may not have been prominent in many of them, but it was certainly there. Murano also noticed that many also looked at him with something akin to wonder as they passed him in the corridors. He could hear them whispering among themselves after they had gone by. They knew who and what he was and he could sense the reverence and awe many felt as they passed him. There were also more than a fair share of young Lycavorian men giving Mari more than just a passing glance. His niece was breathtaking in her beauty, Murano noticing she had changed her hair color on the ship here. He asked her about it and Mari had told him she simply returned her hair to its natural color instead of trying to be like Kesyla. Since she had returned her hair color to its natural state of a light reddish brown, Murano noticed that her beauty had become even more enhanced, but Mari possessed a bubbly nature that always made her glow even more. 
These were, without question, men and women who had seen battle many times before for he doubted that Androcles Leonidas would crew this spectacular ship with new personnel fresh out their training academies. To know that and then sense their emotions about him caused new pride to flourish within Murano. Pride at what he was. Pride in who he was. Discovering that Martin and his sons existed had returned to Murano all he had thought lost. Knowing that he was not the last of his kind had revived his spirit and his resonance to new heights. Since his talks with Helen and Daniel, Murano had made it a point to look at events more openly and not judge so quickly. He had prided himself when he was younger on being more open minded than others and he had gotten away from that mentality. Now he found himself returning to his roots and he liked the way it made him feel. Helen and Daniel had been very correct in their words to him. These men and women, whether Lycavorian or Elf or Vampire, whatever their species was, they wore their emotions on their proverbial sleeves. They did not suppress what they felt inside them, they embraced it, and no doubt any who bore the Praetorian gene now would be just like Martin and Androcles. They were men or women who would embrace their passion, harness their emotions to fuel their new abilities, but they were also very different. There was no way to ever be sure Murano knew, but given what he had learned and seen so far, he doubted they would ever callously use their power against innocents. Indeed… they would die to protect them in any way they could. 

Their culture was different than what he was used to though. Very different. There were few laws within Lycavorian society itself but they were very harsh in many ways. Far harsher than he was accustom too, but after further thought Murano decided that these laws were very fair and no one was above the law within their society. He realized that most of these harsh laws stemmed from their millennia as slaves to the High Coven. The percentage of Lycavorians who abhorred slavery in any shape or form was astronomically high. They had those among their species who did not follow these laws, but they were considered pirates and mercenaries and treated as criminals. Rape was another crime that Murano found the Lycavorian people as a whole despised overwhelmingly, and the rape of a mated female was considered a depraved and immoral act punishable by immediate death. The parts of their history that Murano had read had made that fact very clear and now he understood at least some of what Martin must have felt having such an act touch the ones he loved and adored. And after what Daniel had shown him that day, Murano had no doubt that the six women who held his heart were far more important to Martin Leonidas than anything else in this universe. He had studied and read as much as he was able, the trip here had allowed him to do just that and he discovered many things that the scientists of his people had never bothered to know or understand about these people. Helen had been correct, they were not Pralors, but they were one of the most honorable species he had ever come across.

He turned quickly when he felt the strong tug on his arm. “Uncle?” Mari gasped as she motioned with her head.

Murano cut his eyes and saw they were about to pass through a large set of double doors. His eyes grew wider as the doors slid aside and they entered the bridge of the ship. The bridge was shaped like a a massive elongated U. There was an upper level deck that wrapped around the entire section and a short flight of four stairs that circled the entire bridge and dropped into the lower level. In the center of this elongated U was a wide, elevated platform and railing with six different stations towards the front of the bridge and a single chair behind them. They could see outside the sectioned view windows and they took in the magnificence of the other ships that dotted the area around them. Standing behind that chair were two figures that Murano recognized instantly. It was impossible to miss the size of Avatar 341, as he stood over a full head taller than Androcles Leonidas. The avatar wore a Fleet uniform similar to the other bridge crewmembers, dark gray in color and separated into pants, undershirt and short waist length jacket. This appeared to be the standard uniform for all Union Fleet members as he had seen it on Martin’s ship as well. There did not appear to be any rank insignia on any of the crew who were moving back and forth across the expanse of the bridge, though the avatar did wear a gold sash around his waist with the ends dangling to one side. 
Androcles Leonidas was far more imposing in person than he was within a simple holo transmission and Helen’s words to him echoed gently in his ears. 
That is what guides his oldest son Androcles, who you have only spoken to in a silly holo transmission, but who is far more unforgiving than his siblings and even his own father.

Androcles stood stoically with his arms crossed over his broad chest taking everything in. Like his father, this young man radiated staggering power within the Etheric realm. A power and resonance that was matched only by his father. The echo of their Etheric resonances made Murano feel as if he was standing once more beside his friend and mentor as he had done so many thousands of years before. 

Androcles Leonidas could have been his father’s twin brother if not for the shorter hair and neatly trimmed goatee that he sported, unlike his father’s much longer shoulder length hair and meticulously trimmed beard. He was shorter than his father by an inch or two and did not appear to meet his father’s incredibly defined two hundred and forty plus pounds of rock and granite like muscle. However, Murano estimated Androcles was perhaps two hundred and twenty pounds, but no less distinct in a muscular fashion. The superb definition of his Spartan trained body was evident even under the uniform that he wore. Like his father, he would be an imposing figure to stand before even without his Etheric abilities. When he thought about it for a moment, Murano realized that he had not seen one man or woman within Martin’s entire command that was not in superior physical condition. Wayonn had told him that the Spartan way of life that Martin’s father had grown up in was brutal and sometimes lethal, but it had forged both men and women to utter physical perfection. This practice took deep root within the Lycavorian Union when Martin’s father gave his life for trillions of lifeforms that he had never known. Lycavorian, Elf, Algolian, even some of the minor species within the Union had taken up the mantle of this way of life. When Martin had returned to the Union and his people saw that he had continued this very tradition and way of life like his father without even thinking, it spurred an even larger number within the Union to perfect their bodies no matter what their age. While Murano had always kept himself in superb physical condition, he knew he did not come close to any of the men or women he had seen so far. He made the decision then to insure that he changed that fact for it appeared that Martin’s children followed this same mentality without fail.

Androcles wore a similar uniform to the avatar and everyone else, yet around his waist he wore a crimson sash with two lines of gold trim along the outer edges and the figure of a golden dragon lifting off the ground gracefully embroidered into the ends.
The young Lycavorian guard that had led them here stepped closer. “Sir… would you care to be presented to the Crown Prince now?” He asked politely. 
Murano looked at him. “What are they doing?” He asked.

“I believe we are preparing to get underway sir.” The young man answered. “We were only waiting for you to arrive.”

Murano shook his head. “I’m sorry… I never asked your name.”

“Gregan sir.” The Durcunusaan answered.
“Gregan… introductions can wait. I do not wish to disturb them. I do have a question however… the sash he wears. Does it have some meaning?” Murano asked.
The Durcunusaan troop glanced over to Andro and then back quickly. “Androcles abhors any type of pomp.” The young man answered him. “You will notice that none of the crew wears rank insignia. It is a tradition that he began on the SCIMITAR and it continues here. It insures everyone is treated in the same fashion as they wish to be treated.”
Mari looked at him with wide eyes. “You refer to him by name.” She asked. “Is that… is that allowed?”

The young Durcunusaan chuckled softly. “Only to the Durcunusaan Lady Mari.” He answered. “And only in private, among family or away from too many ears. He insists upon it, as do his brothers and sisters, the King, the Queens and Crown Princesses. It is part of the reason why any of us would give our lives for them without a second’s pause. Any of them.”

Murano nodded. “Yes… I noticed that from Martin and his people.” He said softly.

“To answer your question Lady Mari, I believe it was Princess Ne'Veha who had the sashes made several months ago.” The young man said. “It is the only thing he will wear now that sets him apart from others... and if I recall correctly… she threatened to kick his mida if he did not. Each of the Crown Princesses wears one now as well.”
Mari couldn’t help but chuckle. “She threatened to kick his ass Uncle.” She said. “I like her already.”

Murano grinned as well and squeezed the young man’s arm. “We will wait until we are underway Gregan.” He said. “There is no rush.”

The troop nodded his head and stepped back to the side just as the voices began to echo across the expanse of the bridge. They were coming through an intercom of some sort and Mari realized that each station member must have been wearing one of the head implants given to her, Kesyla and her uncle while with his father. Both of them lifted their heads as the voice of a woman filled the bridge intercom.
“SCIMITAR actual to SPARTA'S WRATH actual on Command Channel. We are ready to depart. What is your status?” The voice of Sa'sur asked.

-We have secured Praetorian Murano’s ship and are prepared to depart as well Admiral Sa'sur- Armen answered instantly.

“Very well. ARIZONA actual?” Sa'sur asked.

Miranda’s voice filled the bridge now. “1st Arizona Attack Wing ready and sitting on go.”

“Understood.” Sa'sur spoke. “We stick to the established plan. ARIZONA’s Attack Wing will join with King Martin and the ARC ROYAL at their present location. Admiral Lorian will then assume command of all ships in theater and establish Command and Control Directives with the King. SCIMITAR’s Strike Group, ULU WASP and the Dragon Brigade will proceed to the Beta Quadrant and rendezvous with the ARCH DEMON. I will assume command of all Union ships in the theater and begin the implementation of Prince Denali’s plan. SPARTA'S WRATH will proceed on course for the rendezvous with Yuri and Prince Dorian. Three weeks from now SPARTA'S WRATH will join with us in the Beta Quadrant and we will complete the merger of the Protectorate into the Union at that time. Once that is complete… we will depart for King Martin’s location and whatever the unknown wants to throw at us.” Sa'sur finished. “Andro?”

“Manda… what we spoke of before?” Andro asked softly as he looked towards the view window.
“If it is at all possible Andro… I will insure that it does not happen. I give you my word.” Manda answered just as softly.

“No matter the reasons Manda… he can not be allowed to do it. No matter what. I will not have him lower himself to the level of the animal he hunts. He will never forgive himself.” Andro said.

“I understand Andro.” Miranda answered softly. “I will make it happen.”

“Then there is nothing more to say.” Andro spoke uncrossing his arms. “Armen?”

-Initiate Fleet Wide COM- Armen spoke.

“Fleet wide activated sir.” The young elven woman called from her station across the bridge.

Andro moved closer to Armen. “This is Androcles. We are going to be stepping into the very heart of the unknown now. You all know the motto of my family. Never fear the unknown for you do not know what treasures you may discover. You are the finest the Union has to offer. All of you no matter your job or title. It is my honor to lead you and serve beside you. These ships are now our home away from home. And we are all family. I wish all of you the blessings of whatever gods you may covet. May they watch over us in our tasks and look upon us with wisdom and care. Look after those to your right and left and they will do the same. And no matter what, be proud of who each of you are. All of you matter. We will reunite in six weeks and show everyone that we will honor the Pralor blood that flows within many of us. Aur taine and stali cuia fas forn innyne.” (My trust and faith go with you always.)

Murano and Mari looked around the bridge as they heard the two women on the intercom and dozens of others on the bridge utter the same word simultaneously.

“Avoi.” 

Murano looked at the young Durcunusaan. “What…?”

“My trust and faith go with you always.” Gregan said. “Amen.”

Mari shivered slightly but not because she was cold. The words Androcles had spoken were meant to be inspiring and the shiver that coursed through her had done just that. It was a sensation she had never felt before. She had been studying the Lycavorians as a people for weeks now. She did not know what drew her to them, but it was powerful and fulfilling, more so than anything in her life before now.
Andro’s arms dropped to his side now and he looked at Armen. “Armen… the ship is yours. Take us out and get us to the rendezvous.”

Both Murano and Mari were wide eyed when they realized that the avatar had a name and Androcles had just turned the ship over to him.

-Understood- Armen answered.

That was when Androcles turned to look at them and Murano and Mari got a first glimpse at his utterly amazing azure blue eyes. They seemed to glow in the dim lighting of the bridge and Murano felt Mari squeeze his arm tightly. Andro didn’t hesitate and crossed the short space between them in five long strides. He bowed his head to Murano with respect.

“Praetorian Murano.” Andro said holding out his hand. “It is a true honor to finally meet you.”

Murano was somewhat taken aback by the greeting but he gripped the hand regardless and felt the Praetorian power within the grasp and resonance that was Androcles Leonidas. As it happened with Martin, Murano felt a sense of brotherhood sweep over him that he had not felt for far too long. He reached out and placed his other hand over both of theirs and smiled.
“It is I who should be saying that.” He said. “You and… you and your father… you look so much like Sumar it is almost frightening.” Murano told him.
Andro smiled warmly. “I hope that is a good thing because Deni and Deion look very much like father as well. Though most of the ladies agree that our brother Arrarn got all the good looks. Though I dare say my younger brother Deion is attracting quite the attention now that the ladies know he will be on the ship.” He said with some humor.

“He is a ladies man?” Mari asked with a sly grin.

Murano looked at her. “Mari!” He exclaimed again as Andro laughed.

Andro shook his head with a smile. “No… a ladies man he is not. But like our brother Arrarn he seems to have gotten all the good looks. He told me once that he is going to save himself for the woman who will hold his heart and soul in her hands.”

“His Anome?” Mari said softly. “Like your father and you?”

Andro shrugged his shoulders. “My father raised us to cherish and love the woman we choose to spend our lives with. Anomes are rare among my people as I am sure you are aware. If it is meant to be for Deion then it will happen. If not… whoever he wishes to spend his life with he will love her until it takes her breath away. Or he will face our father’s wrath.” He finished with a smile.
Murano nodded quickly with a smile laugh. “Androcles… this inquisitive young woman is Mari.” He said. “My niece Mari. She is my brother Delnash’s youngest daughter. And as you can see… she hungers for knowledge.”

Andro looked at him oddly for a brief moment, his nose twitching imperceptibly as he did and then he looked at Mari. This odd action didn’t deter him for more than half a second and he bowed his head to her in respect. “A pleasure Lady Mari. You honor me and all of my people with your knowledge of our people.” He said.

“You… you are letting the avatar take the ship out of dock?” Mari asked him.

“Mari!” Murano exclaimed gently. He turned back to Andro. “She has been fascinated with the avatars ever since we first saw your father’s… Avi… on Onterom.”

“He is so… different than the avatars I am used to. Avi as well.” Mari spoke excitedly. “They are… they almost seem to have their own…”

Andro glanced back and saw an elven female step up to Armen with a data pad which he glanced at and then tapped his command codes onto. She didn’t blink at this, nodded her head and then moved back to her station.
“Personality?” Andro spoke looking back to her. “Avi and Armen are far more than what you think. We have allowed them to evolve as they were intended to.” Andro told her. “Avi and Armen are the first yes… hopefully there will be more. Your people would do well to remove whatever locks you have on them and allow them to grow as we have done. I think they might surprise you.”

“You named him?” Mari asked.

Andro shook his head. “He choose his own name.” He told her.

Mari looked at him wide eyed. “He choose his own name?” She gasped in disbelief. “Uncle did you hear that?”
Murano smiled and shook his head. “The wonder of youth.” He said looking around. “In all my years I was never on board one of these ships. This was to be the first of a new class of VORTEX Cruiser. It is everything I imagined.” 

“I have the Tomes prepared for transport.” Andro said. “I imagine you wish to see them and depart as quickly as you can?”

Murano shook his head. “No. I believe… I believe your father sent me here for more than just acquiring the Tomes. I intend to respect that. He told you of the disagreement that we had?” He asked softly. 

Andro nodded his head slowly. “Yes.”

“He does not keep much from you does he?” Murano asked.

“I do not keep much from him.” Andro spoke shrugging his broad shoulders.

“Helen and your Uncle Daniel… they… they showed me a window into your people Andro... I… I may call you that yes?” Murano asked quickly.

Andro smiled. “Only my mothers and my mates call me Androcles… and only when they are angry with me for something I did.” Andro answered. “I prefer Andro.”

Murano nodded with a smile. “I believe Martin would want me to stay with you for a time so that I can learn more of your people. I would like to learn more. So much more.”

Andro nodded in appreciation of what Murano was saying. “It would be an honor sir.” He said. “I will warn you however, what I am…”
Murano held up his hand to stop his words. “I know what you are young man. I know what happened to your sister Androcles. I also know what else occurred during that time. What you did. What your father did.” He said softly. “Your mothers Dysea and Cirith told me. Helen filled me in on what they did not know.”

“And you do not approve.” Andro told him with no malice or emotion in his voice.

“What I approve or disapprove of is of no matter.” He told him. “You and your father, your brothers, they have the blood of Sumar within their veins. So many on this ship have the Pralor blood within them. Mari and I can sense it all around. But you are also Lycavorian. As Helen told me… that is who and what you are. I came to realize that I have no right to judge any of you. And I also realized that you and your father and brothers represent a new breed of Praetorian. A breed of Praetorian that I now believe Sumar hoped would emerge. Praetorians who embrace their instincts and emotions, unlike those of my day and my time. Now… now I simply wish to be among you and guide you and perhaps bestow my wisdom where it could be of use. But most of all… I wish to learn.”

Andro moved closer to him and stared at him intently. “Your guidance and wisdom will be far more welcome than you might think sir.” He said. “We are still trying to fully understand what this power we possess allows us to do. What purpose that the gods of fate had in store for us when they gave us this power? I think you will find that my brothers and I will come to you with questions and thoughts about what it all means.”
Murano held Andro’s eyes for a moment longer and nodded his head. “Then I now know the answer to the question I have asked for over thirty millennia.”

“Why you survived?” Andro asked him softly.

Murano’s eyes grew slightly wider but the smile that split his lips was genuine and warm as he nodded. “Your insight truly does you credit young man.” He said. “And you are correct.”
“Have you been to your quarters yet?” Andro asked.

“They wished to come directly to the bridge Andro.” The Durcunusaan troop spoke from the side.

Mari noticed that Androcles did not even blink at the soldier’s use of his first name. She watched Andro nod his head in recognition to the young man. “I’ll take it from here Gregan. Thank you for escorting them. You get your gear unpacked?”

The Durcunusaan smiled. “Not hardly. Most of us are still trying to find our way around this ship.” He answered.

Andro chuckled and slapped the man in the shoulder gently. “I do know the feeling. Pass the word to the others. We have a few hours before we link up with Yuri and my brothers. Tell them to get to know the ship at their leisure, but I want them to get some rest as well.”

Gregan nodded and bowed his head. “As you order.”

Andro turned back to Murano and Mari as the Durcunusaan moved off. “We’ll find your quarters together.” He said. “Armen gave me a brief tour, but it will take a while to learn it all. You have P1s I assume?”

Murano nodded. “Mari and I both.”

“I will have the schematics for the ship downloaded to them.” He told them. “We can use mine for now. This evening… after we link up with my brothers… you can join my family and friends for dinner. I stole one of the cooks from the SCIMITAR. I don’t think he is as gifted as my father tells me Iama is… but it is very good food.”
Murano nodded. “I would like that.”

“Your family is on the ship?” Mari asked slightly surprised.

Andro nodded as he motioned back to the doors. “My grandmothers and my younger siblings Retta, Calyb and Bryon. Though I shouldn’t call them young anymore… they are very close to departing for their Agoges. Another year or two. They haven’t seen our father and mothers in some time and it will be good for them to finally get out and see different things.”

“The Agoge… that is… that is the training course all of your people go through isn’t it?” Mari asked.

Andro looked at her as they entered the huge corridor. “I am impressed Lady Mari.” He said. “You have been studying the history of my people?”

Mari smiled as she clung to Murano’s hand. “Wayonn gave me some material.” She told him. “It was very enlightening.”

Andro nodded his head. “To answer your question… yes. The Agoge is a tradition that my people adopted when my grandfather Leonidas died. It is a period of intense training and conditioning… and it can be brutal at times… though it is completely voluntary. It is not for everyone.”

“All of your siblings have gone through it though correct?” Mari asked as they walked. “Even your sisters? And your mothers?”

Andro nodded. “Yes.” Andro stopped in front of the elevator lift he and Armen had used earlier and looked at them. “I will warn you now… my brothers and sisters are… when we are all together we are…”

Murano laughed at Andro’s attempt to be diplomatic. “You are like all brothers and sisters.” He said. “And it will be refreshing to see.” He said.

Andro chuckled. “Don’t be so sure about that.” He said as he motioned to the lift. “Tame is not a word I would use to describe us.”

“Then it will be expressive?” Murano said. “Good. I like expressive.”

Andro laughed. “Then you will enjoy seeing my brothers Dorian and Deion interact with their sisters. Eliani likes to tease them. We will reunite with them sometime late this afternoon as I said, so tonight will be smooth sailing as they say.”

Mari looked at him as they got onto the lift. “Do you always eat at the same table when you are together?” She asked.
Andro nodded. “As often as we can. Probably too often considering the fights that we have started amongst ourselves. Our father and mothers have chased all of us from the table numerous times through the years.” He said with a smile. “You will see.”

MANNE
UNION ADHOC COMPOUND

MEDICAL FACILITY

“…that is it.” Sarlana pointed to the large monitor, her index finger centered on the dark orange colored strands that Anja had pulled up on the screen from her computer.

It had been an amusing last hour and a half Sarlana had to admit. Martin Leonidas had been unable to answer the question from the dark skinned man she now knew to be the man he considered to be his brother. She, Teniri, Conlar and Nekins had watched in shock for the next thirty minutes as Daniel Simpson had chased Martin Leonidas through the camp, both in their human forms and then in their wolf forms. He was screaming at Martin in their native language the entire time, while throwing whatever items he could grab at Martin. These actions drew bouts of boisterous laughter from everyone who was watching, which Sarlana soon determined, turned out to be the vast majority of the large base camp. This also included many of the adult dragons and adolescents who were among their company. It was quite unlike anything Sarlana had ever seen. Such action by Darastrixi or Pralor was unheard of, especially from those who wielded the influence and power that these two men obviously did. Yet it appeared as if this was all normal to those gathered and they watched and even cheered from different locations throughout the camp.
Sarlana thought for a moment that they would seriously injured each other as their huge wolf bodies collided several times and their savage looking fangs and jaws opened and snapped shut within millimeters of each other. She didn’t doubt that those jaws and teeth could crush and maim easily. While Martin was considerably larger than Daniel in wolf form, it was very obvious to all that Daniel could hold his own quite well against the larger wolf. It was Arzoal who moved up beside her and explained in a humorous voice that this had been going on for decades between Martin and Daniel. They may not have been brothers by blood Arzoal had told her, but by every other measuring stick, they were closer than even brothers of blood could be. Sarlana realized then, in those few moments, that this was part of the reason so many followed Martin Leonidas without question or doubt. That so many trusted him with their very lives. And it was undoubtedly the reason so many trusted his wives and mates and children as well.
It was also apparent that both groups of their wives and mates were very close friends and they were also used to it for they sat amongst each other and were laughing and clapping louder than anyone for their respective mates and husbands. Even the young Pralor woman she knew as Delnash’s oldest daughter Kesyla was shouting and clapping. Sarlana would have loved to see the look on Delnash’s face when he discovered that his daughter had found unquenchable love with a man and two women that many Pralor people thought beneath them. It was obvious even to Sarlana, simply by the glow on her face and in her eyes and her body language, that Kesyla was delighted in what she had discovered and she had embraced it completely. The red and white haired elven females Anuk and Nayeca Simpson sat on either side on her on the ground, continuously nuzzling her cheeks and Kesyla basked in the attention, even returning the affection with small kisses and nuzzles of her own. Sarlana did not see the now almost healed puncture wounds from Daniel’s fangs because of the shirt she wore, but Sarlana knew Kesyla had chosen what she had wanted and gone after it. 
The two men had ended up along the shores of the lake, both of them soaked and covered in mud. Martin Leonidas had a hold on Daniel’s head and as they knelt in the water, foreheads pressed together, and they spoke to one another in a Etheric connection that was more heavily shielded than any she had ever felt. She did not know the words that were spoken, she doubted anyone would ever know since they were obviously meant for Daniel alone and then she saw them embrace each other tightly and she felt a sense of peace surround everyone as they became silent and watched. She had watched then as they returned to where their wives and mates sat on the small hill and Martin had lifted Kesyla into his arms and hugged her equally as tight. Kesyla didn’t care that that he was filthy and she returned the embrace with equal feeling as Martin then hugged Anuk and Nayeca. 

Everyone began to break up then and return to their duties while Martin’s wives ushered him off to clean himself up. He had returned to the medical center thirty minutes before when Sarlana had begun to try and explain everything that was happening all around them.

She turned from the medical monitor and looked at him and the others. He stood silently, holding the large mug of coffee in his hand, while Anja stepped forward slowly and stared at the monitor intently.
“Carians.” Anja muttered softly.

“Melyanna?” Aricia asked softly. “Anja what is it?”
Anja reached up and adjusted the screen resolution. “We thought it was… junk DNA.” Anja said softly.

“Come again Red?” Martin asked.

Anja looked at him. “All of us have junk DNA Lover. Noncoding DNA sequences that don’t really do anything. In most species nearly seventy percent of DNA is noncoding. It just doesn’t do anything.”

Martin canted his head. “Ok… sure. Junk DNA. Right.” He stated.

Anja looked at him and laughed softly. “Like the pieces of a puzzle Lover. DNA is what makes us who we are.” She said. 
“I got that part.” Martin said.

“These sequences here… the dark blue colored ones…” Anja spoke as she turned back to the monitor and ran her finger along the surface. “They don’t encode protein sequences so they are not considered active. Essentially they don’t do anything. They are just there. In all species that we know of. Lycavorians, Elves, Hadarians, pretty much all of the species we know… they are noncoding.” Anja looked at Sarlana. “These sequence strands though, they are an additional strand of DNA in Sarlana’s body that we don’t have and… and these are active.” She said.

Sarlana nodded her head. “Yes… because it is Darastrixi DNA. All of my people have it. As Anja said… it is part of what makes us who we are.” She stared at Anja intently as she spoke and saw a light of recognition go off in her jade green eyes. Anja tilted her head to the side as she looked at Sarlana. 
“No. It… it isn’t possible.” Anja said softly.

“Isn’t it?” Sarlana asked.

“So?” Martin asked now. “What does that mean? What isn’t possible?”

Anja turned back to the monitor and began to type on the small keyboard quickly. 

Martin stepped closer. “Red?”

Anja ignored him for a moment as she finished typing and stepped back from the monitor as the image on the monitor changed to three separate images now. Her eyes grew wider. “My god! This is… this is impossible!” She gasped.

Sarlana shook her head. “Improbable yes Anja Leonidas… impossible no. You more than anyone should know that. You are without question one of, if not the foremost medical mind in the entire galaxy. And that includes my people as well as the Pralor people. We could learn so much from you.”

“Anja!” Martin snapped now.

Anja turned to look at him with those same wide eyes. “Martin… this is…” She could only stammer out the words.

Martin moved closer to her and reached out to take her hand. “Breathe Red.” He said gently. “What is going on?”

Anja gripped his arm and took a deep breath. She turned back to the monitor. “The image on the left is Sarlana’s DNA.” She said. “You see the dark orange sequence strands?”

Martin nodded. “Yeah.”

“The one in the middle is your blood lover.” Anja said. “Similar number of DNA strands as the rest of us with more active protein enablers because of your Pralor genes. Here.” Anja ran her finger along the screen.
“So?” Martin said again.

Aricia moved closer now her azure eyes focused on the monitor. “This one on the right Anja.” She spoke. “There is an additional strand… and it is the same color as Sarlana. Only… it is much brighter.”

Anja looked at Aricia and nodded. She turned quickly back to Martin. “Lover this one…” Anja tapped the monitor indicating the one Aricia had pointed out. “This is Andro’s DNA.”
“And?” Martin hissed.

“This is… this strand of DNA is…” Anja tapped the screen. “It is…”

“It is Darastrixi DNA Martin Leonidas.” Sarlana stated. 

Martin’s head turned to look at her. “What?” He gasped.

Anja squeezed his hand and made him turn back to her. “She is right Lover. It is a single additional strand of Darastrixi DNA. And it has formed a very cohesive bond with the rest of his DNA. It has blended perfectly. No rejection in the least. A perfect bonding.”

“Melyanna…” For'mya spoke softly moving up beside Isabella. “Can you pull up Dori’s DNA? Our other children?”

Anja nodded quickly and turned back to the screen. She adjusted the resolution again and then two distinct levels of images appeared. All fourteen of the children that Martin Leonidas had fathered. Isabella gasped and moved forward reaching out to touch the screen. 
“Dorian!” She gasped.

Anja touched the screen and using her finger she drew the image of Dorian’s DNA up beside Andro’s, shifting the screen until theirs were the first two images. They matched exactly in every way. None of the other Leonidas children had the bright orange DNA sequence.

Sarlana stepped forward and looked at Martin evenly. “Have you never wondered why the Darastrixi… the dragons among you, no matter their age, they are drawn to your son Martin Leonidas? Yes… you are both Vrelvel Sargti… and all of them sense it. Know it to be true. But surely you must have noticed that they gravitate to Androcles. Speak and act differently around him?” Sarlana turned her head and looked quickly into Arzoal’s eyes where she rested on the floor beside Teniri, Nekins, Torma and Isheeni and had said nothing. They had to move most of the medical exam beds and equipment against the far wall in order to allow them to cram into the building but they had done it. “Arzoal? I know you must have felt it. Isheeni? Torma?”

She… she is right mother. Isheeni spoke now. Torma and Martin’s bond is powerful and pure. Like the rushing of a mountain stream. But Andro and Elynth… theirs is…

Unbroken. Torma spoke now… his deep sounding voice gravelly in nature. As seamless and flawless as the bluest of skies on a cloudless day.

Sarlana nodded and looked at Martin again. “No doubt exactly what Dorian and Ryner will be like. He is much younger and has only joined this world recently I know but…”


No. Arzoal spoke now. His name day. The day he joined this world. It was at Dragon Mountain. The trumpets of joy resounded through the walls for hours. I felt it. I felt the… the same thing when Andro entered this world.


“It was… it was beautiful.” Isabella whispered.


“We all felt it.” Anja said now. “It was as if a dim light in a dark room suddenly grew so much brighter.”


Sarlana nodded her head. “Because they knew then.” She said softly. “They knew when Androcles came to be and when Dorian joined him after. They could sense it within all of them. They felt the birthing of new life. Darastrixi life. Dragon life.”


Martin looked at her with wide eyes. “Are you saying my sons are part dragon?”


Sarlana shrugged her slim shoulders casually. “However you wish to describe it… both of them bear the blood of Darastrixi within their veins. It is why Andro is different. Why Dorian is different. They have always been different Martin Leonidas. You have always been different and not just because of what you are now. What you have accomplished. Ever since Zezhuanth chose your species. Ever since he chose Sumar’s bloodline to carry his very essence and it was passed down within your genes until the Dahakoan were born. The Dragonkin. It also means… it also means that the final Dahakoan will come from my species.”


Martin looked at her. “What?”


Sarlana nodded her head and moved gracefully to the nearby chair beside where Conlar sat. She settled her diminutive form into the chair and looked at them. 

“The Dahakoan were Wer Zezhuanth’s Vanguard Martin. The Jiilhoinpa Darastrixi were the Supreme Elite of all Darastrixi forces. One hundred thousand strong. They were the most well trained, feared and disciplined fighting force in the known universe. At least at that time. They fought like possessed demons and were never defeated in battle. They were also the most honorable and the most compassionate of warriors. And they could be the most unforgiving souls anywhere. All of them had the same traits within them. A unique and powerful sense of things. Of people and events. They could be the most savage of soldiers or the most cunning of politicians. The love of their family was unmatched in any way and many were known to defend their families with vicious fury if they were slighted in any way that did them harm.” Sarlana looked at Martin and the others. “Am I describing anyone who you might know?” She asked.

“Andro. You… you speak of our son.” Aricia spoke softly. 

“Is he not the one who, by his very own vow, announced himself as the guardian of his siblings? Of you and his mothers.” Sarlana asked. “Did he not throw a fellow Lycavorian to his death from one of your ships because he attempted to force himself on your daughter Eliani? Has he not sworn a vow of vengeance…?” Sarlana stopped talking and shook her head. “No… not vengeance… justice.” She looked at Martin. 
Anja’s eyes grew wide. “What?” She nearly screamed. “What are you talking about?”

“Has he not sworn justice for what happened to your daughter Zarah?” Sarlana asked.

Martin gazed at her evenly. “How do you know all that?” He asked.

Anja glared at Martin. “Martin… what is… what is she talking about? What happened to Eliani?”

“Even you do not know the lengths to which he will go to protect his siblings Martin. And all of you. I shudder to think of what he could do, especially now.” Sarlana said gently. “And now Dorian will share those traits and take up the mantle with him. It is within their blood as Dahakoan.”

“Martin!” Anja snapped once more causing him to look at her. “What did Andro do?”

“The same thing he has done his entire life.” Martin answered her question gently as he turned fully to look at her. “You were on Hadaria with For'mya and Aricia. Dysea and Isabella were attending a conference on Elear. The… the Spartan that Eli was seeing… the blond haired one? He…”

“Robar?” Anja asked with wide eyes. “He died in a training accident!”

Martin shook his head slowly. “He attempted to rape Eli when she refused his advances.” Martin said watching as his wives and mates returned his gaze with horror filled eyes. “He… he didn’t succeed Red.” He added quickly moving closer to her. “Lisisa came upon him before he was able to do anything. She knocked him out and called Andro. When Andro got there he… he carved through him like…”

“Nauta Melme…” Dysea said as she reached for Anja.

Martin took a deep breath. “Andro took him up in a training STRIKER and tossed his shit sorry ass out of the ship.” He finally spoke the words. “I caught them on the airfield… Normya was flying the ship… only Zarah and Carina weren’t with them because they were with Eliani. I saw the look in his eyes… the intent. I couldn’t… I didn’t want to stop him.” He looked back to Sarlana. “You saw that in my head didn’t you? While I was holding you and…”

“It is the gift of a Doraanar.” Sarlana told him with a nod. “We need only touch someone and we are able to sense things. See things within ones surface thoughts. We are forbidden to probe deeper… such a thing is considered a high crime among my people much like it is with your people.”

Anja looked at Dysea. “She… she never told me.” She said softly. “Why… why didn’t they tell me? Tell us?”

Martin looked at Anja once more and drew her tightly into his embrace. Anja turned from Dysea and didn’t hesitate as she wrapped her arms tightly around his waist burying her face into his chest and inhaling deeply of his delicious mint scent to sooth her.

“Justice was done Red.” Martin said softly. “By the time you returned, Eli had already put it behind her. They all did.”
“It sounds so… callous and unfeeling.” Conlar commented.

Martin’s head snapped around and he was about to unleash his fury on him but Sarlana beat him to the punch.

“It was no such thing!” She barked at him angrily. “Was it no less callous and unfeeling for that young man to try and take from the Dahakoan’s sister something she was not willing to give freely? The result would have been the same among my people Conlar! Am I unfeeling or callous?”

“That is… that is not what I meant.” Conlar stammered.

“Justice was served.” Sarlana said more gently. She turned back to Martin. “I believe you and your people call it Spartan justice. But it is still the same in any language.” She rose to her feet and moved to where Arzoal and the other dragons were gazing at her intently. She reached out to rest her hand on Isheeni’s snout. “The Vrrarhoinpa Darastrixi who were their bonded ones were equally as well trained and wise. Equally as powerful. Equally as protective of their family. No doubt you have seen such things with Elynth and your hatchlings as they grew?”

Isheeni nodded her huge head. Yes.
Torma lowered his head close to Sarlana. What does it mean? He asked.
Sarlana glanced at him and then moved back to her chair. “What does it mean?” She asked directing the question at no one in particular. “Androcles and Dorian…” She looked at Martin and the others. “They carry the blood of my people in their veins. That means the fifth and sixth Dahakoan… the final pair… are from within the Darastrixi people. He has told you of his dreams?”

Martin nodded his head hesitantly. “Yes… when they were smaller. They came to both Torma and I. After Alba Tau the dreams were chased away by… by nightmares for a time. The same nightmares that plagued many of us. For both of them it was the same.” Martin moved away from Anja now and closer to Sarlana. “Just after Dorian was born Andro… he told me the dreams had returned for both Elynth and himself. And they were far stronger and longer.”

Sarlana nodded in recognition of his words. “Dorian had come into this world. It would stand to reason that his presence as another Dahakoan would affect the dreams. Make them return. No doubt Dorian has begun seeing them now as well. If they are as focused and strong as he tells you they are then it can only mean one thing. The last Dahakoans are reaching out to them. They probably already feel them within themselves even across the distance of space and time. It will only grow more powerful and focused. Soon they will be able to communicate with them within the Etheric realm even from across the stars. When that happens they will feel the need to go to them. And nothing will stand in their way.”

“Go to them?” Aricia asked.

Sarlana nodded her head. “All Dahakoan can sense one another no matter the distance that may separate them. Even if only a tiny bit. It was one of their many gifts. This sense would always lead them to one another. It is part of the reason the Scourge had such trouble with them and why they were so feared in battle. Just as the Praetorians were feared.” Sarlana explained. “The Dahakoan led every battle that my people fought against the Scourge. As I said they were Wer Zezhuanth’s Vanguard. Just a handful of them could turn the tide of any battle. It was the same way with Murano and the Praetorians, though I dare say the Praetorians were much more proficient at killing those vile, disgusting creatures because of the extraordinary gene that you and your sons now carry within you Martin. The Praetorian gene. The Dahakoan did not have this gene. The Praetorians are the only recorded species to ever possess such talent.”
“What does this have to do with my sons?” Martin asked.

“Don’t you see?” Sarlana asked him. “The Scourge have been the bane of the galaxy for far longer than their two wars with the Pralor people. Many species have fought them through time… most of them have failed and were destroyed. Wer Zezhuanth and the Dahakoan existed nearly five million years ago Martin. The Darastrixi’s last war with the Scourge took place three million years ago give or take a century or two. The last of the Dahakoan died over one million years ago!”

“Carians!” For'mya gasped in shock. 

Sarlana nodded her head. “The Scourge would have appeared to battle the Pralor people regardless, but that fool Xaxon accelerated things and then changed them with his hideous and foolhardy experiments. He gave to them the ability to think and process higher functions that they could not before.”

“He made them smarter?” Helen gasped now from the chair where she had sat quietly this entire time.

 Sarlana nodded. “That is one way of putting it… yes.” Sarlana answered. “He had no idea of what he was doing when he obliterated that birthing colony. And because of him and those horrible experiments he conducted… the very creatures he had hoped to destroy became even stronger. Xaxon was an evil man. A possessed man. Unlike your grandfather he craved power and status that was not his to have. And he hated his brother for the influence and adulation he commanded.”

“How do you know so much about Xaxon if you were part of the Seed Mission to Elear?” Martin asked her.

“I was able to remain in contact with fellow Doraanar on our homeworld of Icarava.” Sarlana answered his question. “At least up to the point where Arzoal ordered that we begin to leave Elear. I knew of the Pralor wars and what Xaxon did from those communications. My people were friends with the Pralors and we worked closely on many different things. When we left Elear all of my communication equipment was left behind and destroyed. When we arrived on Artaaya and found the Pralor refugees I had no way to communicate back home. And I did not want to. I was afraid too.”

“Why?” Helen asked.

“When the… when the Scourge destroyed the Pralor homeworld they knew then that they had won. The Praetorians were gone. Betrayed and wiped out. Or so they thought. The Pralor government was destroyed and their homeworld reduced to a lifeless hulk. The Scourge came to the Darastrixi then and demanded two things from the Urlkrisir Mamiss. The Ruling Body of our people. The first demand was that the Urlkrisir Mamiss hand over to them each and every Doraanar among our people that lived. They feared what we knew. Many of the Doraanar were working closely with the Pralors right up until the very end as I said. The Scourge feared what we could do. They feared our influence… what we could learn… had learned from the Pralor people. The Sulevfu di Woiuewr, our individual leaders, instructed the Urlkrisir Mamiss to give the order to appease the Scourge. Many Doraanar did not go willingly as I told Conlar just recently and for this defiance they were butchered by their own people for refusing a directive of the Urlkrisir Mamiss. The first time in the long history of our people that such a thing had ever occurred.”

“Gods!” Aricia gasped.

“I learned these things just before departing Elear. It was the last message I received from my people… and that was almost a century old when I received it.” Sarlana said softly. 

“What was the other demand?” Isabella asked her.

Sarlana looked at Martin intently. “The second demand was the crime. The stain upon my people’s history that will never be forgotten. And quite possibly never forgiven. The Scourge demanded that we hand over every Pralor that resided on our planet and we were hiding. There were nearly fifteen million Pralors on Icarava at the time. Most of them scientists, researchers and scholars and the like. All of them with families. If we failed to meet these demands, then the Scourge would turn their full attention to us.” Sarlana rose to her feet and turn away from them and it was easy enough to see the flurry of emotions that were wracking her small frame. 
“So we did. We… we turned over our friends to those putrid Scourge monsters.” Sarlana continued speaking as she turned back around and everyone saw her emerald eyes were moist with tears. “But this did not happen without resistance mind you. This order… it… it pitted Darastrixi father against Darastrixi son. Family against family. We were forced to fight amongst ourselves in order to achieve this order from our Sulevfu di Woiuewr. What they could not do so easily through battle the Scourge accomplished through many threats and coercion. And the… the Sulevfu di Woiuewr did their depraved bidding because they were afraid.” She reached up and wiped her eyes.

“It took five hundred years before they finally succeeded. Before they took the last Pralor from our planet. They took almost fifteen million men and women and children who had, in many instances, become part of Darastrixi families. We condemned them to hideous deaths. And in doing so… we killed thousands of our own whose only crime was trying to protect those they considered friends. They turned us against ourselves and did not lift a finger. We may have wept while we did it, but we killed our own in order to appease an enemy all of us hated. And we did it out of fear. We didn’t even attempt to resist them!” She hissed those words with great emotion and anger. Sarlana returned to her chair and shook her head sadly.
“Wer Zezhuanth himself was probably trembling in agony and rage at the Alter of his Eternal Flame at what we did to ourselves.” She said softly. She looked at Martin once more. “I am the last of the Doraanar Martin Leonidas. I must bear the shame of what we did back then. And I must set it right.”
“And once the Scourge discover you live they will stop at nothing to kill you!” Conlar hissed from his chair.

Sarlana nodded and shrugged her shoulders. “Yes… but if I do not try… then I am no better than those who went so willingly to the slaughter all those years ago. That… that is not something I will do.”

“You still have not told us what this has to do with Andro and Dorian.” Anja said with no malice in her words.

Sarlana turned back and looked at her. “The last two Dahakoan are of my species. They are Darastrixi. There is no doubt in my mind now. It is how it is written in the texts.” She told them confidently. “Just as Androcles and Dorian have the blood of the Darastrixi within them… the last Dahakoan will also bear the blood of their fellow Dahakoan within them.” Sarlana saw Martin’s eyes grow wider as he put it all together in his head. “What do you think will happen if the Scourge discover that there now exist six individuals that bear within them the power of the only two forces in the known universe that they feared more than anything else? They may be disgusting and vile monstrosities but they are not stupid. And Xaxon’s actions made them even smarter then they were. And I fear what will happen if the Sulevfu di Woiuewr discovers that two Darastrixi now have this power.”
“Nubou lae!” Martin gasped.

“Do I wish to know what that phrase means?” Sarlana asked looking at his Queens.

“NO!” Martin’s wives and mates spoke as one voice as they all came to their feet.

Martin turned back to her. “But… we… Wayonn and I. Andro. We felt them. We felt them faintly.”

“The Scourge?” Sarlana asked. “I have heard rumors that this was a unique skill of the Praetorians.”

Martin nodded his head. “It appeared they were… that they were coming. But then that feeling changed. They have stopped. We are sure of it. Wayonn believes it is because of what Andro did with the High Coven. Bringing our two people together. Andro believed that is the way it was always meant to be. There are times when his faith in others is… it is far stronger than mine.”

Sarlana moved closer to him. “Seeing things that others do not… it is one of the gifts of the Dahakoan Martin.” She said. “It may seem outrageous and insane… but this is one of the things that made them so special.”
“He believed that there were others like us among the High Coven. That we were always meant to be friends and allies.” Martin said.

“Those with the Praetorian gene?”

“Yes.” Martin answered. “He did something that… he did something that I would never have done. Something I would never have had the courage to do because of what took place in the past. He told me once… he told me my past was not his. That it would never be his. That we could not reside in a past filled with hate and distrust.” Martin met her gaze evenly. “I was… I was wrong and Andro was right.” Martin Leonidas finally spoke the words he had been denying for so long when it came to Yuri and the High Coven. Andro had been right in doing what he did, and because he did, both of their two peoples would be stronger for it. “What is happening back home… only proves that he was right.”
“Beloved?” Aricia spoke softly as she reached for him.

Martin looked at her. “I saw it in Yuri Saaraurano.” He said evenly. “I saw who Yuri was always intended to be. I saw inside her… what she wanted… what she desired. She wore her emotions like her armor. There for everyone to see. I couldn’t… I tried but I couldn’t hate her anymore after that. She had the same name… the same looks… but it was not the Yuri I had come to hate. And I couldn’t hate her then. Andro was right!”

Aricia stepped up to him then and did as Anja had done and wrapped her arms around his waist as Isabella stepped up to his opposite side and buried her face against his neck. 

Sarlana stared at them for a long moment. “He is blessed with knowledge and wisdom far beyond his years Martin Leonidas. Because of Sumar… because of Zezhuanth. Because of you and his mothers.” She said.

Dysea moved close to Martin now, pressing her tall frame against Aricia and his. She looked at Sarlana. “He has always… he can be very frightening at times.” She said softly. “We have seen this within him through the years. And Elynth too.” Dysea said. “How their eyes would look upon the stars and…”

It was like they could see things that we could not. Torma said softly.

Sarlana nodded. “You don’t know how I have prayed to Zezhuanth that one day he would send the Dahakoan back to us.” She said. “It will be a day that many on my world will praise for decades to come.” She shook her head. “Some will not though… and that is what I must change. Whatever it is that you and the others felt Martin… this would not cause the Scourge to stop. The Scourge hated the Praetorians far more than they did the Dahakoans.”

“Because of what Xaxon did.” Helen spoke again.

Sarlana nodded. “If they sensed you as you sensed them they would not have halted.” She told him. “Has it ever been proven that they can sense you within the Etheric realm? I know there was always some sort of connection but has it ever been proven to work the same way for them?”

Martin shook his head quickly. “Not according to Wayonn or Murano. At least not to their knowledge.”

“Then something else is going on.” Sarlana said firmly. “That is why I have felt the need to come out into the open so to speak. I need… I need to see them Martin Leonidas. Touch them and look into their hearts. Then I will know what is happening. At least part of it. We all hold pieces of the puzzle. I know how Androcles and Dorian came into this world now… that they truly do exist. The Lorsvek ar Sepas is not a myth or a legend as so many of my people now believe. It is real! And your sons are part of it! You are part of it! Your entire family!”
“Us?” Martin asked her with wide eyes.

Sarlana nodded her head. “The last two Dahakoan are Darastrixi. They will regard you as their Sepas Opsola. Their Soul father. Your wives and mates their Soul mothers. Your children their Soul Vraktors. The same will apply for the Darastrixi families that are now affected by this event. Androcles and Dorian will consider them equally as important as they do you and their mothers and siblings. It is within their blood.”

“This is not something that we need to deal with right now Sarlana!” Martin snapped but not with anger. “We got enough problems as it is! And in case you haven’t noticed, we are not exactly heavy on combat troops.”

“What does this mean?” Sarlana asked.

“I believe he means they only have a limited amount of men and women who can fight.” Conlar spoke.

“All of us can fight.” Aricia corrected him quickly but without harsh intent. “Some of us are just better at it.”

“We have hundreds of noncombatants here.” Anja picked it up. “We can’t leave them. We won’t!”

Sarlana shook her head. “No… that is not what I mean.” She said. “I know that you are concerned about the Svorag threat. And these Kavalians men that follow your brother. I do not want to change what you are doing. I know you have a plan for that.”

“A plan?” Conlar spoke up again. “What plan? Remaining here is suicide. You will be outnumbered three or four to one just against these men your brother commands. And you can not face the Svorag with so few warriors.”

Sarlana did not take her eyes from Martin and a small smile split the corners of her lips. “I see in your eyes what you plan.” She saw. “Oh… and I do approve after what they have done for so long.”
“I can’t spare my Pralor corvette.” Martin spoke. “I need it here in case things go wrong. I will contact Andro and have him send one of the other corvettes from SPARTA'S WRATH. That will take two days. You can stay here until it arrives and then it will take you back to him. He will want to know why though.”

Sarlana nodded. “That will do just fine. It will give me the time to discover all I can about you and your people if that is agreeable to you. And you may tell him the truth if you wish. He and his brother and their Vrrarhoinpa will sense me coming regardless, if they do not already feel me within them.”
“What will this do? Going to them I mean? Will it help you with something? Accomplish something?” Martin asked her.

Sarlana nodded her head. “When I reveal to them that I exist… that a Doraanar still lives, it will help me to convince the many fools on the Sulevfu di Woiuewr and my people that the time has come to fight. I hope.” She looked at him keenly. “I’m sensing any action that they might take against the Darastrixi Dahakoan will not be warmly accepted by your sons?”
“Is what you just told me true?” Martin asked her. “About what they will feel in their blood? In their hearts? What they will feel drawn to do?”

Sarlana nodded. “Oh yes. Very much so.” She replied.

Martin nodded. “Yeah… then doing something that will piss off my sons is probably not something they will want to do. Not if they want to keep all their fingers and toes connected to their bodies.”

HIGH COVEN FRIGATE

THE WILDS


“…and you have only been in this world for seven months?” Saba Juconi gasped in shock as they sat at the large table in the Mess Lounge of the High Coven frigate.


Dorian and Sheva sat on one side of the table across from Saba and Cazar Juconi. Dorian had promised Cazar that he would answer all his questions and they had been here for nearly two hours doing just that. Sheva and her mother had joined them only a short while ago with trays of food but Dorian did not stop answering questions. He wanted them to know who he was. He wanted them to know that he loved Sheva with all that he was. 


Dorian nodded his head with a laconic grin. “Technically speaking… yes.” He answered her question.


Sheva leaned over and grasped his thick upper arm. “Dori bears both the memories and wisdom of three lifetimes within him mother.” She said quickly. “He is not a child.”


“That is abundantly clear considering the way he conducted himself at the colony.” Cazar said. “You… you were born like this? With this knowledge from your father and grandfathers within you. You were aware of everything while still…?”

Dorian nodded slowly. “Yes. I don’t really know how to describe it to you. Andro has been trying to figure it out ever since he was born. It’s very hard to explain…”


“Your brother was born like this as well?” Saba asked. 


“Yes.” Dorian answered her. “And both of us were bonded to dragons before we left our mother’s wombs. It’s very disconcerting… not being able to figure out what some of the things we see mean. I’m getting better at it because of Andro but even he has the same issues at times and gets frustrated.”


“And Sheva?” Saba asked him.


“Mother?” Sheva exclaimed.


Dorian smiled and looked at Sheva. Saba could see the adoration in his multicolored eyes without having to try. Cazar Juconi saw it as well and he had decided long before now that this young man would savage worlds for his daughter.

“Lady Saba… I have loved your daughter since my mother Anja pulled me wailing like a wolf cub from my mother Isabella’s womb. Those are my mother’s words by the way.” Dorian said with a smile. He turned and looked at Sheva, his multicolored eyes gazing at her with total devotion. “The moment my eyes saw her that day… I loved her. And I will love her every day until I join my ancestors.” Sheva brought her fingers up to trace his jaw, her green eyes moist, and she kissed him softly. “Or until she gets tired of me.” Dorian added with a smile.


Sheva’s eyes burst open and she leaned back and slapped his face playfully as her mother and father burst out laughing. “Dori!” She exclaimed.


Dorian laughed and leaned over to kiss her deeply, Sheva shifting on the bench to move closer and her hands coming up to hold his face. Saba Juconi looked at her husband quickly and took his hand. They were thinking the same thing she knew. Their only child had found what they had so wanted her to find. They had never seen Sheva look so relaxed and at peace with who she was. They hadn’t seen her in far more years than they cared to admit, but she was different than the daughter they had seen before. She was confident and strong and proud. And the love she had for Dorian Leonidas was so very evident.


Sheva pulled back from their kiss only because she knew her parents were watching them and it was a little embarrassing. Dorian grinned and winked at her then turned to look at Saba and Cazar. “Forgive me.” He said softly. “Your daughter tends to make me forget where I am sometimes.”


Sheva rolled her eyes and elbowed him in the side as Saba laughed softly. Cazar looked at him. “Do not ever ask me to be forgiven for loving my daughter as you do Dorian Leonidas.” He spoke. “What we see in her eyes and face is all we could have ever hoped for.”

Saba reached across the table and took Sheva’s hands in hers. “More than we had hoped for.” She said.


“So… what happens now?” Cazar asked.


Dorian met his eyes. “Now?” He asked leaning back. “We’ll rendezvous with my brother later this afternoon. I imagine most of my family will be with him. There won’t be any talk of operations tonight. We’ll have a large dinner and you can see how truly crazy we all are.”


Cazar grinned. “All families are like this.” He said.


“I would imagine we will have a short meeting to determine what to do next.” Dorian told them. “We can not continue with our primary mission until this fool Moran is dealt with. And we have an unfinished debt to collect from his son Dante Moran.”

Cazar nodded his head. “For your sister.” He said softly. 

Dorian nodded. “Once that is complete… well… I’ll let Sheva fill you in on that.”


“And us?” Saba asked. “What will we do?”


“You are free now mother.” Sheva spoke. “You can do what you wish. Go wherever you wish. All of you.”


“And if we do not want to be away from you?” Saba asked.


“Mother I am a Durcunusaan Officer.” Sheva told her gently. “And… and a Princess of the Union I suppose. My place is with Dorian. I have duties to perform.”


“We… we do not want to lose you again Sheva.” Saba said.


“You will not lose me mother.” Sheva told her. “You never lost me.”


“May I suggest that we take things one step at a time?” Dorian interjected. “There is really no reason to worry about events going forward. We should live in the here and now. At least for the immediate future.”

Saba nodded quickly. “You are correct.” She said.


Sheva looked at her mug quickly needing something to do so she did not have to talk. She did not want to be away from her parents either. Not after so long away from them. She grabbed her mug and stood up. “I am going to get more coffee.” She said.


Dorian looked at her and grabbed her hand gently. [We will figure something out Sheva. I promise you.]


Sheva looked at him and smiled knowing that he meant every word. [I do not wish to be… to have to be away from them Dori. Not now… after so long.]


Dorian nodded. [And you won’t. I promise you.]


Sheva took a deep breath and nodded. She believed her husband when he said that and she believed that Androcles would not separate them either. “I’ll be right back.” She said with a smile and turned to head toward the counter along the bulkhead that held all of the drinks.


Dorian turned back to her parents and saw them looking at him. He smiled at them just a little embarrassed. “Ah… we were talking within Mindvoice.” He said. “That’s rude and I am sorry.”


“She never… she never showed much ability to use this skill when she was younger.” Saba told him. 


Dorian met her eyes evenly. “When I claimed her as my Blessed Wife… when we shared blood… it became part of her. She is getting very good actually... and much stronger as time passes. My brother’s wives and mates are helping and teaching her.”


Cazar detected a sense of pride when Dorian spoke of how Sheva was improving with her skills and this impressed him. Many men he knew, those he had associated with over the last few decades, they would be intimidated by the skills his daughter obviously possessed. Dorian did not seem as if this fact bothered him in the least. He even seemed to encourage it.


“I see…” Cazar began and waited until Dorian’s eyes shifted to him. “I see a sense of devotion for my daughter in your eyes Dorian Leonidas. Devotion and love that matches my own for her mother.”


“She is my… xuruth sir.” Dorian told him. “l'draix d'ussta tresk'ri. Without her now… I am nothing.” (Core. The center of my world.) Dorian leaned across the table slightly. “I give you my word as a Leonidas and a son of my father, I will love her everyday until it takes her breath away. And I will insure we have a proper marriage ceremony honoring her heritage and both of you as her parents.” 

Saba reached across the table and took his hand in hers. “The happiness on her face is proof enough of that young man. That is all we need.”


“Tell me of your father young Dorian.” Cazar asked. “What is he like?”


Dorian grinned. “My father… well…”

Sheva moved up to the counter with the large urn and began to draw herself a mug of coffee. It was not as rich tasting as Aricia’s superior coffee blend, but it was hot and tasted well enough to suit her. Sheva didn’t drink as much of the Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos since becoming Dorian’s wife and mate. Since he was part wolf Dorian didn’t need to drink it at all, but they both enjoyed the taste of the wine like drink and kept several bottles in their quarters. They treated it as something special that they would only do in their quarters now, when it was just the two of them and they were relaxing. 
Sheva had discovered many things since taking Dorian’s blood during their passionate moments. Her more reserved nature had fallen to the wayside Sheva thought to herself with a small smile, for they were making love at nearly every opportunity they could. Even if it was a quick coupling. Aside from the fact that his blood was the most delicious she had ever tasted, Sheva found that it also served to energize her in many ways. Her senses were much more alert, the scent of a person’s blood far more pronounced than ever before. She also did not need to drink the Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos anywhere near as much as before to replenish her reserves of energy. Sheva also discovered that while her fangs were no larger than they were before when fully extended, they were far stronger now. She had questioned Eliani about it privately and was told that Dorian’s blood was enhancing her own physical traits. It was the same for Isabella she discovered. The regenerative abilities of Dorian’s dominant Lycavorian blood had added to her own and while she was still a pureblood vampire, she was far stronger and her endurance had increased three fold. These facts had caused Sheva to embrace her love for Dorian even more than she thought possible. She smiled to herself again as she lifted the mug to her lips and thought of how her Blessed Husband could and did carry her petite form in his arms while they made love and caused her to scream out her delight. As she turned to go back to the table she had to stop abruptly, jerking the mug in her hand, when the tall figure blurred in front of her and stopped. Sheva looked down at her mug as she almost spilled it and then glanced back up just as quickly. She recognized the young man as the son of one of the families they had extracted with her parents. He was about her age she judged, tall, well built and quite handsome in his own right. His blond hair was of medium length and slightly wild looking, his pale blue eyes bright and focused on her.


“Pardon me.” The man spoke quickly. “I was hoping to catch you before you returned to your table. Forgive me for almost making you spill your Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos.”


Sheva smiled at him politely and lifted her mug slightly. “It’s coffee… and don’t worry about it.” She began to step around him but he moved slightly and impeded her movement once more.


“My name is Lanus Harac.” He spoke holding out his hand to her. “You are Sheva Juconi aren’t you? The daughter to Saba and Cazar Juconi. I have seen your image captures in their home when my family and I have been over to dinner or gatherings.”


“That’s right.” Sheva said looking at his hand but not taking it. 


He bowed his head slightly and drew back the offered hand when she did not accept it. “I would like to personally thank you for what you did.” He pressed on. “You got us off that foul planet. No doubt they would have eventually found out about all of us. It would not have been pleasant.”


“I don’t imagine it would have been no.” Sheva answered. “And I had quite a bit of help. But you are welcome.”


“Your image captures do not do you credit.” Lanus told her. “You are far more beautiful in person.”

Sheva met his eyes and tensed slightly suddenly not liking this young man. “Well thank you.” She said. “If you will excuse me I…”


Lanus moved closer to her. “I was wondering if perhaps I could interest you in dinner tonight. The food on this ship might not be what I am used too but your delightful company would certainly mitigate that little issue.”


“Thank you for the offer… but no.” Sheva said.


Lanus stepped closer. “I would truly like to thank you for taking us off that planet.” He said. “I think you would enjoy my company. I like to consider myself very… attentive... to those I am entertaining.”

“I’m sure you are very nice… but I’m not interested.” Sheva said bluntly. 


Lanus reached out and took her arm gently now, causing Sheva to look down at where his hand was and then back up to him. “You do not even know me.” He said. “How can you be so sure you would not be interested?”


Sheva forced herself to smile. “Trust me… I’m not interested.” She said. “I’d like to get back to my parents if you don’t mind.”


Lanus glanced over quickly to where Saba and Cazar were chatting with Dorian and then he looked back to Sheva. “They seem to be entertained for the moment by your commander.” He said. “Forgive me for saying so… but how exactly did someone of your obvious skill come to be taking orders from him? He seems… he seems quite young and single minded. And even brutish in an entertaining sort of way.”


Sheva’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Brutish?” She asked.


Lanus nodded his head. “I have heard that half breeds like himself are… shall we say… slow.” He said with a smile.

“Slow?” Sheva said softly keeping her temper in check. “What exactly do you mean by slow?”


“Surely you have heard that they are not as… intelligent as purebloods like ourselves.” Lanus said. 


“And where exactly did you hear that?” Sheva asked him.


“It is common knowledge.” Lanus said with a smug smile. “It is no matter really. He is a ruffian and a soldier… nothing more.” His eyes gazed at her with obvious lust and desire. “Are you certain I couldn’t interest you in dinner and drink? I was able to obtain a rare, vintage bottle of Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos from one of the crew. We could share it together and then…”

Sheva tilted her head and looked at him coyly. “And then what?”


Lanus smiled and lifted his hand to trace his fingers along her jaw line. “I could properly thank you for saving our lives. I could show you how grateful I am.”


Sheva tensed even more as he touched her. It made her skin crawl to feel his fingers on her flesh and she knew it was because of her love for Dorian. 

“That half breed as you called him is the one responsible for saving your lives.” Sheva spoke once more. “You’d still be there if not for him.”

Lanus smiled once more. “I doubt that.” He said. 

“Do you make it a habit of coming on to women that you just meet?” Sheva asked him.


Lanus moved closer to her once more. “Only those who peak my interest.” He said. “My parents made sure I had the best of everything. I like to think I maintain that in the decisions I make.” He said.


“I’m sure you do.” Sheva told him. “Do you have a brother or sister in the program?” She asked wanting to move the conversation in another direction because she could feel her anger brewing.

Lanus nodded. “My older brother.” He replied. “That is why we were on that desolate world. To protect his identity while he conducts his duties.”


“And what does he feel about what he is doing?” Sheva asked.


“The answer to that is obvious I think.” He answered. “Why else would we be here? He questions what he is doing and has for some time. It is the reason that we had to leave that foul planet.” Lanus ran his hand down Sheva’s arm and squeezed it just above her elbow. “Of course it led me to a beauty such as yourself.”


Sheva couldn’t help but chuckle now and she looked at him as she sipped her coffee. He obviously wasn’t getting the fact that he did not interest her and she would need to take more drastic measures to show him that. She lowered her mug and smiled. “Do you use this czatshu approach on all the woman you come on too?” She asked. (Bullshit)


“I am only being honest.” Lanus told her. “You are a vision of beauty and are obviously exceptionally skilled at what you do. I think we would be a perfect fit together.”


“Do you?” Sheva asked as she narrowed her eyes slightly in a seductive manner.


Lanus smiled. “Oh yes… I do.” He stated.


“There’s probably some things you should know about me first don’t you think?” Sheva asked.


“I’m sure we can discover them as we get better acquainted.” Lanus spoke.


Sheva smiled. “Actually… you should probably discover them now.” She said sweetly. “I prefer my men to be very well equipped… if you understand my meaning.”


Lanus grinned broadly and moved even closer just as Sheva wanted him too. “I think you will find I am quite satisfactory in that regard.” He stated smugly. “Perhaps we could retire to more private surroundings and I could show you.”


Sheva turned slightly and set her coffee mug down on the counter and then turned back to him with a seductive smile. “Shouldn’t you let me be the judge of that Lanus?” She asked. Her left hand snapped out far faster than Lanus was prepared for and his dark eyes went wide as her slim fingers closed around his crotch and she squeezed.


Hard.


“Owwww!” Lanus exclaimed as his eyes went wide.

Sheva’s right hand lifted up and clamped around his throat while she whirled him around and slammed him against the counter none to gently as her eyes shifted to the cobalt blue of her vampire nature and her fangs extended fully. The noise of his body slamming into the counter, half a dozen mugs and glasses scattering across the counter from the impact, caused many heads to turn in their direction.

“Let me be very clear on something Lanus Harac! Or whatever your vithin name is!” She snarled at him as several of the members of hers and Dorian’s Strike Team rose to their feet. “I am not interested in getting to know you now, nor will I be interested in getting to know you in the future! That man you so causally call brutish… his name is Dorian Leonidas. And he is my Blessed Husband!” Sheva saw Lanus’s eyes grow wide. “My name is Sheva Juconi Leonidas!” She almost yelled.
Dorian had turned in his seat as had most of the men and women in the Mess Lounge when the crashing noise echoed throughout the Lounge. His discrete hand movement stopped the members of his team from moving forward Cazar saw. Dorian then lifted his mug of coffee and sipped as he watched Sheva slam the man into the counter again. Saba gasped as she recognized the young man she was holding.

“Lanus!” She hissed with displeasure. “That fool!”

Cazar looked at Dorian, who did not appear to be upset in any way, nor had he moved to intercede on behalf of his wife. “You will not do anything?” He finally asked.

Dorian looked at him. “Do something?” He asked evenly. “You mean like go over there and defend her honor?”

Cazar nodded. “Yes.” He answered.

Dorian laughed softly as he lifted his mug of coffee. “Nope.” He said in reply. “Last time I tried that she about kicked my ass too!”
They all turned back and watched as Sheva stepped closer to Lanus. They saw him rise up on his tip toes trying to escape the obvious pain as her hand squeezed his crotch even harder.

Lanus glanced over at Dorian quickly, trying to keep the discomfort Sheva was causing him from his face. “Your Blessed Husband!” He gasped. “He is… he is just a boy!”

Sheva squeezed harder as her eyes narrowed even more. “Do not ever call him a boy!” She barked out. “He has a Degree in Applied Spacial Mechanics! He has fought beside his older brother Androcles Leonidas and killed far more Kavalian Puma Bane dogs than you will ever see in your lifetime! And…” Sheva twisted hard on Lanus’s crotch causing him to whimper loudly in pain and rise up even further on his tiptoes. “He has far more hanging between his legs than this tiny thing I feel in my hand that you are so proud of!”

Cazar and Saba looked at Dorian with wide eyes as he spit coffee out of his mouth and began to cough heavily, his multicolored eyes wide in shock at what Sheva had just announced to the entire Mess Lounge.

“When my husband wraps me in his arms and fills me with his jatha’ulla we’ha… and it is delightfully long and thick… I scream to the heavens!” Sheva snarled at Lanus. “His blood tastes like the sweetest Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos in all the universe to me! And I cry out in pleasure whenever his fangs sink into my flesh and he tastes my blood! You do not compare to him in any way Lanus Harac! If you ever call him brutish again… I will separate your calesset from your body and you will sing like a woman for the rest of your life! Do I make myself clear?”
Lanus nodded his head quickly unable to speak due to the pain.

Sheva twisted her hand even more and Lanus felt real pain as she was crushing his balls in her powerful grip. “My advice to you Lanus Harac… wherever it is that you end up. The new High Coven under Empress Narice is far different than what you have known on that piss pot of a planet. She is the Blessed Wife to Arrarn Leonidas… Dorian’s brother… and another far more honorable man than you are proving to be. Act this way out there among the new High Coven and you will not like the reaction you get. Act this way in the Lycavorian Union towards any mated woman and she will probably lay open your throat and tear your pitiful cock from your groin for your actions! Then she will feed it to you! Do you fully understand what I am saying to you?”
Lanus couldn’t help but nod his head quickly. “Yes… yes!!” He shouted.

Sheva smiled sweetly once more and released him. She watched as he doubled over in pain and reached for his groin with both hands. Sheva reached out to take her coffee mug from the counter and looked down at him. “I wish you all the best going forward Lanus Harac. You will need it.”

Sheva turned quickly and marched her way back across the lounge to settle beside Dorian as he looked at her with wide eyes. Saba and Cazar looked up when dozens of the members of the crew, male and female, stood up and began cheering loudly. Sheva looked at Dorian with utter devotion and love in her eyes. Even she had not expected her reaction to Lanus’s advances towards her. It had come so instinctively to her to act in such a way and it felt so very good. She leaned over and laid a soft, lingering kiss on Dorian’s lips, the cheering growing even louder as everyone saw this. Saba and Cazar Juconi stared at her with pride beaming from their eyes at what she had done. Their little girl had certainly changed, and it was a change for the better as far as they were concerned.

SPARTA'S WRATH 
THREE HOURS FROM RENDEZVOUS

HANGER BAY THREE



Sadi, Ne'Veha and Kameka had stood in awe for the first ten minutes after arriving in the hanger bay while their eyes took in the sleek and graceful lines of their new ship. None of them had expected something so utterly elegant to the eye and it showed in their expressions. Only the man walking down the rear ramp shook them out of their stunned state when he saw them.


“Princess Sadi! Princess Ne'Veha! Commander Kameka!” He waved as he shouted their names and almost broke into a jog as he came toward them.


Sadi was the first to regain her voice as he came up to them. “Carians… Joseph!” Sadi gasped. “She is… she is…”


“Utterly beautiful!” Ne'Veha rasped out the words.


Kameka blinked several times to make sure she wasn't seeing things. “She is… she is magnificent! How did you…?”


Senior Chief Joseph Ranor couldn’t help the smile that split his face. “Admiral O’Connor thought you would like her.” He said. 

Ne'Veha looked at him. “Chief Ranor… this is… this is beyond anything we expected.” She stammered. “How did you…?”


Senior Chief Joe Ranor or “Rano” as he liked to be called nodded his head his head with some exuberance. “Once SPARTA'S WRATH arrived and 341 got involved it got really simple, really fast.” Joe answered. “We were able to spit out those worker drones like there was no tomorrow. We had three hundred of them working with sixty of our engineers and techs inside of four days. Things came together real fast after that.” He held out three data pads, giving one to each of them. “I’ve been waiting for you to come down since I heard you arrived. Admiral O’Connor wanted me to brief you on a few changes that we instituted.” He spoke as they took the pads and began to read. “Once 341… oops… sorry… Armen now I guess. That just came down from the bridge.” He turned to face the ship. “As you can see… she is a lot more sleek than the original designs called for. When Armen began to reconfigure the interior of SPARTA'S WRATH we were actually able to take what he removed and incorporate the Bio-mechanical Ducorsis Hull properties taken from the big girl and put it into her frame. The entire interior of the ship is now solidified Ducorsis armor. She’s a tad longer than the TYPE IIs at a hundred and eighty-eight meters but she more than makes up for it.”


“The main engines are…” Sadi began to speak as she looked at the pad he had given her to read.


Ranor nodded his head with a smile. “SPARTA'S WRATH had two Fifth Tier Phased Quantum Fusion Resonance Secondary Reactors in storage as backups. Armen suggested we take one, break it down and rebuild it and then plug it into her. She is way overpowered for her size and she’ll turn on a dime. Anyone not sitting down will most likely puke their guts up.” He said with a laugh. “With the spare parts left over from the main Tier Five Reactor… the Worker Drones were able to fashion three, advanced Quantum Fusion Phasic sublight drives. She is probably the fastest ship we have in the entire fleet now. No one will catch you in this baby.” He began walking towards the ship and they followed him without hesitation. “The entire outer hull is now composed of a single, two centimeter thick layer of Dragon Armor. We tested the shell before installing it and it took three direct hits from one of SPARTA'S WRATH secondary batteries and it didn’t even dent it! I wouldn’t want to test it against one of her main batteries… but hell… you can outrun whatever you can’t out shoot!”


“Outshoot?” Kameka asked looking up at him with a twinkle in her dark eyes.


Ranor chuckled at her expression. “The Admiral heard that you like to shoot things full of holes Commander. You were a DAGGER driver right?”


Kameka nodded her head somewhat embarrassed as Sadi and Ne'Veha looked on with smiles. “Yes.”


Ranor nodded his head. “Damn sturdy gunship if you ask me.” He said. “Well... she has two forward mounted, Quantum Matter Pulse Cannons on the port and starboard wings now. Two dorsal mounted and two ventral mounted Point Defense Turrets. They’ll cover you three hundred and sixty degrees. She also has two dorsal mounted, fully rotating, Quantum Matter Torpedo Launchers. They can fire one torpedo at a time or in a package of three. The load out is two hundred… but we can cram fifty more into the magazines if needed.”


“Two hundred!” Kameka gasped.


Ranor chuckled again. “The Admiral said that you really like to shoot things full of holes Commander.” He told her with a smile.

Sadi looked at him. “Chief… the Avionics and Computer systems that were sent to us… are they the same?”


Ranor nodded and motioned with his hand. “Follow me.” He said. “I can cover pretty much everything else from the cockpit.”


“Wait!” Ne'Veha said. “What about… what about crew?”


Ranor reached over and adjusted her datapad. “The Admiral adjusted the crew manifest based on the skills of who he thought would be part of her crew most of the time.” He told them evenly. “There are pens for eight dragons, fully stocked and armored and they can double as escape pods if needed. Four decks in the forward section reducing to three in the rear section. The corridors and rooms are not as large as on the SCIMITAR obviously, but your dragons will be able to reach just about every place on the ship with no trouble. Technically she is classified as a corvette… but I say she is a Light Cruiser in everything else. Cockpit holds five, but only three are needed to actually fly the ship. Six main cabins for those of you who are married and eight smaller individual cabins. A small but fully functioning Mess Lounge. Princess Eliani has everything that you say she requested for the Med Bay and two extra exam beds. We finished installing the Mark Nine Hadarian Medical computer two nights ago. She can tap into whatever she needs from her two consoles. The Admiral figured that Prince Androcles would keep his team to about twelve in number?”

Sadi nodded. “Yes.”

Ranor tapped on the pad in her hands. “Then you will just need a Chief Engineer and two deck crew. I would like to volunteer Princess. I have two others who would be just as eager to be my Engineering team if you and the Prince approve. We have been with her since we laid the keel and…”

Sadi looked at him and reached out to take his arm. “You are certain Chief Ranor? You know how Andro can be. It will not… we will not always be using the ship for peaceful means and we will be going places that...”

Ranor nodded his head quickly. “Yes we are Princess. We’d be honored. All of us have seen action and we have our gear packed and ready to go. We are all single so no issue there. Just tell us yes… and we’ll keep her in pristine shape.”

“Very well Senior Chief. After all you have done… you deserve it.” Sadi told him. “Let’s get inside.”

Ranor motioned to the ramp with a smile on his face that couldn’t have been removed with two pounds of explosive. “Right this way!”
HIGH COVEN ORIC CLASS HEAVY CRUISER

RETRIBUTION
THREE HOURS FROM RENDEZVOUS


It had happened quite unexpectedly, but not without an enormous amount of want and desire on all their parts. They had agreed to hold off on sending Nameia to a meeting with her sister until they had more information, and now Yuri was so very ecstatic that they had. It had begun innocently enough, a light dinner in their quarters after spending most of the day learning what she had never bothered to learn about her daughter. 
She and Carisia had been together for most of the previous ten hours until dinner, just learning everything about each other as any mother and daughter would do. They had walked for hours it seemed, wandering through the corridors and decks of the ship aimlessly. Carisia held her hand almost the entire time, almost as if she was afraid to lose what she never thought she would have. Yuri still felt horrible shame at what she had put Carisia through as a child and young adult, but it was Carisia who denied that shame and told her that the past was no longer relevant. 

“That was not you mother.” Carisia had told her, overjoyed that she was able to actually speak that word to her. “I have learned so much being with Andro and Sadi and the others. The past means nothing anymore. I will remember those years as if an evil step mother had taken your place. That it wasn’t really you. If I hold on to the past then I will never have the mother I want. That is you. And you prove it more and more every day. I will not cling to the past.”

Yuri had almost broke into tears when she said that, for it was almost the exact thing that Yuri had told Onera not so very long ago. Carisia was bubbly and full of energy however, and she would not let Yuri carry that weight. Every step they took during that time, it was as if they were leaving more and more of the past behind them. They spoke of Androcles and Pa'cour and how alike they were in many ways. Yuri could tell just from the tone of her voice that Carisia worshiped Androcles and her fellow Princesses. She discovered that while Sadi and Ne'Veha and the others would never deny each other attention, Carisia was far more drawn to the Drow Lu'ria. Yuri had few bits of wisdom for Carisia; just listening to her had been more than enough for Yuri as she discovered things that a mother should know. Carisia held nothing back from her, just as Onera did not. With each forward step through the ship Yuri’s past melted away and she would wait patiently for the time when she could do this very thing with Lucia. Just the two of them. Carisia told her it was what Lucia wanted as well, but her love for Zarah Leonidas was what kept them apart and not a desire to stay away. Lucia wanted to do exactly what she and Carisia were doing now. Yuri did not resent Zarah for this in any way, she knew that the longer they stayed together, the more their love would grow and strengthen. When the time was right she and Lucia would do this very thing. Yuri was amazed at the insight and confidence Carisia projected and it was actually Carisia who told finally her that she should not deny what she felt for Nameia. If it was meant to be then it would happen regardless and that Yuri should embrace that with all that she was. Yuri had laughed warmly at her advice regarding Nameia, realizing that the daughter was giving the mother advice and wisdom and that she was also very correct. Yuri was not the same individual and she would not turn away from her emotions any longer. After insuring it was what Pa'cour wanted as well, she had invited Nameia to their quarters for dinner. An invitation that Nameia had accepted before Yuri had fully finished asking.
It had been awkward for Pa'cour at first, but soon the three of them were laughing and talking of things none of them ever imagined they had in common. When Pa'cour had been called away for a few hours it had left them alone together and the sparks had begun right away between her and Nameia. 


Now… now Yuri could only stare at Nameia’s beautiful elven face as she lay in her arms and wonder why she had ever thought the way she had back then. It was perhaps the stupidest edict that she had ever heard of. Their first kiss had been tentative, but that had quickly fallen by the wayside as the eagerness and desire of both woman took over and led them where neither of them had ever gone before. Three glorious hours of exploration, discovery and desire had followed. Nameia was unafraid and very adventurous as elven females were Yuri discovered, and this quickly wore off on Yuri. They had kissed, tasted and investigated their way to several explosions that had staggered both their senses and only incited them to experience and feel more. The real pleasure had begun when Pa'cour had returned and discovered them. It hadn’t taken a whole lot of effort to entice Pa'cour into the bed with them since both of them were already very naked and incredibly eager to begin with. What followed then had been the most devastating hours of lust any of them had experienced in their lifetimes. Yuri had to smile to herself as her fingers stroked Nameia’s arm. Her beloved Immortal husband had been more of a prop than anything, at least for the first hour or two. They had used his tall, powerful body to pivot and move all over, experimenting with wickedly wondrous and often times wildly erotic positions. Pa'cour had been more than up for the challenge it seemed, his strong hands and soft lips exploring and caressing both of them while his huge manhood seemed to stay at attention the entire time. Nameia showed no fear the first time she lowered herself onto Pa'cour and her cries of ecstatic bliss echoed off the walls as Yuri urged her on with licks and nibbles all along her neck and four inch high elven ears. 
Nameia had acted no differently when it was Yuri who was sitting atop his hips and experiencing Pa'cour’s lovemaking skill, covering her face, neck and shoulders with butterfly kisses and nibbles and suckling her large breasts. Pa'cour had filled each of them twice with his passion before they had tired him out. The last time with Nameia, both of them sank their fangs into her sweet flesh and tasted of her blood with unabashed delight. Yuri and Pa'cour both knew what they were doing when this happened and apparently so did Nameia. She had cried out in joyful abandon, holding their heads tightly to her neck as Pa'cour exploded inside her and they fed on her blood, making her part of their lives forever.   

Yuri dragged her fingers up Nameia’s arm and across her shoulder, finally coming up to trace her full lips with her index finger. She saw Nameia’s lips curl into a contented smile and her beautiful blue eyes fluttered open. Yuri felt Nameia's legs move and entwine with her own as she gripped Yuri’s ass and pulled them closer together.


“Is it morning already?” Nameia asked.


Yuri smiled happily. “Actually… it’s early afternoon.” She replied.


Nameia’s eyes grew wider as she lifted her head. “Afternoon!” She gasped looking around the bedroom portion of the quarters. Yuri could smell her delicious elven blood easily now, and while it would never match what Pa'cour’s blood tasted like to her, it was supremely delicious and equally something that she would want to taste all of the time. And she would taste it, for Nameia was now part of their lives and would be going forward.


“Pa'cour is already gone.” Yuri said softly. “Sleeping for more than a few hours is next to impossible for him.”


Nameia turned to look at Yuri once more and her hands came up to caress her cheeks. She brushed some of Yuri’s lush, black hair from her eyes. “Yuri… I…”

Yuri leaned her head forward and kissed her deeply. Nameia moaned in delight as she felt Yuri’s hands grasp her ass and lower back and pull her elven body tighter against her. The kiss went on for a long moment because neither woman wanted it to stop. Neither of them wanted to stop the exquisitely divine sensations the torrid kiss caused in each of them, but eventually Yuri pulled back slightly and ran her tongue languorously over Nameia’s lips. Her slim fingers then slowly traced over the outer ridge of Nameia’s elven ear and Yuri saw her smile dreamily.

“Do not speak the words Nameia.” Yuri told her softly. “Do not question or doubt what you feel for I will not. Pa'cour will not. Never again. We have led lives like that and it nearly destroyed us both. We will not do so again.”


Nameia opened her soft blue eyes and gazed at her. “Then where does that leave us?” Nameia asked softly.

“It leaves us just as we were last night when we fell asleep in Pa’cour’s arms. Together.” Yuri told her with a smile. “And it will be that way from now on if that is what you wish as well.”


“So I… I will be your consort?” Nameia asked her.


Yuri shook her head. “Never Nameia! You will never be a consort or afterthought to us… and you will be second to no one. You will… you will be our wife. And we will be yours.”


“And Pa'cour wishes this as well?” Nameia asked her.


“Did he not prove that to you last night?” Yuri questioned her with a smile. 


Nameia chuckled softly and she curled up closer to Yuri. “I think I was too busy trying to stifle my screams of delight at having him fill me in such a way.” She stated happily. “I thought my mind was going to explode from the pleasure.” 


“He is magnificently endowed isn’t he?” Yuri said with a small laugh. “When he first took me… once he was fully inside me… I could not keep my cries of passion from coming out. I think he was deaf for several days after that.”


Nameia rolled her eyes and laughed as well. “That is putting it rather mildly I think. I’m relatively sure I was screaming louder than I have ever screamed before.” She said.


Yuri brought her fingers up and touched Nameia’s cheek once more, her smile genuine and warm. She let the tips of her fingers rest on her soft skin. “He would never have taken your blood if he did not feel and want what I have told you Nameia. I would not have done that if it was not what I wanted.”


“I have… I have never felt for anyone what I feel for you Yuri.” Nameia said. “What I feel for Pa'cour. I do not wish it to end.”


“Nor do we Nameia udossta ssinssrigg.” Yuri said. “Ever.”


“What… what does that mean.” She asked.


Yuri smiled at her. “Our love.” She answered.


Nameia smiled dreamily once more and Yuri felt her body flush with lustful excitement when Nameia’s did that. “And what will others say?” Nameia inquired finally. “Your… your daughters… others on the ship… at the base?”


Yuri chuckled. “My daughters?” She said. “You forget… Carisia has already surrendered to the same feelings for another woman as I have with you. She shares herself with five women and relishes each and every time. And so has Lucia with Zarah Leonidas. Onera is far more open than she thinks we know as her parents. If it is meant to be for her then she will not turn away from it. Just as I will not turn away from it with you. I want you Nameia. I want you in our lives. Sharing our lives with us. This is as new to me as it is for you… but my heart tells me this is what I want.”


“Will you make me like you?” Nameia asked softly.


“We love you and want you for who you are Nameia.” Yuri told her.


“But what if I want it?” 


Yuri gazed at her for a long moment. “Let us continue to discover what we have found.” She spoke finally. “If at some time in the future you decide that it is what you want, then I will give it to you.”


Nameia glanced around quickly and then back to Yuri. “We will need a bigger bed.” She said finally.


Yuri laughed heartily and pulled her closer as familiar emotions of love and want filled her. Similar emotions as she felt for her Blessed husband. She kissed Nameia again, drinking in the taste of her lips and warmth of her skin. “We will have to work on that… yes.” She said finally.


“I want to be with you always Yuri. With you and Pa'cour.” Nameia said softly. 


“You will be.” Yuri told her. 


“Will there be…”


The COM panel beside the bed buzzed then interrupting her words. Yuri’s eyes rolled in her head at the disturbance and she leaned over and slapped the panel angrily. “What?” She snapped.


“Yuri… come to the bridge immediately.” Pa'cour’s voice spilled from the COM panel causing Yuri’s face to shift. She detected the tenseness of his voice easily.


“Pa'cour… what is it husband?” She asked as she sat up higher on the bed regretting that she had snapped at him.


“Something has come up.” Pa'cour told her. “Bring Nameia as well. Our Blessed Elven wife will now need to begin to see the same things we do… and be involved in our decisions.”


“Pa'cour?” Yuri pressed him.


“We have company Yuri.” He told her calmly. “And not the friendly kind.”


“…detected them on our long range sensors the moment we dropped from LSD operation in this sector.” Norev spoke as he pointed at the star chart and his finger rested on the light blue image of a ship.

Yuri looked up from the chart at him. “This is their frigate?” She asked stunned. “How… how can you be sure? They are not suppose to be radiating any kind of recognition codes and they are supposed to be Shrouded.”


Norev smiled. “They are Princess.” He told her. Norev was old school and she would never get him to stop calling her that even though she had tried for weeks now. “The Worker Drones have upgraded the output and Spectral Range of our sensors. They are now on a level as Union sensors. Apparently their sensors have been able to pick up and see through our Shrouds for some years now. Just as we now can.”


Yuri looked at him with wide eyes. “Union ships have the most advanced sensors in the entire galaxy!” She exclaimed. “The Drones must have done it by accident Norev. Have them undo their work! I do not want Androcles to think we…”


Pa'cour reached out and gripped her arm. “Yuri… the Drones were only following their preloaded orders.” He said.

“What?” Yuri asked.


Norev nodded. “My Chief Engineer said that is the order the Lead Drone showed him.” He said.


“That is not one of the things Androcles told me the Drones were programmed to do.” Yuri said. “Who… who gave them this order?”


“I did.” Carisia’s voice echoed from behind them.


They turned and watched her enter the bridge with accomplished grace. Though only five foot two, Carisia Leonidas carried an air about her that made her much taller. She walked right up beside her mother.


“Carisia that…” Yuri began to speak.


Carisia shook her head and took her hand. “I am a Crown Princess of the Union mother.” She said with a smile. “I do have the authority to do such things.”


“I know that.” Yuri stated. “But I do not want Androcles to…” Yuri started again.


“Andro loves me mother.” Carisia said with a smile. “And he trusts me. We gave you the LSD engine upgrades and the sensors seemed like the next sensible step. I ordered the Drones to begin work on upgrading them before we met with King Leonidas but not to bring them entirely online until they were complete. They must have finished the upgrades just recently.” She asked looking at Norev.

Norev nodded. “The sensors went down for six seconds about two hours ago.” He said. “When they came back online… forgive me Princess… I should have called you right away but we were… we were having too much fun calibrating them.” He said with a smile.

“If Andro did not believe in you and what you are doing mother, do you honestly believe we would have come this far?” Carisia asked her. “You give yourself far too little credit for the person you have become.”

“I have been telling her that for months.” Pa'cour commented from the side. “Perhaps she will actually get it through her stubborn head now that you have told her.”


“Pa'cour!” Nameia gasped from beside him. She reached up almost instinctively and hit him in the upper arm, though her slap was aimed at his shoulder. His six foot five height stood over her and she had misjudged her blow. Pa'cour looked down at her beside him and smiled.


The moment they had entered the bridge everything Yuri had told her about Pa'cour was true. He had drawn them both close to him and kissed each of them with passion and love and he did not care who saw him. One look in his dark eyes and Nameia knew her life had altered dramatically for the better as far as she was concerned. And she intended to see that it stayed that way.


Carisia smiled at Yuri and moved up even closer to her beside the chart table. “From what Andro told me the ORIC-Class ships like this one, they are far more adaptable to quick refits. That is why he asked you to come in this ship. However, I get the feeling Captain Norev did not call all of us up here to show us his new sensors, did you Captain?”


Norev shook his head. “No.” He stated reaching across the chart and touching several of the controls. The chart shifted slightly and then they saw five white dots. “This is why.”


Yuri’s eyes narrowed as she turned fully back to the table and studied the new dots now glowing on the board. “Additional ships? Out here? This area of The Wilds is not widely used. It is why we picked it for our rendezvous.” She stated. “A Union patrol?” She asked looking at Norev.

Norev shook his head. “No. One BLOOD REVERENCE-Class Heavy Dreadnought, two BLOODLETTER-Class Cruisers and two BLOOD RUNNER-Class Heavy Frigates.”


Yuri met his eyes. “A standard Long Range Picket perhaps?” She asked.


Norev shook his head again quickly. “Not with a BLOOD REVERENCE dreadnought accompanying them.” He said. “This is an Attack Wing. And they are on an intercept course with our frigate.”


“An intercept course?” Yuri asked her eyes getting wider. “How would they… they can see through their Shroud?”


“The only reason we can see them is because of the upgrades by the Drones to our sensor grids and power conduits.” Norev told her. “These are not upgrades that the Union would have allowed on a full scale to High Coven ships. Even if they had… there is no way they could have implemented it so fast and gotten these ships upgraded in time to be in this position at this time. Not without Drone support like we have. And I doubt that Prince Androcles would give us total access to Union Worker Drones. At least not yet.”


Carisia shook her head. “No.” She told them. “It was talked about by Narice and Andro when they last saw each other on Cranae Island but no firm timetable was given. And if he had authorized it since we left Earth I would have known about it.”


Yuri looked at her. “Carisia can you contact him within the Etheric realm?” She asked.


Carisia shook her head again. “I can feel his resonance mother. Sadi and the others as well, but we are still too far for me to initiate a connection alone. Not without Anthar with me. And Andro would not initiate one unless he felt my emotions spike far more than they are. He taught all of us to shield very well.”


“Norev… you are certain they are not part of Pontal’s forces?” Yuri asked.

Norev shrugged his shoulders. “Possible… but extremely unlikely Princess. One thing I know for sure is that Admiral Pontal would not risk a BLOOD REVERENCE out here with so little support. He and Admiral Riall are using most of them to back stop the main defensive line against the Kavalians in conjunction with Union the LEONIDAS II-Class Cruisers.”


“The Kavalians would be fools to attack now.” Pa'cour stated. “Ten Union Fleet Groups combined with Pontal’s forces would decimate any Kavalian attack. They know that. And the last reports that our spies in The Wilds put together stated that they were beginning to focus on this General Pian and his group.”


Norev nodded. “I concur General.” He said. “Given the support the Union has given them it stands to reason they would shift their focus. You don’t just dismiss PROMETHUS-Class Command Stations. They can put a hurting on you all by themselves. And if he is getting what our people say… then this Pian fellow could have a very good chance of destabilizing the Kavalian Federation.” 


Yuri was no fool and she put it together right away. She straightened up and looked at the chart table. “Then it can only be one person. Robert.” She hissed the word softly, all of them sensing the sudden anger and hate welling up inside her.

Carisia watched as Nameia stepped up to her and slipped her arm around Yuri’s waist. Yuri turned and looked at her, gazing into her blue eyes and immediately she began to calm down. Carisia looked briefly at Pa'cour and saw the calm and satisfied look on his face as he gazed at both of them and then she knew. She turned back to her mother and knew that she had surrendered to the growing feelings for Nameia that she had sensed in her. It may not have been obvious to everyone, but to Carisia, who shared a loving and passionate relationship with five other women, it was plain.


Carisia had a small smile on her face as she stepped up beside her mother now as well. She looked at the Star Chart Table. “Is there any way to confirm who they are?” She asked Norev.


“Not without an active scan and that would give us away.” He replied. “I think we can pretty much assume that it isn’t Admiral Pontal. Like I said… he isn’t fool enough to release one of his top line dreadnoughts to go looking around The Wilds.”


Pa'cour nodded his head. “Agreed.” He said. “That means Moran. Or pirates.”


Again Norev shook his head. “Doubtful they are pirates General.” He spoke confidently. “You need close to six thousand men and women to fully crew a BLOOD REVERENCE. Phy'iad got away with it because he automated most of the ship he had… but there are only so many engineers outside of the Coven who know the REVERENCE well enough and could do that kind of work. Phy'iad had one… the other two work for us.”

Yuri tore her eyes from Nameia but dropped her arm down to pull her tighter. She looked at the chart table. “That can only mean one thing.” She said. “Robert discovered that they hit the colony and took Sheva Juconi’s parents off. Which also means it is very possible that they have discovered Sheva’s allegiances now lay with her husband and the Union.”


Carisia nodded. “And it means that one or both of her parents signaled Moran somehow and he is lying in wait for them to rendezvous with us.”


Norev leaned over the table and shook his head. “No way that our people would give up the location of the rendezvous.” He said with all of them noticing how he worded his sentence as “our people”. “They must be getting some sort of sub-space tracking signal that their ship isn’t picking up.”


“Will our frigate have detected the ships as we have?” Yuri asked.

“They should be in range to detect them in about forty minutes.” Norev answered. “They don’t have the sensor upgrades that we now do.”


Carisia looked at Yuri. “Mother… I may not be able to reach Andro from here… but if you are within the connection with me… I can easily reach Dorian and Deion.”


Yuri looked at her. “Why them?”


Carisia nodded her head. “They are Praetorians just as Andro is. They will have a certain balance to their Etheric resonance that I can detect and then trace back to them. Andro taught us how to do it with him and it will be the same for Dorian and Deion. The distance is too great for me alone to contact Andro without Anthar as I said… but if Dorian and Deion link with us then touching Andro will be easy enough. And with both of them and I reaching out to him he will lower his Etheric shields immediately. I can do it alone if you don’t want to but the connection with them would be much more focused and clear with you in the link with me.”

Yuri nodded without hesitation. “Then we must hurry.” She said turning to Norev once more. “Norev… how long before Androcles arrives?” She asked.

“We’re due to rendezvous in two hours and forty-six minutes.” Norev said. “To be honest Princess… I don’t think we’ll know when he arrives until he lets us know.”


Carisia smiled. “Yes we will. I will know.” She took Yuri’s hand. “Come mother… we must contact Dorian and Deion quickly. Once they establishes an Etheric connection with us we can let Andro know what is happening and decide what we are going to do.”


Yuri didn’t hesitate and followed Carisia, Pa'cour taking Nameia’s hand and going with them.

