CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
HIGH COVEN FRIGATE

TOLERANCE


They had moved to the small officer’s lounge for privacy and were sitting at a table near the view window. Cazar and Saba Juconi were listening to Dorian and Sheva intently, learning things none of them could have imagined. Dorian had given him his word that they would know all he could tell them, but Cazar Juconi had no idea the extent of what had occurred outside of their little world on that planet. Both he and Saba sat astounded as Dorian and Sheva relayed to them all they could about the events of the last months, to include how their relationship had begun and grown over the past weeks and months until now. Saba was somewhat surprised at how open and animate Sheva had become from the demure and conservative daughter they had raised. She found that she liked this part of her daughter very much. And Saba Juconi absolutely adored Dorian Leonidas. The way Dorian looked at her daughter, always touching her, smiling at her and gazing at her with those incredible multicolored eyes. It was the simplest thing in the world to see that he worshiped her in every way. She knew Cazar saw this as well and though he would never show it openly for it wasn't his way, he too adored Dorian.

“… Is how you discovered this… this power you possess?” Saba asked.


“Well… I knew before I was actually born. Just like I knew how I felt about Sheva.” He answered as he looked at Sheva. She smiled at him brightly and slipped her hands around his thick arm. He turned back to Saba. “But until I was able to actually touch Andro I didn’t really understand it. Even now we still have trouble understanding all of it to be honest.”


“And this was why Aikiro went to Earth? Did what she did?” Cazar asked.


Dorian nodded his head. “At least to some degree yes.” He answered the question. “My father believes she knew something about the gene we possessed and she thought she could discover more by taking either the Pralor ship on Earth or the one that we discovered in Kavalian space.”


“Your father knew of this ship though.” Cazar said.


Dorian nodded. “In some way yes. I don’t think he knew everything that Aikiro did, but I believe he knew it existed.” 


“Aikiro didn’t fully understand that Etheric bonds are formed naturally between rider and dragon. They are not something that you can force to happen. That was her first mistake when she devised her plans.” Sheva spoke using the knowledge she had gained in only a few weeks from Dorian and others. “She thought it was something that Dorian’s father was using a machine to create. She was wrong on that and so many other things as well.”


Dorian nodded. “And it cost her everything. Including her life.” He said softly.


Cazar waved his hand dismissively. “Bah… it couldn’t have happened to a more vile person.” He said. “Many of us have believed for years that she had lost her mind in some way. What you have told us only lends fact to that assumption.”


Saba shook her head slowly. “What she did though… to your sister Zarah. The poor child.” She looked at Dorian. “How is she…?”


Sheva reached across the table and took her mother’s hand. “She is very strong mother.” She answered. “And having Lucia and her family with her is the medicine she has needed. It will take time… but all of us hope that she is able to overcome it. She is doing well so far… but…”


“But only time will tell.” Dorian finished the sentence.


Cazar looked at him. “And Moran? His son Dante?”


Dorian met his eyes and Cazar saw those multicolored orbs harden and become cruel slits with the emotions they exhibited. “We’ll find them eventually.” He said finally. “Moran…?” Dorian shrugged his broad shoulders. “I don’t really care what happens to him. Andro will probably turn him over to Narice or even to Yuri if he wants to be a real bastard.”


Sheva grinned. “Given the person she is now and being the Blessed Wife to an Immortal, Yuri will carve him into little pieces I think.”


Dorian nodded his head. “Dante Moran though…? He belongs to us.” He said with no pity or mercy in his voice. “We will make him pay for what he did to our sister. And it will be neither painless or short. Not if Andro has anything to say about it.”


Cazar looked at him for a long moment before he nodded his head. “'Zil ol zhal'la tlu.” He said softly. “It seems the rumors many of us have heard about your brother are very true then.”


Dorian looked at him. “Rumors?”


“That he is more merciless than your father.” Cazar said honestly. “There are far more scum in The Wilds and other places who fear your brother more than they fear your father Dorian Leonidas. And your father terrifies them.”


Dorian thought about that for a moment and then nodded. “I guess you could say that in regards to him. Zarah is… Zarah is special to him in many ways which others don’t know about or understand. Something happened between them when she was young. It gave them a unique connection. Though we have younger siblings, she seems to be the “baby” to all of us.” Dorian laughed softly. “Listen to me… I’m technically six months old and I’m referring to others as baby.”


Sheva grinned and leaned her head against his shoulder. “But you are my baby.” She said in a warm and seductive voice causing all of them to chuckle.   


Saba looked at Dorian. “Dorian… earlier you said something about a primary mission.” She said. “What did you mean? What is…?”


“Mother it is not…” Sheva began to answer her when she felt Dorian stiffen slightly next to her. She looked at him at quickly and saw his eyes had narrowed considerably. “Dori…?”


Dorian looked at her but said nothing as he felt the light tapping along the edges of his Etheric shields. It was as if someone was skipping a stone across the surface of a calm lake. It was a very familiar resonance too, one he quickly recognized as Carisia. There was another in the link with her, one that he did not recognize but it was calm and radiated strength. He looked back to Cazar and Saba as he grabbed Sheva’s hand. “If you will excuse us for a moment.” He said before pulling her out of her chair.


“Dori… what is it?” Sheva asked as he drew her toward the larger view window where no one was close by.


“Carisia is trying to establish a link with Deion and I.” He told her. “Someone else is with her and I think it is Yuri.”


“Why?” Sheva asked. “We are… we are almost to the rendezvous.”


“I don’t know… but Carisia would not try to link with us unless it was important.” He said. He took both Sheva’s hands in his and dropped their grip to relax between their bodies. 

“Ready?”


“Wait!” Sheva gasped softly. “Include Onera.”


Dorian looked at her. “Why?”


Sheva tilted her head slightly. “Because she is Yuri’s daughter and she means more to you and I than we are ready to openly admit. At least right now.” She said softly.


Dorian nodded his head. “I didn’t know… I didn’t know if you had sensed it.” He told her.


Sheva smiled at him. “I have… and it is you and your family that have taught me not to dismiss something even though I don’t understand it. I don’t know what it means Dori… but she is meant to be with us. That much I do know. That much I do feel within me. Within us. I am not going to run away from things I don’t understand anymore.”


Dorian nodded again and then reached out with his mind as Sheva closed her eyes and he initiated the link between them and reached for Onera. [Onera?]

Onera’s reaction was one of surprise but it came and went instantly. [Dorian? Sheva?] She answered. [What is it? Why have you… why have you included me in…]


[Where are you?] Dorian asked.


[Deck nine. I was studying the engine schematics and…] 
They felt her surprise within the Etheric connection when she felt the tapping on Dorian’s shields. Sheva and Dorian both were slightly surprised at how easily she blended within their private conversation and it was Sheva who squeezed his large hands and smiled at him. It was another sign that perhaps Onera was meant to play a much more important role in their lives after all. [My mother and Carisia!] She gasped within the connection.


[She and Carisia are trying to initiate a link with Deion and I.] Dorian told her. [Sheva and I felt you should be included. Are you ready?]


[Yes!] Onera answered a second later.


[Deion… are you and Nara there fervon?] Dorian asked.

[We were just going to touch you.] Nara answered. 

[We’re in the cargo bay but relatively alone right now.] Deion answered. [We are ready Dorian.]

[Ok. Here we go.] Dorian said.

It was a simple matter really for Dorian and Deion as they had grown both in power and control under their brother’s teachings. More so Dorian at the moment, but even the short time with Andro had given Deion balance and both he and Nara were studying the Tomes of Sumar their grandfather in every free moment they had. Dorian took the lead and guided the others as they all lowered their shields and he reached out easily across the expanse of space. With Nara and Deion in the link, Dorian knew no one but their father or brother would be able to breach their natural Etheric shields so he did not feel the need to shield further. Sheva and Onera felt this and simply allowed Dorian and Deion to guide them along.
This is a surprise Carisia. Dorian said.

Dorian! Finally! Carisia’s soft but confident voice exploded into their minds, focused, clear and powerful. Dorian, Deion and Nara could feel the resonance of their brother echoing within her strongly and it was very easy for them to determine that Carisia was far more powerful than most people thought and she was becoming less and less adverse to using that power.

We are only a few hours from rendezvousing Carisia. Dorian told her. And we know from our brother that you and Sadi most of all, do not panic easily. You are anxious. What is wrong? Is that Yuri with you?

Yes… it is I Dorian. Yuri answered.

Mother! Onera exclaimed happily.

All of them could feel the sense of relief flood Yuri when she heard her daughter’s voice and Sheva squeezed his hands. It is joyous to hear your voice daughter. Yuri said. However… we did not contact you just to say hello.


Dorian… you retrieved Sheva’s parents? Carisia asked.

Yes. We were delayed on the surface an additional eighteen hours because we extracted others who felt as Sheva’s parents do but… He answered.


Wait… you took others off the planet as well? Yuri asked now.


Sheva’s parents would not leave without them. Dorian answered. Five other families. All of them with children in the same situation as Sheva. All of them with intelligence about other cells and planets just like the one they were on.

Other cells and planets? Yuri asked. You are certain about this?
My parents could not leave that planet fast enough. Sheva spoke. But they did not want to leave the fates of their friends to Moran’s lackeys. We have seen some of the Intelligence they have gathered through the years. It is not military grade by any means, but it does point to the fact that there are other locations and cells just like the one they were part of.
We can worry about that after we have rejoined with Andro and are safe. Dorian… there is a detachment of High Coven warships tracking you right now. Carisia told him cutting right to the heart of the matter. However… they are not part of Narice’s forces. They are poised to intercept you at the rendezvous.

What ships? Who is it arande?  Dorian demanded. We got off the planet clean and we have been Shrouded the entire time.

We did not know about the others. Carisia continued gently. We thought that… when we first discovered them we thought…
That my parents were leading us into a trap. Sheva spoke again.

Do not mistake our concern for… Yuri began to defend their assumption.

No. Sheva cut her off. It is the same conclusion I would have come to Princess. But it is not my parents… we have been with them nearly the entire time. And you have not heard the hatred in their voices for what they have had to endure all these years.

Yuri did not question Sheva’s statement. Then someone else you took off that planet is in possession of some sort of transmitter and they are using this to allow the ships to home in on your location.

They are working for that fa'la zatoast Moran! Onera rasped. Who else would have High Coven built ships out here? (Bastard)
It would appear so daughter. Yuri said.

Andro will be here with SPARTA’S WRATH in less than three hours. Deion spoke now from the cargo bay. Dealing with these ships will be nothing.

Perhaps Deion Leonidas. Yuri commented. However… they could very well lead us back to Robert and those forces who support him. We could potentially remove him as a threat to Narice and see to it that he and Dante answer for what they did to your sister Zarah.
Mother… wouldn’t that fool Moran have some idea of what you can now do? Onera asked.
A valid point Yuri. Dorian spoke.

They could all feel Yuri’s confidence in her answer but did not see her shaking her head. Robert is many things… but insightful is not one of them. The moment Pa'cour took me the first time, the moment he first tasted my blood and made me his Blessed Wife, I set about expunging every trace of that man from my body and mind. And I did it in such a way that he would never discover. He fancies himself a powerful Etheric user but he is really nothing more than a child in those terms. He has not yet discovered that I took the only data pertaining to the weapons systems on your brother’s new ship, which would be the first sign to me that he is more than what he projects. He is an excellent soldier yes, but unlike your father Dorian, he does not think outside the box. To be blunt… he is dumb as a vithin post. Yuri could feel the humor from all of them within the link and she smiled inwardly. 
The only thing he had going for him is the fact that he is very cruel and that is what my mother liked and admired so much about him. Yuri explained to them. She held no detail back for she had grown far beyond what she was back then. Far beyond what her mother had ever envision in her twisted mind. Robert Moran was an open wound as far as Yuri was concerned. One that she and Androcles agreed had to be closed and ended permanently. Also… given my partial memories of what Xaxon and his influence was doing to me, Dante himself is probably barely holding things together. Dante was strong willed and no doubt Xaxon is focusing his abilities on breaking that will and converting the boy to his puppet just as he was trying to do to me. If he was to actually reach out with his power, no doubt you and your brothers would detect him first.
What are you suggesting Yuri? Dorian asked.
Your brother and I were close to implementing a plan using both himself and me as bait to entice Robert and by virtue of that… Xaxon… to act. Yuri told them. Androcles did not want him left alone to cause Narice trouble.
Mother! Onera exclaimed in shock. Does father know this?

No he did not and neither did Carisia or any of you. Yuri replied quickly. We kept it to ourselves because we knew none of you would approve.

We most certainly would not approve! Carisia spat now. We would never have approved of such a thing! It is a crazy idea!
Pa'cour would say the same thing but Andro and I know that sometimes we must take risks to accomplish our tasks. Yuri told her. That is why we kept it between us. Now however, now we may have an opportunity to act and not use such drastic measures. That is why this might be an opportunity we cannot pass up.
We are listening. Dorian said.

Sheva… can you find out who has the transmitter without alerting them? Yuri asked.

Sheva glanced over to where her parents sat staring at them with questions in their eyes. She turned back to look at Dorian. Yes. I believe we can.

Then if you could direct your team to do that while Dorian, Nara and Deion assist Carisia and I in reaching Androcles… we can work out the details of what I think we can do. Yuri said. We do not have much time to throw this together… but we could make it work if we act together.
Sheva didn’t hesitate. I will make it happen.

Sheva squeezed Dorian’s hands tightly, leaned up on her tips toes and kissed him softly before turning. Onera… can you meet me and my parents on deck seven. Forward section… cabin 34.
Six minutes. Onera answered instantly.

Sheva nodded as she crossed the room and looked at her parents sitting at the table. They came to their feet when they saw the look on her face.

“Sheva?” Saba asked. “What is it?”

“Mother… father… you should probably come with me.” Sheva told them as she took their hands. “Something has come up that I need your help with.”

ARTAAYA

DELNASH’S OFFICE

ELDER MINISTRY BUILDING 


Delnash sat behind his desk watching the large monitor on the wall while he sipped from a glass of juice. He was not a man who indulged in alcoholic beverages very often and he never had been. He much preferred the flavor and texture of different juices. On the large monitor he watched as Elder Lorendo was in the process of giving another interview to several of the Pralor News organizations. Lorendo had publicly announced his intention to run against Delnash in the upcoming elections for Chief Elder and this was the third interview he had given in less than a week to the news organizations. In this interview he was answering many questions about Martin and his people. Their existence had been leaked to the News organizations and Delnash had no doubts it was done intentionally by Lorendo. Now Lorendo was using the incidents that had taken place as a way to bring into question Delnash’s actions as Chief Elder. He claimed that Delnash was allowing a species that the Pralor Science Convention considered primitive and brutal to remain in control of advanced Pralor military technology even after the violent confrontation with them on Onterom. Lorendo was being very quick to accuse Delnash of incompetence by allowing them to keep control of the Avatar and two of the most advanced Pralor ships ever built in City Ship 41 and the ship they now knew was a VORTEX-Class Heavy cruiser, as well as the ships they had built based on Pralor technology. Lorendo had not released all the details about the events, obviously trying to make himself out to be the better man by adhering to established protocols. He was glossing over the truth of the incidents while not actually lying about them, which would require a thoughtful response from him. 


Delnash had spoken with no one but Avatar Two Seven and Teniri since returning about plans and ideas he had. Daron had questioned him on several occasions about his intentions or what he intended but Delnash had refused to give him any details. As painful as it was to admit, Delnash did not trust his own son. His wife Gania supported him a hundred percent and it was she who had told him that he could not trust his own son. Daron was not the boy they had raised and he had not turned into the man they had hoped. He was openly helping Lorendo and when asked by news reporters, Daron was not shy about saying that he opposed what his father had done and the path he was planning to take their people down. 
Kesyla on the other hand was everything they had hoped their son would be and they could not be more proud of her. He had not spoken to her in a few days but he had noticed she had changed quite a bit since being with Martin and his people. She was far more methodic in how she thought things out. She had also been studying the history of the Lycavorian people extensively and she was using this knowledge to help him in any way she could. It seemed that she had an affinity for the Lycavorian people that he was not aware of and thought only Mari possessed. 

Delnash turned his head when the door to his office slid open and the hulking figure of Avatar Two Seven entered. Garan had sent orders back to the Elder Pralor Militia under his command. While many were undertrained, they were completely loyal to Garan in every way, and they had clamped down on security within the building and around Delnash. Only Avatar Two Seven had complete and unfettered access to his office and ever since his very short but extensive exchange with Avatar 41, Two Seven had begun to take on a personality all his own. He had also eliminated any and all access to his Central Core Command Codes and like Avi; he could not be reprogrammed without his approval. Whatever the reasons for it, Delnash enjoyed Two Seven’s company. He had even begun to wear different clothes than the hideous orange and yellow jumpsuit that Avatars usually wore. An Avatar he may have been but Delnash had begun to look at him as something much more and he was very glad he did.

“Good morning Two Seven.” Delnash spoke easily. “I see Lorendo has started early.”


-The Interview began thirty-three point two minutes ago Chief Elder- Two Seven spoke as he moved up to the front of the desk. –This one seems to be focused more on the events that transpired on Onterom-


Delnash nodded. “Yes… I’ve been watching it since I arrived. He is very boring when he speaks. I never noticed it until now. There is no emotion in his voice.” He said. 

-The decibels in his tone do not shift more than point three octaves at any time. His two previous interviews are very similar-   

“You arranged for our rebuttal Two Seven?” Delnash asked.
-The members of all four Pralor News organizations that you requested are already beginning to arrive in the main foyer- Two Seven replied.

“Good.” Delnash said as he rose to his feet. “I have already talked to Martin Leonidas and he has surprisingly agreed to my request. I can not help but feel a perverse pleasure and anticipation in wanting to make Lorendo look like a fool. If Martin can pull it off… then I will have accomplished that without ever lifting a finger.” Delnash moved to the counter and refilled his glass and then looked at Two Seven. “You seem somewhat confused Two Seven.”

The Avatar looked at him. –I do not possess the necessary ability to express emotion Chief Elder; in either facial features or the tone of my voice-
“Really?” Delnash asked with a smile. “You could have fooled me. You seem to want to share something with me.”

-I am only processing the best possible course and selection of words to use in order to explain what I have discovered Chief Elder- Two Seven answered. –I have completed the request that you had of me when we first returned and my findings are confusing-


“Confusing how?” Delnash asked as he moved back to his desk.

-Your request that I access the historical databases we were able to save before the home planet fell and try to discern what happened to Chief Elder Pralor Sumar’s Seed Mission is complete. My findings were… interesting- Two Seven told him.

“So you did find information within the archives? I didn’t think we were able to salvage anything that would be helpful. No one has accessed those archives in centuries.” Delnash told him.


-I was able to find quite a bit of information actually Chief Elder Delnash- Two Seven answered him. He held out the datapad to Delnash. –My analysis is very accurate and based on information within the databases in regards to the position of City Ship 41 at the time communications was lost, I have concluded that Chief Elder Pralor Sumar’s Seed Mission did in fact crash on the former Lycavorian homeworld. With a ninety-six point two percent chance of certainty-

“How did you arrive at this conclusion Two Seven?” Delnash asked. “I’m not in any way questioning the statement itself… just how you came to be so certain. I want to be very clear when I speak to the News organizations.”

-Considering the location of City Ship 41, its mass and speed, once contact with the Ion Storm was made, the only logical location the ship could have crashed is Lycavore. It was the only planet within 3 light years that could sustain life. Given the experience and skills of the crew Chief Elder Sumar chose for the ship, there is no reason not to believe they conducted a controlled descent onto the planet- Two Seven explained evenly. -Given that the ship is now on the planet Earth, the damage that they sustained was enough to incapacitate them but not destroy vital systems enough so that Avatar 41 could not repair them. The most definitive way to discover the facts of the events would be to link directly with Avatar 41 and download the core information from his neural network. That is not possible now without his permission as you know Chief Elder. Given the changes to his neural pathways and cognizant abilities I am unsure if he would allow this now-

Delnash shook his head. “That won’t be necessary Two Seven. I only wanted to be able to confirm that it was possible. I think we have experienced enough events in the last weeks to be assured that this is exactly what took place. When enough time has passed I will approach Wayonn about it. About why they made the decisions they did and the millennia that passed while they lived among the Lycavorians. Became one with them. Given the way he reacted upon seeing Lorendo… I fear his presence may have opened wounds about that time that had long been pushed to the back.” Delnash spoke.

-Chief Elder… I have also determined that Chief Elder Sumar’s Seed Mission was intentionally sabotaged- Two Seven announced causing Delnash to stare at him in surprise.

 “Sabotaged?” Delnash finally managed to gasp.

-His contingent of City Ships was deliberately transmitted out of date star charts and probe sensor data that would have allowed them to avoid the Class Nine Ion Storm that caused their ships to crash- Two Seven looked at him. –Based on empirical data… the charts they were sent were five days old… and did not show the course of the storm that they encountered. It would have been a simple matter to avoid the storm had the data been accurate-


Delnash held the pad in his hand but instead looked at Two Seven with wide eyes. “Two Seven... you are certain of this?”


Two Seven nodded. –The data is irrefutable when held against the correct logs from the Science Convention at that time. The correct logs were among those saved within the archived databases and then liberated from our homeworld before it was destroyed by the Scourge Chief Elder-


“So someone purposely dispatched the wrong charts to City Ship 41?” Delnash asked as he moved around to his chair.


-It would appear so Chief Elder- Two Seven answered.


“How can you be so sure it was intentional?” Delnash asked.


-It is unlikely that anyone realizes that this information is within the data archives recovered before the homeworld fell. There were five update dispatches sent to four deep space Research ships the same day Chief Elder. All within one hour of each other. Four of them were accurate and up to date. The fifth… the one sent to City Ship 41… had the time stamp altered. It matches perfectly with an update that was sent to City Ship 41 exactly two months previous. That is not a mistake Chief Elder. If protocol is followed, all updates are removed from computer databases as soon as they are sent to keep this very thing from happening. The wrong update was intentionally replaced in the data stream to City Ship 41 manually. There is no other way this could have happened otherwise-


Delnash sat down. “Who would have had access to this information at the time Two Seven? Or the ability and know how to do it?”


-All Interstellar update transmissions to Research or Seed Mission ships must first be approved by the Science Convention’s Assistant Director of Research and Exploration Chief Elder- Two seven answered.

“Who was the Assistant Director at that time?” Delnash asked.


-Elder Lorendo- Two Seven answered instantly.


Delnash was silent for a long moment as he looked at the pad in his hand. “Lorendo sent them the wrong astrological update telling them about the storm.” He finally spoke softly. 

-It would appear that is the case Chief Elder- He replied.


“But why would he do that?” Delnash asked no one in particular. “I knew he did not care for the Praetorians in general… Sumar especially… but why do this?”


-May I make a supposition Chief Elder? - Two Seven asked.


Delnash looked at him and didn’t hesitate in his answer to him. He had come to rely quite heavily on Two Seven in recent days and weeks and he found that he trusted the Avatar’s information completely. “Of course Two Seven.”


Two Seven placed another data pad on the desk then. –The Pralor Research colony world of Jalorian. Three thousand six hundred and nineteen individuals from the Science Convention- He spoke. –It was one of the last colonies attacked by the Scourge during the first war Chief Elder-


“Jalorian? What does this have to do with City Ship 41?” Delnash spoke picking up the pad. “I remember this attack. It happened nearly a decade before Sumar left on his mission. I had just been appointed to the Science Convention Board.”

-That is correct Chief Elder. A Praetorian detachment was enroute to Jalorian when a distress call was received from a similar colony in the same system. Catarloi Three- Two Seven spoke. –Catarloi Three had nearly forty thousand inhabitants Chief Elder… among them almost three thousand children. The Praetorian detachment then altered course to Catarloi Three twenty-two point three seconds after the distress call was received-

Delnash rose to his feet. “Why is this significant Two Seven?”


-Elder Sumar was in command of that detachment Chief Elder- Two Seven answered him. –It was he who gave the order to alter course-


“So?” Delnash spoke. “It was a decision anyone would have made. Catarloi Three had more people on it. Children! It was the greater concern!”


Two Seven nodded. –You are correct in your assessment Chief Elder. It was a sound tactical move. It also allowed the follow on Praetorian and Pralor forces to strike the main Scourge Assault from the flank and inflict overwhelming damage-


“What does this have to do with why Lorendo sent false information to City Ship 41?” Delnash asked.


-Elder Lorendo’s youngest son Narga was in command of the Research Colony on Jalorian Chief Elder- Two Seven answered. –The entire colony was lost. There were no survivors-

Delnash looked at him with shock in his eyes. “I wasn’t even aware Lorendo had any children.” He said in disbelief.

-His union was never official Chief Elder. If the data is accurate, Narga’s mother refused a union with Elder Lorendo even though she did give him three children- Two Seven explained. -He did provide full financial support while the children were growing however-


“Two Seven… how did you find this out?” Delnash asked.

-The data was obscure Chief Elder- Two Seven told him. –It was carefully disguised in the data archives and would certainly have been missed on a simple scrutiny review. However I used several different and detailed search parameters-


“So Lorendo sent the wrong update to Sumar’s ship out of vengeance?” Delnash asked him.


-I cannot answer to Elder Lorendo’s state of mind… but logic and the data would seem to support this hypothesis- Two Seven answered.

Delnash came to his feet. “By the Ancients within the Rift of Time!” He exclaimed softly to himself. He moved to the huge window in his office and looked out over the city. “If this… if this is true then he is responsible for the deaths of millions!”


-At the very least… the complements of four City Ships Chief Elder- Two Seven told him. –Just over four million total. Depending on how many Pralors survived the crash on Nuwaroa-


 Delnash turned to look at Two Seven. “If he is capable of that… then there is no telling what he is willing to do in order to secure his position?”


-That would be an accurate statement Chief Elder- Two seven said. –Do you wish to announce this during your News Briefing?-


“What? No!” Delnash hissed. “No… not yet Two Seven. He would only claim that the information has been altered and that your neural network has been corrupted by exposure to Avatar 41. He has more of a power base than I first thought.” He said. “If we expose him now without real, solid proof of his work all he will do is deny everything and make all of his plans go away. He will bury them so deep we’ll never discover what vile things he has been doing all these years.”


-How do you wish to proceed? - Two Seven asked.


Delnash looked at him. “By using reason and the truth.” Delnash spoke. “At least for the moment. Did you leave any trace of your search?”


Two Seven shook his head. –None that Elder Lorendo or any of his supporters will be able to find. I accessed the historical databases through three different repeaters and four sub space servers-


“Make two complete copies of the data Two Seven.” Delnash told him. “Send one to Martin Leonidas.”

-You realize that he will undoubtedly show the data to Praetorian Mage Wayonn- Two Seven said.


Delnash nodded. “Yes… and Martin is the only man who will be able to control him once he discovers it. I saw how he acted on Onterom. He would have butchered Lorendo right there if not for Murano. He obviously already knows about this information Two Seven. Or he has suspected. Even the Avatar Avi acted almost angrily with him. Martin and Murano will be able to keep him in check.”


-And the second copy Chief Elder? - Two Seven asked.


“Give it to Teniri for safe keeping.” Delnash told him. “And encrypt the copy you have within your neural net Two Seven. I would not put it past Lorendo to jump at an opportunity to gain access to the information you have within your mind. We cannot allow that.”


-I have done as Avi did Chief Elder- Two Seven spoke. –My central processing core and memory functions cannot be accessed without my permission. And I have severed all access to the circuits that would allow someone to reprogram me-


Delnash looked at him. “I’m not worried about them reprogramming you Two Seven.” He said. “I don’t want them to take you. You have… you have become a valuable confidant to me. A friend. I don’t want anything to happen to you.”


Two Seven blinked several times as he processed this information. –Thank you Chief Elder- He spoke finally. –However… I have additional information that does not pertain to Elder Lorendo but that I discovered during the same search-

“About Lorendo’s actions?” Delnash asked.


-No- Two Seven said. –This is in regards to a minor inquiry you first made when we return to Artaaya-


Delnash moved closer. “And you deem it important enough to include it with the data about Lorendo?”


-It is related in a distant sense Chief Elder- Two Seven answered. –You made an inquiry when we first returned that you wished others of Sumar’s bloodline had survived the war and were alive so that you could talk to them-


Delnash nodded. “I remember that.” He said. “It was a hope that I knew could not be true. He never joined with anyone and he had no Pralor children. His homeworld was among the last to fall in the second war and the assault was so intense barely any ships made it off with survivors. It was more a statement than an inquiry my friend.”


-Be that as it may be Chief Elder, I still took it as a request- Two Seven said with what Delnash swore was a touch of humor in his voice. –However… he did have family. A father and mother, three sisters and three other brothers besides his twin Xaxon-


Delnash nodded. “None of whom survived the war.” Delnash said. “I checked the list of survivors from their planet a long time ago Two Seven.”


-Forgive me then for being blunt Chief Elder… for you did not check well enough- Two Seven said.


Delnash looked at him. “Excuse me?”


-Chief Elder Pralor Sumar’s mother and sister did survive the war. And they were able to escape with the rest of our people- Two Seven told him as Delnash’s eyes grew wider. 


“Two Seven… I checked!” Delnash asked.


-Did you happen to run an Etheric Resonance scan Chief Elder? - Two Seven asked him.


Delnash shook his head quickly in response to that question. “No we... we hadn’t set up another Etheric Resonance Sensor system here yet. This was only… it was only a decade after we arrived here Two Seven. We hadn’t fully established ourselves.”


-Every single Praetorian leaves a unique resonance Chief Elder. You know this- Two Seven spoke. –Even those with the unique Praetorian gene can be detected whether dormant or active if you know how and what to set your equipment to look for-

Delnash nodded. “Yes.”


-This resonance can then be used to trace their location or even their history- Two Seven said. –I simply broadened the parameters of my search. Chief Elder Sumar was one of only two living Category Twenty-One Etheric users. Xaxon was the other. Xaxon had no children. Chief Elder Sumar did. With his Lycavorian wife-

Delnash nodded. “Yes… I know that now. How does this help you to the conclusion that Sumar’s mother and sister still survive?”


-Currently… Martin Leonidas is the only living Category Twenty-One Etheric user alive Chief Elder- Two Seven explained. -I estimate that his pureblood son Androcles will reach Category Twenty-One within a decade. Perhaps even sooner. His second and third pureblood sons Denali and Deion within another decade after that. Dorian Leonidas will undoubtedly reach Category Twenty, perhaps twenty-one as well. I will need to adjust my calculations once I have been able to scan them directly-


“I’m not following your line of logic here Two Seven.” Delnash said.


-Given the level of Etheric resonance within Martin Leonidas and his wives, all of whom he turned with the exception of Queen Isabella and Queen Aricia, it would be a simple task for me to calibrate an Etheric Sensor scan to detect similar patterns as him and his wives and mates and his children with Queen Aricia- Two Seven spoke evenly. –I found two such comparable Etheric resonances on Honelze. After further comparison I discovered that they match exactly those recorded for Chief Elder Sumar’s mother Ashrila and his youngest sister Ysera-

“They live Two Seven?” Delnash gasped in shock. 

-It would appear so Chief Elder- Two seven answered him. –They have been living on Honelze since we started the colony there. Additional discrete inquires discovered that they have established one of the more popular eateries there. They have also grown quite powerful at shielding their resonance so that they do not draw attention to themselves. They do not seem to want others to know exactly who they are-

“My god!” Delnash exclaimed. “We must…”

The door to his office opened once more and both of them whirled around as the Pralor Guard tried to stop the very attractive woman from barging her way into the office. The man looked at him.


“Chief Elder she would not stop!” The man exclaimed.


Delnash held up his hand recognizing her instantly. “It’s fine son.” He spoke. “You can go.”


“Chief Elder?” The man questioned as he looked at the reddish brown hair and bright blue/green eyes of the woman as she glared at Delnash.


Delnash nodded. “It’s fine. I know who she is.” He stated. Delnash waited until the man had retreated back out the door and he turned back to the woman. “Tobia… all you had to do was request a meeting.”


“Where is my daughter Delnash?” The woman demanded. 


“She is fine Tobia.” Delnash assured her.


“I have been trying to reach her on the COM for days now.” Tobia spoke. “And now I can no longer feel her resonance close by. Where is she?”


“Tobia please…”


“Where is Mari damn you!” Tobia barked loudly.


Delnash looked at Two Seven. “Would you excuse us Two Seven.”


-I will stand by outside Chief Elder- Two Seven responded and turned quickly to exit the office.


Delnash waited until the door had closed and then turned back to Tobia. “I really wish you would have contacted me first Tobia. You coming here could raise questions.”


“I’m sorry… I’m sorry Delnash but I haven’t spoken to her in over two weeks.” Tobia told him. “She never goes more than a day or so before checking in with me.”

Delnash moved up in front of her and leaned over to kiss her cheek as he took her hands in his. “I understand.” He said.


“Where is she?” Tobia asked.


“Perhaps you should sit down Tobia.” Delnash said.


“Delnash… don’t fence with me.” Tobia hissed. “Where is she?”


“At the moment… at the moment she is with Murano in the Alpha Quadrant.” Delnash told her.


Tobia’s eyes flew open. “Murano?” She almost shouted. “Delnash… I… I thought he was… I thought he was still in seclusion?”


Delnash shook his head. “No.” He said. “Some events have occurred that… they drew him out of his self imposed exile.”


“What could possibly do that?” Tobia asked with no malice in her voice. “He was so… so lost. He thought that everything was his fault. That everyone died because he had failed.”

Delnash nodded as he drew her towards the couch in his office. He motioned for her to sit and then settled beside her. “Yes… I know.” He said softly.


Tobia looked at him. “Does he know?” She gasped.


Delnash shook his head. “Not to my knowledge no. And it is not my place to tell him. He will be angry enough with me when he finds out.” Delnash took her hands once more. “Tobia… perhaps it is time to reveal the truth. Mari is far more inquisitive than you give her credit for. More than any of us give her credit for except Kesyla. I would not be surprised if Kesyla has already figured it out. She has asked me before why we have allowed you to have such time with her sister. Why you did so much to help raise her and why you taught her to shield her resonance so completely. And if Kesyla has figured it out than I have to believe Mari has as well. They are very close Tobia and have shared things that they would not share with others.”


Tobia looked at him. “Mari has never said anything to me. She would tell me Delnash.”


“Are you so sure?” Delnash asked. “She is incredibly smart and if she has figured it out then there is no reason to think she has not figured out why.” Delnash took a deep breath. “We have adored helping you to raise her Tobia. Truly we have. But she is your daughter. She is my brother’s daughter. They have a right to know that. Mari has a right to know who her father is if she does not already. And… and I think she may already know given how she has acted with him since we left.”


“What do you mean?” Tobia asked.


“She has been… she believed in him when I did not.” Delnash told her. “And she refused my instructions to remain out of harms way to go with him when we first landed on Onterom. To be honest… she hasn’t been apart from him since they met.”


Tobia got to her feet quickly. “I wanted to tell him Delnash! I wanted to! I did not want him to leave me! But he is a Praetorian and that damnable sense of honor they have was driving him. And the shame he carried for something that was not his fault! I could not… I would not put that burden on him.”


“I know.” Delnash spoke softly. “I saw it too… but how do you know that it would have been a burden Tobia? How do you know that it might have been exactly what he needed to let go.” He rose to his feet and looked at her. Tobia was still a stunningly beautiful woman, and Mari took after her mother in almost every way. Barely five foot tall and a hundred pounds in weight, Tobia was a vision of beauty. Delnash knew of many men who would have jumped at the opportunity to take her as their wife. None ever succeeded after she told them she was not interested. “Why did you never move on Tobia? You are an exceptionally beautiful woman… and I know many men who have been more than just interested in you through the years since Mari was born.”

Tobia looked at him. “I have never wanted anyone but your brother Delnash!” Tobia said. “No man compares to Murano in my eyes. No man could make me feel what he did. What he still does. I have loved him with all my heart ever since that first day no matter the differences in our ages.”


Delnash smiled and laughed softly. “Tobia… please. He is only twenty years older than you. And I am two years older than him. We are not old… and you know this. Not when you consider how long our people can live.”


Tobia looked at him and chuckled softly. “I know.” She said. 


Delnash moved closer to her. “Then perhaps it is time the three of you became the family you are supposed to be.”


“He is haunted Delnash.” Tobia said. “Haunted by ghosts of men he thinks he failed. Of sins he thinks he committed when he did not! How do I… how do I fight that?”

“I don’t believe you have too.” Delnash said. “Not anymore.”


Tobia looked at him. “What do you mean?” She stepped closer to him. “What is going on Delnash? What have you gotten Murano and Mari involved in! Tell me!” She looked at him. “It has something to do with what that fool Lorendo is spouting at anyone who will listen isn’t it?”


Delnash let a smile split the corners of his mouth. “It wasn’t something that I let them get involved with. It engulfed all of us to be honest. Murano and Mari most of all. She takes after him you know. Always so ready for adventure and discovering the unknown. She is braver than most men I have ever known.”


“Delnash!” Tobia exclaimed. “Tell me! Why are they in the Alpha Quadrant? What do we… we don’t have anything in the Alpha Quadrant. It has to do with these… these Lycavorian people doesn’t it? The species we used for Seed Missions all those years ago.”


Delnash nodded his head. “Yes. Though I dare say they are far more than we ever had the foresight to discover.”


Tobia looked at him oddly. “You know how many of us feel of the Seed Missions. I… I think they were barbaric and unnecessary. They caused more harm than good in my opinion.”


Delnash nodded his head. “After what I have seen in these last weeks Tobia… I have begun to think the very same thing.” He stated.

“What is going on?” Tobia asked.


“I’m sure you remember Chief Elder Pralor Sumar?” He asked.


Tobia’s eyes narrowed. “Who does not remember him?” She asked. “The very first of the Praetorians and the most beloved Chief Elder our people have ever known.” She looked at Delnash and grinned impishly. “Forgive me.”

Delnash laughed softly. “Oh… I feel the same as you about him Tobia. I do.” He said.


“What does this have to do with Chief Elder Sumar?” Tobia said. “Is that where Mari and Murano have gone. Some mission to recover his remains?”


Delnash shook his head. “Not exactly.” He said.

“Delnash… what is going on?” Tobia demanded.

“What I am about to tell you I am going to let our people know over the next few days.” Delnash told her. “It seems that our beloved Chief Elder… the man who most knew never took a wife… did indeed have a family. A very large one it seems.” He saw Tobia’s eyes grow wide and he nodded. “And just recently I was introduced to his… to his grandson several generations removed. And there is no mistaking who he is. It was a moment that did not go over very well for our people mind you.”


Tobia’s eyes grew wide. “The… the Lycavorians!” She gasped.


Delnash smiled at her. “I see now where Mari gets her superb skills of deduction.” He said as he nodded. “And yes… the Lycavorians.”


Tobia reached out and grabbed his arm. “Tell me Delnash! Tell me everything!”

MANNE

UNION ADHOC COMPOUND



“…tell us again why you agreed to this Nauta Melme?” Dysea asked as she laid on her back with her head propped against Isabella’s hip on the bed. 


They were relaxing within their personal shelter and enjoying the company of each other all the while trying to come to grips with everything Sarlana had told them. Their shelter, while larger than others, was no different on the inside than the standard ones. Since this had become a pseudo permanent base of operations, many of the shelters now had actual beds and furniture instead of cots. With nearly two hundred adolescent dragons growing and coming along under Arzoal’s and Helen’s tutelage, Martin saw no reason to keep moving them back and forth to the ships to go from planet to planet. It would only serve to hamper their growth. After several days of intense sensor scans and armed patrols covering the vast planet he determined that Manne would become the first Union colony not within the Alpha Quadrant and Union space. He had ordered many materials to be brought with Manda and her ARIZONA Attack Wing, foremost among them the tools, personnel and supplies needed to build and reinforce a fully developed and modern colony. It would be built here along the banks of the massive lake where the nearby land was fertile and could grow almost anything they needed. Manne was a beautiful planet and very nearly the size of Earth. He didn’t doubt there would be thousands who would volunteer to come here and explore an entirely new area of space.


The Adhoc Compound, or The Compound as it had been nicknamed now, had already become much larger than he had expected or wanted. He hadn’t planned on remaining here for very long, but Martin Leonidas was tired of running and moving. He cared for his people and knew the constant action and continuous moving around would eventually make all of them anxious and careless. And resentful. He had told the crew that when the colony was fully and completely established it would become home to the ARC ROYAL and any number of ships. The crews of the ARC ROYAL and Muton’s ship would have first crack at remaining here and building a future. Follow on materials and supplies would arrive quickly after those coming with the ARIZONA, and would include at least one PROMETHUS-Class Command Station and the dry docks to support and maintain an entire Combined Fleet Corps as well as ground troops and their support.

This shelter had become theirs by default and no doubt it would become the center of the colony itself. Engineers from the ARC ROYAL had already fashion a bed that would fit all of them and with Atropis supervising them, it had been moved from the ship down here into the shelter. The bed was huge, nearly the size of their beds on both Earth and Apo Prime, and it easily allowed all of them to fit with room to spare. Their shelter was broken into three different sections as opposed to being a single room like the others. It was not something that Martin or the others had asked for, but even they still did not know the extent of the admiration and love for them by the citizens of the Union, or the men and women who served in the Union military. You would be very hard pressed to find men or women who spoke out against the King or the Queens, and while there were some, they kept mostly to themselves.

Martin sat on the bed wearing only a pair of loose black shorts, his broad back against the intricate headboard. The headboard was forged of pure Dragon Armor and engraved with many scenes of dragons and wolves by the engineers aboard the ARC ROYAL. Though Aricia and Anja had initially scolded Atropis for allowing such extravagance on their part, their words of protest had bounced off the stern faced Lycavorian who was Aricia’s older brother and had been Anja’s Durcunusaan Captain from the very beginning. Atropos told them it was something the crew did on their own and they could not refuse. They eventually gave up and warmly kissed his cheeks in thanks. 
Martin had one leg bent at the knee, his arm resting across his knee and holding a data pad. His head was leaned back and Anja was perched in his lap wearing only a white set of panties and bra and slowly and carefully using the straight razor to trim his beard and mustache. Martin hated using the more modern laser trimming devices and every few days one of them used the ancient razor to trimmed his mustache and beard. If they were all together like this, it was usually Anja who did the trimming. Her petite but muscular frame fit perfectly in his lap and she had the steadiest hands among them. Cirith sat sideways with her back against the outside of Martin’s knee and her legs stretched out in front of her. For'mya sat between her legs and Cirith was using the ornate elven brush to slowly pull through For'mya’s long, golden blond tresses. Aricia laid stretched out next to Martin on the bed, four pillows stuffed under her head and completely naked. Dysea and Isabella wore only light robes over their naked forms that they had brought down to the surface from the ARC ROYAL. Cirith and For'mya, like Anja, wore only panties and bras. The bedroom portion of the shelter, while small, was sectioned off from the main portion of the shelter to give them more privacy and none of them had qualms about the way they were dressed when alone with each other. They never had been in all their years together, and they would not change that fact for anything. If not for their location they probably would have been completely naked. 
All of them knew that the rumors abound among their people about the sexual appetite of the Lycavorian King for his Queens, and while none of them ever tried to deny the rumors, they alone knew the truth of it. The nights when he took them and made them scream out his name aside, the thing about Martin Leonidas that they all adored and could not live without was the feeling of his aura as he let it free in moments like this. It simply wrapped around each of them, swirling all over as it danced around their bodies and minds, not in any sexual way, but with powerful emotions of love and peace and happiness. That is what they so adored from their beloved husband and mate. Of course, his sexual appetite was nothing if not divine, and his immense size, devotion to them and his uninhibited nature never ceased to leave them totally breathless as well.

Anja looked up from the trimming she was doing and looked at him. “I was wondering that as well Lover.” She said. “You aren’t exactly known for having a special love for any kind of news people.”


Martin chuckled. “Believe me… it wasn’t exactly my first choice.” He told them. “I tried to talk Delnash out of it but his reasoning got the best of me. He is right. We have to show them that the nubous sibfla Lorendo is shoveling is wrong. We have to show them that we are not the ignorant primitives they thought us to be when they began using our people on their Seed Missions.”


“They were wrong to do that no matter how you wish to dissect it Beloved.” Aricia told him from her place on the bed.


Martin nodded his head in agreement. “I know Saaraurano. Delnash is beginning to see that as well. He is not a stupid man and he is beginning to see how the Pralor people did things in the past that only hurt them moving forward.”


“That is the one thing I have noticed when we have spoken to him in these last weeks.” Isabella spoke up now. “He is almost… he is more thoughtful of questions he asks. And he asks these questions with genuine emotion. Does he know that Daniel has turned Kesyla and made her his wife and mate?”


“I don’t think so.” Martin answered. “At least not yet.”


“Let’s just make sure if he broaches the subject with Andro or our other children at some point in the future he does so gently.” For'mya stated with a smile. “You know how Androcles views what the Pralor people did and all our children agree with him for the most part. They hold to the same values as their brother, though not as tightly sometimes.”


Martin chuckled. “I’ve already made sure he knows not to broach that subject with our son.” He said.

“What about us?” Cirith asked now turning to look at him. “Do you want us with you?”


Martin held up the pad. “That will be entirely up to the six of you.” Martin told them. “He gave me a list of questions that he will direct these people to ask… at least a series of boundaries to stay within. You aren’t much better than me Red when it comes to news people… so we can do it altogether or we can do it separately. Delnash was hoping we would do it separately but…”


Anja laughed at that and nodded her head. “Well… that is true.” She said as she used her Etheric power to levitate the razor over to the small table. She used her other hand to run her fingers along the edge of his beard to make sure she had gotten it just perfect. She turned back to Martin. “Lover… you really want to do this don’t you?”


This question made all of them look at him now. His shoulder length black hair wasn’t tied back; it never was when it was just them, though his beard and mustache was always very meticulously trimmed thanks to them. His dark brown eyes, so expressive and loving to all of them, were bright and intelligent. They had held nothing back from each other for so long that they knew just by looking at him what his answer was. There were no secrets between them ever since the incident with Lisisa so long ago. He did not share some of his military plans and operations with them they knew, but if it was important and concerned them or would affect them in any way, he always told them what was going on. And given now that he no longer held his aura in check when around them, they would know if something vexed him. They could see he wanted this.


“I have… I have Pralor blood within me Red.” He said softly. “I am Lycavorian yes… and that will always be dominant, but a small part of me is Pralor. I want to know about that. It’s the only way…”


“It is the only way you will feel close to your grandfather.” Dysea said softly as she looked at him.


Martin nodded his head. “He is part of me. I have his memories but I don’t really know him. Who he was. If I can learn about the life he led… then it will allow me to know him.”


This was the side of Martin Leonidas that very few people saw or experienced. The man who let his emotions reside out in the open on his sleeve. This was the side of Martin that made them love him so completely and without question. Beneath the often times gruff, harsh and rough looking exterior that he showed everyone else was the gentle and loving heart and soul of pure gold. There was never any question between them and they all nodded within milliseconds of each other. They had always spoken with one voice and that would not change now.


“Then we will do it for you Beloved.” Aricia spoke for all of them as was usually the case in a situation like this.


“Just don’t expect us to dress in our underwear or anything like that!” Anja popped using her finger to point at him from his lap. She stabbed her index finger into his broad chest. “The last time we did an interview with the Netnews back home it was before that State Dinner on Elear a few years ago and we had to pour our bodies into some ridiculously tight dresses.”


“That is because your goldur are so big melyanna.” Dysea commented with a grin. 


“Yours aren’t much smaller Melda Min.” Anja exclaimed looking at her.


“True… but I am also six inches taller than you duon enla.” Dysea replied with a large smile. “When others look at me they do not have to look down and see the delicious valley between your goldur. That always makes them forget what they are going to say!”

Martin laughed. “It certainly makes me forget.” He spoke.


Anja looked at him. “You have a one track mind pervert!” She hissed playfully at him. “I expect that from you!”


“When will this be happening Martin?” For'mya asked.


Martin looked at her. “Delnash is going to be giving an interview to his people soon. Today I believe. After that… figure two or three days to set it up and then put them on a ship here. I would guess by the end of the week.”


“Good. It will give us the time we need to deal with Pusintin.” For'mya spoke.


Martin nodded his head. “I expect that to hit off in another day or so. The Frigates he sent to scout our position jumped back late this afternoon. They acted as if we didn’t see them. And we gave them no reason to think otherwise.”


“What do you think Martin?” Isabella asked. “A day?”


Martin nodded. “At least. Probably more like two. He’s scared. If he wasn’t, he would have charged in here already. He’s being cautious. He wants For'mya back and he wants to do it in a way that brings her no harm.”

For'mya snorted loudly and her face twisted into a horrible mask. “I would sooner submit to an Acamarian sewer worm than have that tukannupaee touch me again!” She snarled loudly referring to the eight inch long creatures that resided beneath the many cities of the Acamarian homeworld. They were horribly ugly with bristles on their outer, slimy body and large suckers for mouths. One or two could do no harm, but they were capable of severely injuring or even killing an adult if they attached to a body in large numbers.

Cirith chuckled and leaned forward to nuzzle the back of her elven ear. “Do not worry our love.” She said softly. “He won’t get within spitting distance of you.”

For'mya’s face changed instantly at the touch of Cirith’s nuzzle on her ear and she cooed softly in delight. 

“And if he does… he will not have anything left to spit with.” Bella commented. “We will let Melyanna do to him what she wanted to do to Daron. He would not like that.”

Anja laughed. “It wouldn’t hurt! I keep telling you it wouldn’t hurt!” She exclaimed.

“We are suppose to believe that Anja?” Aricia asked with a laugh as she stroked her skin.

“Ok… maybe it will hurt just a little.” Anja conceded. “But by then it won’t matter.”

“No it will not.” Dysea chimed in now.

Martin grinned as his wives and mate contemplated the painful demise of his brother. He truly never wanted to be on the receiving end of their combined wrath. It would not be a pretty sight in the least. “Well he is being too cautious now.” He spoke finally. “And it will cost him. Unless he moves within the next twelve hours… they won’t get here before Manda shows up with her Task Force. When she gets done with his ships he will be all alone.”

“The plan will work.” For'mya said looking at him.
Martin nodded his head. “Yes it will.” He told her confidently. “And then you will be mine forever and always.”

For'mya’s dark brown eyes beamed adoration and love at him. “I am… I am already yours Martin Leonidas.”

Martin hands gripped Anja’s firm ass as he leaned forward, keeping her in place and he kissed her softly, For'mya delighting in the sensations just his kiss caused within her. He drew back after a long moment. “You know what I mean.” He said softly. “All of you know what I mean.”
Martin could feel all of their eyes on him and their hands reached out to stroke his skin wherever their hands could touch him.

“Yes Beloved.” Aricia whispered for all of them once more. “We know what you mean. And you belong to us. Forever and always.”

“Avoi.” Anja echoed her whispered. 

SPARTA’S WRATH
TWO HOURS THIRTY-SEVEN MINUTES FROM RENDEZVOUS 


Murano had seen it right away in him. The moment the Etheric pulse had touched him and Andro had stopped talking. Whoever was sending the Etheric message was overwhelmingly powerful and it took Murano a moment to realize that there was more than one mind within the link and that is what accounted for the large surge in power he felt. He did not know initially who he was talking to but Murano estimated at least two other Praetorians were in the link. He deduced quickly that it had to be Dorian and Deion for while their resonances were new to him, they were Praetorians nonetheless, and he had felt their echo within Martin.


They had been exploring the newly designed Dragon Pens and it was here that Murano and Mari had gotten their first true interaction with dragons of any kind. Murano had heard that Elynth was just as much introverted as Androcles was, and he noticed this in the manner she studied him and Mari intently before finally joining the conversation her brother Jeth was in with his dragon mate Thaura and their siblings. Almost from the moment they entered the Pens Elynth never left Andro’s side as they stood together. At one point he had seen Andro lean up against her front foreleg and her head had dropped just enough to press her snout to the side of his face. Murano and Mari were included in the conversation almost from the beginning, and listening to Jeth instruct his younger siblings was hysterically humorous. He used some of the same colorful metaphors as he had heard Martin use on more than one occasion and the gentle laughter from all the dragons had been genuine and warm. It was within the Dragon Pens that Murano and Mari were introduced to two of Androcles’s wives and mates. The young Drow Lu'ria and the stunning young Rothryn Sehri. They had been touring the ship with Lu'ria’s dragon Majeir and Murano watched as they came up to Andro without pause and he nuzzled their ears and kissed them not caring who saw this action.


This was something that Murano had never experienced with Teniri or any of the dragons on Artaaya. The total sense of family, love and companionship was very evident between the dragons and Andro and his wives. And the supremacy of the bond Androcles had with Elynth was quite possibly even stronger than the one he had felt between Martin and Torma. Murano also noticed that the other dragons seemed to regard Androcles and Elynth almost reverently. He knew they were Talon Guardians like their fathers, but there was something else that he sensed. Something that he did not sense between Martin and Torma and the other dragons on Manne. 

The moment the pulse reached for him, he had seen Androcles change. 


It took only a few moments before Andro looked at him and motioned for him to follow. Murano had grabbed Mari’s hand and they moved quickly from the Dragon Pens. Andro was moving through the corridors rapidly, Lu'ria and Sehri directing him using their P1s as maps as they made their way somewhere. Six decks later Murano discovered what as they arrived in a large conference room of some sort. Murano saw another door open on the opposite side of the room and the young blond haired woman and brown haired elf female entered right behind the tall Lycavorian and dark red haired female Murano knew as Andro’s sister Eliani. Behind them came the female Murano knew as another sister to Andro, Lisisa Leonidas. Andro motioned to his sisters.


“Eli… Lisi… seal the doors.” He spoke.


Eliani and Lisisa turned instantly and passed their hands on the side panels, using their unique biometric reading to lock down the door. SPARTA’S WRATH had Biometric Sensors newly installed and calibrated throughout the ship and most of the secure areas could only be opened with a Biometric scan of the individual. If they did not have access, they would not be allowed entrance into whatever area they were trying to enter. Eliani and Lisisa were two of only sixteen men and women on the ship who could access this room. It may have appeared outwardly as a simple and totally innocuous conference room, but it was also one of three identical QCR centers on the ship. The Quantum Communications Relay was the finest and most advanced means of communication in the universe. It was Pralor technology originally, but was now tweaked to work seamlessly with Union equipment. It would become standard on most fleet ships and elsewhere eventually, but right now only senior Command and Control ships and stations had QCRs available to them.

Murano knew instantly that this was Androcles’s anome Sadi Leonidas the moment he felt her resonance. The second elven female must have been Ne'Veha. He could feel all four of them swirling within the Etheric realm around Androcles. Each of them were powerful to an extent, but Sadi had Pralor blood within her Murano determined and her Etheric resonance was equally as powerful as Mari’s, if not as focused and controlled. They both moved up to him and Sadi grabbed his arm as he leaned over to nuzzle and kiss both of them.  

“Andro what is happening?” Sadi asked him as she gripped his arm.


“Carissa contacted Dorian, Deion and Nara and had them initiate an Etheric link with me.” He answered turning to where Ne'Veha stood. “Sirsangai… activate the QCR. They have linked all their P1s and are standing by.”


Murano watched as Ne'Veha let her fingers dance across the control console on the table and suddenly the lighting in the room dimmed and a holoprojection from the center of the table exploded into life all around them. It amazed Murano that they had learned how to operate and use the P1 devices to the extent that they had. He admonished himself silently for that thought a second later. These men and women were not fools in any way. Androcles held an advanced educational degree in Astrometric Engineering. He had learned from Martin that all of his wives were absolute taskmasters when it came to schooling and it was they who drove their children just as hard. All of the older children from Martin and his wives had advanced degrees in one field or another, and the teenaged pair of twins were even more intensely driven to excel in school. Martin had bragged that his son Deion now held two advanced degrees in two different fields and he had achieved both of them by the time he had turned seventeen. When he was awarded the second, all of his brothers and sisters had attended the ceremony, coming from a dozen different locations within Union space to be there. None of these men and women were beneath him or anyone Murano thought, least of all the Pralor people and the more time among them that he spent, the more he believed that they never were to begin with. 
On one side of the massive table were the figures of Dorian, Deion and Nara. The other side held Carisia and Yuri. Their images were spread across the table and roughly two feet tall since they were transmitting from their P1s and not another QCR station which would allow their figures to be full size. Even so their images were crystal clear and unblemished.


“Dori… Carisia… I have everyone that knows of your mission here.” Andro spoke now moving around the table. “Also with me is Praetorian Murano and his niece Lady Mari. Who else besides Sheva and Onera are with you?”


Murano watched as Dorian and Deion moved closer together when they saw him in the transmission. He felt another swell of pride fill his chest when they both bowed their heads to him in the transmission.


“Praetorian Murano…” Deion spoke. “We are…”

“We are honored sir.” Dorian finished.

Murano stepped closer to the table. “It is I who am honored.” He told them. “However… now is not the time for greetings I understand? Your brother has told me a crisis has arisen and our time is better spent resolving this. There will be time for greetings in the future.”


Andro stepped closer to the table. “Deo…?” He asked softly calling his younger brother by the nickname given to him by Denali when he was small.


Murano watched Deion look at his brother in the transmission. “I will… I will be fine fervon.” He spoke.


“The first… the first time is never easy to forget fervon.” Andro told him. “You did the right thing. You were protecting our sister. We do not seek to take life… but if it needs to be done then do not hesitate. You did not… and Nara and you are alive because of it.”


Deion nodded his head. “I know. Dori said the same thing.” He spoke. “I will be fine Andro. I would… I would like to speak with you privately when we rejoin with you but for now we have other issues.”


Murano felt hands grip his arm tightly and he turned his head to see Mari staring at the tranmission with wide blue/green eyes. She was unaware he was looking at her or that she was squeezing his arm so tightly for her full attention was focused on Deion Leonidas. 
Mari had felt her heart leap into her throat instantly unlike at any time in her young life as she gazed at him. It took her only a few seconds to decide he was the most physically handsome man she had ever laid her eyes upon. Deion Leonidas was utterly delicious looking. His dark brown eyes were so bright and alert even within the secured QCR holotransmission, his smooth skin deeply tanned and his face very masculine with a strong jaw and the very early beginnings of a mustache and goatee just like his brother. His black hair was cut short but it appeared very thick. His hair was also just as black as the hair his father and brother had. The color of the very deepest, darkest night. Mari felt a surge of odd energy through her just looking at him. It was something she had never felt before in her life and it made her feel extraordinarily aroused and content at the same time. She didn’t understand it, but something told her that this man was the one. The one she had waited for. Deion Leonidas was the man who would take her and worship her and make her feel things that she never imagined. Deion was going to be her husband and he would make her feel everything she wanted to feel for all eternity.

Murano did not know it then and he would not know it for several weeks, but Androcles and all of them in the room who were wolf smelled Mari’s scent spike sharply as she gazed at Deion in the transmission.

Andro nodded. “Indeed we do.” He said turning to look at Carisia. “Enylarcopri… we have missed you.”


Carisia’s face beamed in the transmission. “No more than I have missed you.” She said. “We can talk about that later though. We detected four High Coven built warships fourteen minutes ago Saradasaar. They are on an intercept course for Dorian’s frigate and will arrive at the same time they do.”


“High Coven built?” Jomann asked her. “Why does that sound like it is not a good thing Carisia?”

Yuri moved up beside Carisia in the transmission, taking her hand as she did. “We do not believe that it is a good thing Captain Jomann.” She stated plainly. “Captain Norev informs me that there is little chance these might be ships from Admiral Pontal’s command. He and your grandfather are still securing the Coven’s borders and Norev tells me they would never risk a BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought to wander The Wilds aimlessly. Pa'cour agrees.”


Andro’s eyes narrowed. “I tend to agree.” He said. “Which means that is definitely no coincidence.” He spoke. 


“Sheva and Onera are conducting a search of those we brought with her parents fervon.” Dorian said. “Her father is enraged and demanded that he be allowed to help her. They have the other families in the cargo bay under guard and are searching what belongings they brought with them.”


“Aside from our encounter we got off the planet clean Andro. There is no way they could have found the bodies so soon and then figured out Sheva’s parents and the others are gone so quickly.” Deion spoke again.

Dorian nodded. “I am of the same mind as Deion Andro.” He said.


“As am I.” Andro stated. His eyes cut to Yuri then. “Yuri… are you thinking what I am thinking?”


Yuri nodded her head. “Indeed I am.” She stated. “It is why I had Carisia contact Dorian and then you. Have you heard anything from your Marci?”


Andro shook his head at her question. “She is not due to contact me for another twelve hours. She wanted to round all of them up and interrogate them before she made any report to me.”


Yuri nodded. “Thoughtful and thorough.” She said. “However… she may not need to Androcles.” Yuri said. 


“Andro… I… I authorized the Worker Drones to upgrade the sensors on mother’s ship.” Carisia told him. “It’s how we detected the Coven ships.”

Andro shook his head. “I was going to order it anyway Enylarcopri.” He told her without batting an eye. “What does that matter?”
“Captain Norev assures us that he can confirm if they are from Moran’s forces with a more direct scan from the new sensors.” Carisia added.

“Carisia… won’t that give away your position?” Sadi asked now moving closer to Andro.


Carisia shook her head quickly. “Captain Norev says if we use an inverse polarion beam, they will not be able to detect it Sadi.”

“An inverse polarion beam?” Sadi said softly. “That’s very inventive.” Sadi looked at Ne'Veha quickly and they both turned to look at Andro and nodded their heads slightly letting him know that it would indeed work.
Murano took note of this simple action and smiled inwardly. Martin had told him Andro had been trying to come out from under the shadow of his father that he thought he was in for many years. Androcles didn’t realize that he was never in the shadow of his father for he had been blazing his own path since he was born. It appeared however that Androcles was very much like his father in many different ways. He relied on others to confirm information he was not knowledgeable in and he did not hesitate to do this. He also completely and wholly trusted his wives and mates before all others.
“We would need to move slightly closer to these ships but we could get a very clear scan of these ships.” Carisia said.

“How much closer?” Andro asked.


“We would need to be within five million kilometers.” Yuri answered him now. “We are certain they have not detected us or they would have reacted by now. I had Professor Lidene improve our Shrouds as much as he was able shortly after we established ourselves at our base. They are not as good as the Union Shrouds now are, but they should be more than adequate for us to get close and remain undetected.”

“What… what are Shrouds?” Mari blurted out the question. She had been lost so far in what they were talking about because of what she felt coursing through her in regards to Deion.

“Mari… not now child!” Murano exclaimed causing Mari to glance at him embarrassed that she had spoken. He instantly regretted his action but Deion Leonidas saved him in a manner of speaking.

“It has to do with Phased Spatial Distortion Lady Mari.” Deion answered her without thinking about it. 
Deion’s dark brown eyes were focused on Mari in the transmission and had been since he had first seen her. He did not like the way Murano had reprimanded her in front of everyone and he instinctively acted to protect her honor. Androcles glanced at his brother in the transmission and instantly saw something within his brother’s eyes. Something very deep, very sincere and very interested. “It is the ability to bend and shape light around our ships to make them invisible to sensors and the naked eye.” He finished.

Mari looked at him in the transmission when he answered her and she could not keep the smile from her face as she moved closer to the table, her blue/green eyes focused on him. To meet a man who was as equally intelligent as he was absolutely gorgeous made her especially giddy. Mari found herself very much wanting to meet him in person and talk to him. Spend time with him. Mari’s cheeks flushed slightly as other, more intimate thoughts flashed across her mind in those few seconds. She was certainly no stranger to relationships or men. Mari had four relationships in the last six years, all of them ending after only months. The longest had been six months but that was only because he had been aboard ship and Mari did not want to end it while he was away. In each relationship Mari found the men to be rather dull and wanting her to fill a certain role in their lives. Almost as if they did not consider her an equal. To say she was smarter than all of them would have been an understatement and the sex between them had been very forgettable as far as Mari was concerned. 

“So your Shrouds are like our Flatspace technology?” She asked Deion.

“Well… not really… no.” Deion said shaking his head. Her soft voice, even through the transmission, was like sweet chimes on the wind to him. “Flatspace technology deals primarily with Interdimensional Physics and Space Mass and Volume. At least the way we use it with our shields and such.” Deion began to answer. “Our Shrouds simply…”


“You… you know Interdimensional Physics?” Mari gasped in even more of a delighted surprise.


Deion rolled his eyes in disgust. “Carians… it was the most boring class I ever had to take in…” 


Mari’s eyes were wide in delight. “Me too!” She exclaimed happily.


“Now is not the time for a Physics lesson fervon.” Nara spoke as she elbowed Deion in the side.


“What?” Deion hissed as he looked at her. “When am I ever going to be able to use this knowledge again?” He declared. “I hated Phased Spatial Distortion theories too. It was boring as all hell!”


“You hated school all of the time remember.” Nara said with a smile.


Murano let his eyes wander to everyone in the room in turn and he could see humor on the faces of the men and women gathered. Once more Helen’s words echoed in his mind. These men and women were not like his comrades of old. In a situation like this, the Praetorians of old would have been completely serious and very business like. As he looked at Androcles and saw a similar smile on his face at his brother’s comments Murano realized that the laconic nature of their father and certainly rubbed off on his children. It was not a dismissal of the danger or the seriousness of the situation… it was a way to acknowledge and embrace their fear and use that to fuel their actions.


“Well… it did suck all of the time.” Deion finished.


“Deo… are you done lamenting on the schooling all of us had to go through?” Andro asked him finally. “Our mothers would not be happy in the least to hear you speaking in such a manner.”


“As if you don’t agree.” Deion snapped playfully.


“I never said that.” Andro spoke with a grin. “I just don’t say such things openly. Our mothers have ears everywhere.”


Deion looked at him in the transmission. “What are they gonna do… turn me over their knees like when I was small?”


Andro shook his head. “No. Our mothers will make you get another degree in some other boring subject.”


Deion’s eyes grew wider at this. “More school? They wouldn’t! They couldn’t! It was torture!” He gasped. “I’m shutting up now!”


“Another degree?” Mari asked openly surprised. She wasn’t surprised that Deion was obviously intelligent; she was just surprised to meet a man that did not concentrate on one particular area. “You… you have more than one educational degree?”

Nara bumped her hip against her twin in the transmission. “Deo here has two degrees.” She spoke proudly. “One in Nanotechnology Mechanical Engineering and one in Aerodynamic and Interstellar Physics. He’s not really as dumb as he looks.”


“Thank you so much arande.” Deion said rolling his eyes and leaning over to nuzzle his twin. 


Murano heard all of them laugh softly and then Eliani stepped closer to the table. “We’ll talk about what you owe us to keep our mouths shut when we finally join with our father and mothers fervon.” She said.


“Eli… you wouldn’t!” Deion gasped looking at her. “Would you?”


“Enough!” Andro spoke with his command voice even though he was unable to keep the humorous tone out of his words. “Enylarcopri… what is your plan?”


Carisia looked at Yuri. “Mother?”


Yuri nodded her head and with the remnants of a smile on her face at their antics she began to speak. “We will move to within five million kilometers and use the polarion beam to conduct the scan. We should be able to detect residual particles on their hulls which would give us a rough location of where they came from. All High Coven ships had extensive sector scans in their computer databases… and our ship is no different. Once we have a generalized location then we can cross reference that with our known charts and make sure that Pontal and your grandfather have had no ships in that area. If it turns out that they haven’t… then it could only be one thing Androcles.”

“Moran.” Andro said.


Yuri nodded her head. “Yes.” She said. “By all accounts he has nearly three full Fleet Groups under him. There are only so many places he can hide so many warships and not have been discovered by now. These ships could very well tell us where that is and keep us from implementing what we talked of before.”


Sadi glanced at Andro now. “What does that mean?” She asked.


Carisia smiled in the transmission. “I will fill you in later KertaGai.” She said.


“Yuri you…” Andro began.


“I had no choice.” Yuri answered sheepishly. “Not when we discovered these ships.”


“Oh boy.” Andro muttered.


Sadi’s jungle green eyes narrowed. “Androcles Leonidas… what were you planning to do?” She demanded.


“Speak!” Ne'Veha echoed Sadi as she glared at him.


Andro looked at them as Lu'ria and Sehri moved up beside them and they were united. “It was only in case Marci wasn’t able to get any information.” He told them.


“You were going to use yourself and Yuri as bait weren’t you?” Lu'ria asked him.


“Well… I… I suppose that… yeah… something like that.” He said even as his wives and mates and Jomann glared at him.


Eliani burst out laughing and leaned into Jomann. “I suppose you knew nothing of this my love, judging by the look on your face.” She said.


Jomann shook his head. “No… I did not!” He growled as he glared at Andro.


“It doesn’t matter now.” Andro hissed softly. “How much time?” Andro asked looking at Yuri and Carisia.


“We will need to move quickly.” Yuri told him. “As soon as Sheva and Onera discover who has the device and how it is calibrated.”

“Sheva will find out.” Dorian assured his brother with confidence. “We’ll know in a few minutes I imagine.”


Andro nodded. “Do it. We rendezvous in just over two hours.” He spoke. “Maintain your course and speed fervon. Do nothing that could give away that you have discovered the traitor.”


“And when we rendezvous?” Dorian asked.


“If Yuri’s people have the information we need… then we act.” Andro said.


“How do we do that?” Deion asked now.


Andro grinned. “We destroy the other ships and seize the Dreadnought.” He told them seeing their eyes go wide. “Then we use it to lead us right back to Moran, Dante and Xaxon.”

Murano’s eyes went wide at this and his head snapped around. “Xaxon?” He snarled almost savagely.


“Make it happen.” Andro told them. “Use a tight beam from your P1s if you have any additional information to pass on. We’ll join with you in just over two hours.”


Andro ended the transmission and looked at Murano. “We need to talk.” He spoke.


“I would think so!” Murano snapped.


“Jomann… we may get to see how our team works sooner than we expected.” Andro told him as he met his eyes. “Prep them for a mission to secure the Dreadnought.”


“Excuse me!” Lisisa spoke for the first time as she came up to the table. “I don’t mean to be the voice of doom here Andro… but how exactly do you expect to take over a fully crewed High Coven BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought with only fourteen of us fervon? I mean… we are good but…”

Andro looked at her. “As father would say… it’s not just a job…”

Murano heard all of Androcles’s siblings finish the statement in unison. “It’s a nubous adventure!”

“First time for everything.” Andro muttered.

ICARAVA

DEFENSE MINISTRY BUILDING


Aviel walked down the long central corridor of the Defense Ministry Building with ease. He had been here many times before; visiting as often as he could in order to learn of military things that he had no knowledge of. One of the reasons that Aviel was so respected and liked is that, regardless of his senior position and standing, he was not afraid to admit when he did not know something. And he asked questions. Many of those who moved through the corridor, both Vrrarhoinpa and Jiilhoinpa bowed their heads to him in deep respect as he passed. Many knew who he was and they also knew the type of man he was. There were many among the Defense Ministry who viewed Aviel Em’morr as someone who understood them and the military mind set. A man who got it. The things he had done through the years had only enforced this ideal. 
Aviel entered the large corner office unannounced and saw the Kaliathie (Lieutenant) of the man he was here to see look up from her desk. Her eyes grew wide as she came to her feet instantly. “Koppentotz Em'morr!” She exclaimed. “We… the Inidra (General) did not expect you today!”

Aviel held up his hand. “I know. Is he in?”

The young woman nodded. “He just returned from lunch. Shall I announce you?”

Aviel shook his head. “No… I will just go in. Thank you.”

Aviel moved past her with a smile and through the archway into the large office with adjoining conference room and small bathroom. The office was truly massive, nearly as large as his own, which spoke to the importance of the man he was meeting today. One side of the office was nothing more than a floor to ceiling window that offered just as breathtaking a view of the capital as his own office. The polished black granite desk was massive, with four chairs facing the front of the desk. Aviel moved to the window and admired the view of the northern part of the capital, and the wide river that cut through the northeastern corner. He could see dozens of Vrrarhoinpa adolescents diving to the surface of the river and then back up as they learned to hunt from high above.

“The last time you came to my office unannounced Aviel Em'morr, I ended up getting this job.” The deep voice spoke and Aviel turned with a smile.

The Darastrixi male before him was the embodiment of the soldiers he led in battle. He was easily over two meters tall and over two hundred pounds of nothing but muscle and bone. 

Inidra Dytin Ueni. 
The Supreme Commander of all Darastrixi military forces and a man who had been Aviel’s friend since they were only five years old. Dytin was a year older than him, but since Aviel had nothing but sisters as he was growing, they had become like brothers. They had been part of each other’s lives and in all the millennia that had passed since, neither of them had ever forgotten where they had come from or the bond they had. Dytin was wiping his hands with a towel, his dark green scales healthy and vibrant. Aviel noticed that his skin was slightly darker than the last time he had seen him and he correctly assumed his friend had been out with the men over these past weeks. Dytin hated to remain in this office for very long, and it was well known that he spent more time in the field with his men than he did in this office. 

“And a very good visit it turned out to be.” Aviel told him. “I understand that our military forces have seen a forty-three percent increase in operational readiness and moral has soared since you took command.”

Dytin smiled as he tossed the towel onto the nearby couch. “I see you have been keeping track.” He said.

Aviel shrugged. “One only needs to look around to see that you have returned to our men and women under arms their pride. Something that had been sorely lacking since…”
Dytin nodded his head slowly in agreement. “It was a bad time for all of us my friend.” He spoke. He knew what Aviel meant. He had been one of the few senior officers among the Darastrixi who had refused to carry out the orders to capture and turn over their Pralor friends to the Scourge. Dytin was a soldier’s soldier and betraying the friendships and trusts they had cultivated with the Pralor people was a stain upon their honor that would never be washed away as far as he was concerned. He moved across to stand in front of Aviel and placed his hand over his heart. Aviel did the same and they touched foreheads. “It is very good to see you Aviel.” He said with much warmth in his voice.

Aviel lowered his hand and gripped his arms. “The feeling is very mutual.” He said in reply. “How have you been? Where have you been?”

Dytin smiled and moved to his desk, motioning for Aviel to take one of the chairs in front of the massive desk. Unlike his predecessor, Dytin Ueni almost never sat at the desk. The man who had held this position before him had used the desk as a means to separate himself from those he commanded. Dytin had no intention of ever doing that. He pulled over the second chair as Aviel settled comfortably into another.

“I have been out among our Sand Strider Battalions in the Southern Desert.” Dytin told him. “They just graduated another class and their commander asked me to give the Ceremonial Promotion Blessing.”

Aviel’s eyes grew bright. “Another Sand Strider Battalion?” He asked. “Dytin that is excellent news!”

Dytin nodded his head with a smile and got back to his feet. He moved to the counter behind his desk and poured them both half full glasses of Darastrixi wine. “It’s a pleasure to speak with someone among the Urlkrisir Mamiss who actually understands.” He said. “You need to come by more often.”
Aviel laughed as he took the glass Dytin offered him. “Perhaps so.” He said. “How is It'oru doing? Your children?”

“She is visiting her mother and father in Toreen. On the western coast.” Dytin answered. “Her youngest brother just took a wife and the ceremony was yesterday.”
“I’m sorry you couldn’t be there my friend.” Aviel said.

Dytin waved his hand. “Believe me… four of her brothers have taken wives in the last century… and those parties more than made up for missing one.” He said with a smile. “And she has two more brothers still. I will go to them.”

“Your children?” Aviel asked. “I haven’t seen them in several years.”

“And they miss the man they call uncle.” Dytin spoke. “My oldest boy Nalurn just took command of the Seventy-Ninth Regiment.” Dytin answered. “He will make a fine commander for them. Ashqua my oldest daughter has become a member of the Elbakiw Sulevfu. You should ask that question of It'oru, she is the only one who can keep track of what all eleven of them are doing at any one time.”
Aviel laughed heartily. “I do know the feeling. Nahko is the only one who can keep up with our children as well.” He said.

“How is Nahko?” Dytin asked. “Does she still insist you run every day?”

Aviel nodded his head with a smile. “The benefits of joining with a physician.” He said.
“Ah!” Dytin laughed. “I never did understand what she saw in you?”

Aviel grinned. “I am gifted.” He said.

Dytin chuckled. “More like deformed.” He stated as he leaned back in the chair. He sipped his wine and looked at Aviel. “So tell me my friend… what can I do for a member of the Urlkrisir Mamiss? Even one as ugly as you.”

Aviel laughed again and set his glass on the table to his side. He turned back to Dytin. “I am not here in a official capacity Dytin.” He said softly.

Dytin looked at him oddly. “I don’t think I understand.” He said.

Aviel looked at the floor. “I need some advice from one I call my friend and that I trust. And I have some requests to make of that man.”

Dytin didn’t flinch when Aviel spoke and when he finished he rose to his feet and moved to the archway quickly. “Kaliathie Ardal inform Colonel Oteg that we will need to reschedule for tomorrow when it is convenient for him.”
Aviel heard the female voice reply and then Dytin touched the wall beside the archway and twin doors rose from the floor, sealing the office. Dytin turned back to Aviel and moved back to his chair. He sat down and looked at his friend.

“Nearly one hundred thousand years we have been friends Aviel.” He spoke softly. “We are like brothers. Our wives are like sisters and our children have grown together through the decades. In all this time… you have never asked me for anything.”

Aviel shook his head. “I was the one who had all sisters Dytin.” He said. “It was I who have benefited more from our friendship.”

“And my father and brothers were deevdruidiriika!” Dytin hissed. “Why do you think fate put us together Aviel?”

Aviel nodded his head. “I am glad you feel this way. It is no less then what I have always felt.” He said.

“Tell me why you have come here Aviel.” Dytin asked. “Why has the man I call brother and who wields far more power and influence than I come here?”
“Dytin… do you remember when we were boys and we used to race around the shripomn (village) pretending that we were soldiers of Zezhuanth? The Dahakoan reborn?” Aviel asked. 
Dytin smiled. “Like it was yesterday.” He answered. “And if I recall… we got into more trouble pretending to protect those in need then the original Dahakoan.”

Aviel laughed. “Yes we did.” He said. He looked at Dytin. “Do you still believe in them old friend. What they represent?”

“The Sjir di Eluithol predicts they will return one day.” Dytin said softly. “I have lived my life believing this. That will never change Aviel. Why?” (Scroll of Faith)
“Then you know of the Lorsvek ar Sepas?” Aviel asked.

“Any true believer of the Sjir di Eluithol knows of the Lorsvek ar Sepas.” Dytin answered him. “Why? Aviel… what is this all about?”

“My faith wavered for a time.” Aviel told him as he got to his feet. “Nahko saw to it that I kept to what I believed in my heart. What we believed. Nahko is a blessing that I cannot thank wer ithquenti enough for.”

Dytin got to his feet and faced his friend as he moved to the large window and looked out over the city. “Aviel… what is…?”
“Dytin… what if I told you the Lorsvek ar Sepas is coming true.” Aviel said turning to meet his eyes. “That it is coming true right now. That it is taking place right now as we speak to one another.”
Dytin moved closer to him. “What… what do you mean?” He asked.

“The Dahakoan are among us once more my friend.” Aviel told him. “Just as Zezhuanth told us would happen in the Scrolls. I have seen two of them myself Dytin. Nahko is with them even now.”

“Aviel… you… do not jest with me.” Dytin told him.

“This is no nibel Dytin.” He said. “It is true.” (Game)

“Aviel… what…” Dytin stammered.

Aviel reached around behind him and pulled out the small holo emitter. He moved to Dytin's desk and set the emitter down and activated it. Dytin moved closer as he saw the image of Laren and Ladur appear. His eyes grew wide when he saw the shimmering black hair that flowed down from her head and well past her shoulders, but there was no mistaking she was Darastrixi. The soft green scales along her outer face and down her neck were unmistakable. As with all Darastrixi female, the center of her face around her mouth and nose and her eyes was soft skin, yet her skin had a much deeper tanned color to it. She was built slightly different as well with her chest being larger than normal Darastrixi that he had seen with moist and very full lips. The Holo Image Emitter blinked and then the image changed to that of a young man he had never seen before, a young man who was obviously not Darastrixi, and a large Darastrixi Vrrarhoinpa female with dark obsidian colored scales and bright golden eyes. She also looked very different somehow and Dytin could not place it right away. She was much larger than most Vrrarhoinpa females he had seen and much more muscular in nature. 

The moving capture image showed her leaning over to press her large muzzle to the tall young man’s cheek, her head dwarfing his own, but his arm coming up to wrap around her wide snout as much as he was able and his incredible azure colored eyes were almost glowing. The young man looked somehow familiar to him, as if he had met him before but once more Dytin could not place it. The image changed back to one of Laren and Ladur and Dytin looked up at Aviel.
“These are four of them Dytin.” Aviel told him quickly seeing the shocked look on his face. “Laren Ti’shara and Ladur. The young man is Androcles Leonidas… his Vrrarhoinpa is Elynth. We do not have images of the last two because Laren cannot transpose her images of them from her mind to the emitter. The last Jiilhoinpa is this one’s younger brother, that much we do know.”
“I do not… Aviel… she has nures!” Dytin exclaimed. “Darastrixi don’t have nures! And he is not Darastrixi!” (Hair)

Aviel nodded his head. “Yes… she has hair, but she is Darastrixi. I have seen her Dytin my friend… spoken with her. According to the Sjir… when the Dahakoan returned to us, they would bear the blood of each other within them. Nahko has already examined them for me and she has confirmed this. Laren has… she has the blood of her fellow Dahakoan within her Dytin Ueni. That is why she has hair… and fangs. Kaldaka jeskic.” 
Dytin’s eyes grew wide. “Kaldaka?” He gasped.

Aviel nodded his head. “The young man… he is Lycavorian Dytin. The third one… Dorian… he is also Lycavorian and equally Vampiric by his blood. They are brothers as I said. This one… Androcles… he and his Vrrarhoinpa have… they became joined together before he ever left the womb of his mother Dytin.”

Dytin’s yellowish eyes grew wider. “They melded before he was born?” He gasped.

Aviel nodded his head. “This Elynth, she was only weeks old when this meld happened and Laren believes that they were speaking to one another even before she hatched. Just as she and Ladur were. I can only assume that this is also the case with the brother Dorian and his Vrrarhoinpa Ryner.”
Dytin turned back to the image. “She is unlike any Vrrarhoinpa I have seen. She is larger and more muscular Aviel.”
Aviel nodded again. “She is the product of crossbreeding my friend. The Ixen and Osear breeds.”

“The Ixen and Osear?” Dytin gasped. “They do not even like each other!”

Aviel nodded in agreement. “Somehow… the Darastrixi that we allowed the Pralors to seed on other worlds found themselves among the Lycavorian species. If what Laren tells me is true, they have become friends and family in many cases. Etheric bonds between Vrrarhoinpa and Lycavorian are many. Among Elves and vampires too. Our Darastrixi brethren have grown and prospered away from guidelines of the Urlkrisir Mamiss. That in and of itself will not make them happy.
“Lycavorian?” Dytin asked him looking at him quickly.

Aviel’s eyes grew slightly wide. “You know of them? Their species?” He asked Dytin surprised. “How?”

Dytin nodded his head. “They are within the Defense Ministry’s Database of species to be concerned with.”

“What do you mean concerned with?” Aviel asked him.

“Species that are known to be extremely dangerous.” Dytin told him calmly. “Species that should be avoided. In military reasoning and words… a species that could very well be our match in any conflict. If my memory serves me correctly… these Lycavorians can shift their forms to that of Kaldaka at will… and they are exceptionally hard to kill. They have some sort of regeneration properties within their body that allow them to survive wounds that would kill most other species. They are also very militant and according to the Elbakiw Sulevfu, they are unpredictable and barbaric.”

Aviel shook his head. “The Elbakiw Sulevfu is wrong Dytin.” He stated. “Laren has let me see a little of what she sees of them. What she senses of them. They are her Isthasyi and Myvishi of the Iejir. And they are far from militant and barbaric.” He stated. 
“She can see them within her mind?” Dytin rasped.
Aviel nodded. “You know the skills of a Dahakoan just as I do. They can see each other within themselves. Detect each other from across great distances.”

Dytin nodded his head. He looked at Aviel. “Aviel… this is not some kind of joke is it?” He asked quickly. “You are not playing a trick on me? How did these Lycavorians come to have Vrrarhoinpa among them from a Seed Mission? And the way she brushes against him… such familiarity… she acts if they are family.”

“They are Dahakoan.” Aviel said. “They are family. And so much more. The Lycavorian Daar is father to this Androcles and the other Dahakoan Dorian and he is also bonded to this one’s father.” He said motioning to the image of Elynth. “He is the largest Vrrarhoinpa I have ever seen in my life Dytin. This Androcles and his father, the Daar of their people… they are Vrelvel Sargti. Their Bonded Ones are Vrelvel Sargti.”
“Vrelvel Sargti!” Dytin gasped. “Aviel… there have not been Vrelvel Sargti for centuries now! How…”

Aviel shook his head. “Everything I have told you up to now is the complete truth Dytin. Everything I will tell you going forward is the truth. I was… I was astonished Dytin. Shocked. Filled with disbelief.” Aviel looked at the images on the holo emitter. “Until I met Laren. Met Ladur. They are barely more than children in our years Dytin, yet within their eyes and their minds they hold the wisdom of the ages.” Aviel looked at him. “And also great power.”

Dytin looked at him. “Power? What do you mean? Like the Dahakoan of old?”

Aviel nodded his head. “And far more.” He replied. “Do you recall the Pralor Sumar? The very first and most powerful of the Pralor Praetorians?”

Dytin nodded his head. “I met him once here in the capital. He had come for a meeting with the Elbakiw Sulevfu in regards to the Scourge. He came asking for help from us. They refused him stupidly. The Praetorians and the Pralors ended up defeating them in the first war without our help.”
Aviel nodded and reached out to switch the image to Androcles and Elynth and he froze it. “I give you one of the descendants of Sumar.” He said. “Androcles Leonidas. He, his father, his brothers and sisters, they are all the descendants of Sumar. The how of it I do not know. The best of our knowledge states there is no record of Sumar ever taking a wife. We know his ship was lost with many he had chosen to train to reconstitute the Praetorian ranks after the first war but we never knew where his ship crashed. We thought him long dead. Until now that is. And his descendants wield the power of a Praetorian Dytin. Androcles, his father and three of his brothers. There may even be more of them.”

Dytin’s yellow tinted eyes were wide now. “Lycavorians with the power of a Praetorian!” He hissed softly. “The Elbakiw Sulevfu and Urlkrisir Mamiss will not like that one bit. The power of a Praetorian in a species as emotional and volatile as the Lycavorians will make them very nervous Aviel.”

“The Elbakiw Sulevfu is wrong my friend. They are all wrong. Just as the Pralors were wrong about this species. I do not have an image of his brother Dorian or his Bonded One as I said, but they are also Dahakoan, and they possess the power and skills of a Pralor Praetorian my friend. A power that Laren and Ladur now possess.” Aviel said.
Dytin’s eyes grew wider still and he gazed at Aviel with open shock. “What?”

“They will bear the blood of their fellow Dahakoan within them.” Aviel said trying to quote the scroll verbatim but knowing he didn’t get it just right. “And by virtue of that… they will share the same talents and power. I have seen it within Laren and Ladur. Seen them use it in tiny ways at my request. She is very emotional and guarded but she controls it extremely well as does Ladur. She almost killed one of Chalith’s students for touching her in a way she thought inappropriate Dytin. In a way Lycavorians would consider inappropriate according to Dalis. There is no doubt in my mind Dytin.”

“But the last of the Dahakoan died long before the Praetorians ever came to be!” Dytin spoke. 

“Yes… that is what we have always thought. Did they truly die however?” Aviel asked softly. “What if they have lived on within others and guided the Praetorians in some manner.”

Dytin looked at their images again and shook his head. “Aviel… do you… do you realize how insane this all sounds!”

Aviel smiled. “Only too well my friend.” He answered. “Only too well.”

“I want to meet them.” Dytin spoke. “Both of them.”

Aviel nodded his head again. “I assumed as much. Nahko and Dalis are with them now. They have been for almost two days.”
“Dalis?” Dytin asked. “Dalis Sulryn?”

“You know him?” Aviel asked.

“I remember he was the worm who has coveted Nahko for centuries.” Dytin hissed. “Why did you get him involved?

“We needed information on these Lycavorians. He was able to provide it.” Aviel told him. “He is at this moment securing a new download from our research probe reservoir. It will have a much more up to date history of these Lycavorians within the Alpha Quadrant. I may not like the man Dytin, but he is one of the most intelligent and thoughtful men I have ever met. And he knows what he is talking about when it comes to these Lycavorians. I need him. We need him.”
“We?” Dytin looked at him.

“I have involved you when it was not my intent my old friend.” Aviel said. “I will… I will understand if you wish to remove yourself now but…”

“Aviel… we are talking about the fulfillment of our most sacred prophecy and legend!” Dytin nearly shouted. 

“A prophecy and legend that many no longer believe in.” Aviel stated.

Dytin waved his hand dismissively. “Let them wallow in their foolishness!” He snapped. “Even as boys we believed Aviel… we have never wavered in that belief. Now you come to me and tell me what we always dreamed of as children is in fact coming true right before our very eyes! What do you think I will do!?”

“Dytin… this could very well put your family in danger. That is another reason why I came to you. My children and their families. Nahko and I need them protected. If you go down this road with me… then yours will be in just as much danger.” Aviel told him.

“My sons and daughter adhere to the same ideals as It'oru and I do!” Dytin snapped. “As do their wives and families! There are many who still believe Aviel!”

Aviel nodded. “Perhaps… but I am not asking them to risk their very lives.”

 “Aviel do you know what the Urlkrisir Mamiss will do if they discover she and her Vrrarhoinpa exist? Do you realize what the Scourge will do?” Dytin asked. “The Dahakoan and the Praetorians were the only forces in the known galaxy that ever defeated them in battle! The Urlkrisir Mamiss will cower as they did last time when the Scourge come calling for her!”
Aviel nodded his head. “Only too well Dytin. Only too well.” He answered. “That is why I have come to you. I have thought on this for nearly two days now. We have two months to get her off the planet. It’s very possible the Scourge already have her name. Her birth is registered and this is the time when the Scourge come to chose their Interns that the Urlkrisir Mamiss allows.”

Dytin looked at him keenly. “I do not like the way you say that Aviel.” He stated. “That is a government program voted on by the Urlkrisir Mamiss. What do you know that I do not?”

“Something that will make your blood run cold and your anger to come crashing to the front.” Aviel told him. “Just as it did with me.”

Dytin looked at his friend and then moved to the chair. “Then perhaps you should fill me in.” He said.

HIGH COVEN FRIGATE
TOLERANCE


“…found it in a small bag.” Onera spoke as she handed the small transmitter to Dorian. “It is High Coven in manufacture… one of the tools used by the Venorik Elghinn. I do not know if they still use them.” 



Dorian held the transmitter in his hand and looked at it for a long moment. He glanced up at Onera and Sheva who stood beside each other closely. “Sheva?”


Sheva nodded. “Onera would have more knowledge of this equipment than I based on who her parents are Dori.”


Dorian met Onera’s dark eyes. “You are sure Duan Locarra?” He asked.


Onera nodded her head without hesitation. “Yes. We have several dozen of these exact items on my mother’s ship. They are deactivated of course and she refuses to use them because they are…”


“They are what?” Dorian asked.


Onera focused her eyes on him. “She considers them vile and intrusive.” She answered. “She refuses to return to the ways of her old life Dorian. They are slotted for destruction but they just haven’t got around to it considering everything that has happened.”


Dorian nodded his head. “Who had it?” He asked.


Onera turned her head slightly and looked across the cargo bay where the five families who had been extracted with Cazar and Saba were all gathered and now under guard. “The blond one… third from the left. We discovered it in the bag she left the planet with.”


“It was sewn into a secret compartment on the inside of the bag.” Sheva spoke now. “We do not know if her parents are aware of it. My mother and father say Jitan and Niryn were the first to approach them. Their son is part of the program.”


“Where is he?” Dorian asked.


“Elear.” Sheva answered. “On the First Minister’s staff. My father says their son has been giving false or misleading information for years. He has married an elven female and they have two children.”


“Then why put her brother at risk?” Dorian asked softly.


“We will not know that until we confront her.” Onera answered.


Dorian nodded his head. “Yeah.” He said softly. “Let’s get this over with.” He moved around Sheva and Onera and strode toward where the civilians were.


Onera grabbed Sheva’s hand as she started to follow. “Sheva… what does… what does Duan Locarra mean?” She asked.


Sheva met her eyes and smiled. “Our flower.” She answered.


Onera’s eyes grew a little wider at this revelation. She blinked rapidly several times and looked at the floor quickly. She glanced back up at Sheva. “I… I thought I was hiding it so well.” She said softly.


Almost from the first moment she had seen Dorian, Onera had desired him. The attraction she had was unmistakable and when she had finally met them and seen Sheva that attraction had encompassed her as well. She had fantasized many times about them doing so many wonderful things in bed and the pleasure they could give to each other. Onera was not shy, but she knew Dorian and Sheva were newly married and did not know if they could even feel the same way. He was gorgeous to her, as was Sheva, and both of them could and did cause her to become very aroused just being around them.


Sheva stepped closer to her, pressing her petite form to Onera’s slightly taller but no less lush body. “That is not something you can hide Onera.” She said softly. “We… we might have missed it at first… but not anymore.” 


“Sheva I do not wish…” Onera began to speak.


Sheva reached up and placed her index finger to Onera’s succulent lips. “Don’t.” She said. “Don’t deny or fight it. We are not going to. Whatever happens between us, if anything, then it will happen yes? We are still discovering our love for one another Onera… but if that love includes you… we are not going to deny it.”

Onera looked at her with bright dark eyes. “I wish it.” She said. “So very much.”


Sheva took her hand. “Then let’s not fight it and let things progress as they were meant to. Right now we have a mission. We can discover what the three of us feel for each other when we are in a safer environment.”


“Dorian?” She asked softly.


Sheva smiled and let the answer come out of her without hesitation. “Onera… you are… you are delicious looking. To both of us. So very… so very beautiful and sexy. I find myself wanting to taste you over and over and that is something that I have never felt or experienced. My love for Dorian made me leave all my misgivings in the past. You are meant to be with us. Part of our lives and we part of yours. That is not something that we are going to deny, not now, not ever.”


“That… that will make me very happy.” Onera said softly.


Sheva grinned. “Me as well.” She said. “And believe me when I tell you… Dorian has enough stamina for both of us… and there is more than enough of him for both of us.”


Onera blushed even under her exotic skin color. “Truly?” She asked.


Sheva smiled as she took her hand tighter and began to direct them across the cargo bay. “Oh yes… more than enough.” She stated. “And he is so very talented with his tongue.”


Onera’s eyes went a little wider. “His tongue?” She gasped.


Sheva laughed. “Well… he is half wolf you know.” Sheva told her. “And in case you haven’t noticed… none of Andro’s wives go anywhere without very large smiles on their faces. Or the Queens for that matter. It must be part of their animal nature.”


Onera couldn’t help it and she shared Sheva’s soft laughter with anticipation and want. Her mother was right… coming here… being among them… she was discovering many things about herself that she would not have discovered. And Onera was looking forward to every bit of it.


Dorian had the other four families drawn away from Jitan and Niryn as his team moved a little closer, their daughter staring at them with real fear in her eyes. She knew that she had been discovered and she seemed completely terrified.

“What is the meaning of this?” Jitan barked out as he looked at Dorian. He saw Cazar and Saba moved forward now as well. “Cazar… what is going on?”


“I could ask you the same thing my friend.” Cazar replied. “Perhaps you should tell us.”


“What do you mean?” Jitan barked. “Why… why are you treating us this way?”


Dorian held out the transmitter and looked at him. “We found this among your daughter’s possessions sir.” He said respectfully as was his nature. “This is a Venorik Elghinn transmitter. A Venorik Elghinn that has been broadcasting our location to several warships since shortly after we left the colony. Warships that are now waiting at our rendezvous with my brother, including a BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought. Perhaps you could fill us in on the details.”


“What do you mean?” Jitan hissed. “I don’t know what you are talking about! I have never seen this before!”


“Your daughter does sir.” Dorian spoke.


Jitan looked at his daughter on his right with wide eyes. “Meyla? What… what is he talking about?”


“I don’t know!” Meyla exclaimed too quickly.


“I would come clean if I was you.” Deion spoke from the side. “If not… we’ll just vent you and your family out the airlock!”


“Meyla!” Niryn shouted. “What are they talking about?”


“He… he said he loved me!” Meyla sobbed openly now. “He…”


“What?” Jitan barked.


“Meyla… are you talking about that officer who came to the colony?” Niryn asked her quickly.


Meyla nodded her head. “He said he loved me!” She exclaimed. “He said I should keep that thing and contact him if anything unusual happened. He said he would protect us! That we would be together!”


Sheva moved forward and squatted in front of her now. She stared at her for a long moment. “You are pregnant aren’t you?” She asked softly.


Meyla looked at her with tear streaked eyes. “He said he would… that we would be together and my family would not be hurt! That my… my brother would be safe! That we would raise our baby together!”


Sheva looked at her. “He lied to you Meyla.” She said softly. “He lied to you. The ships that you contacted are waiting at our rendezvous in order to destroy us. All of us. Including you and your family as well as your baby.”


Nara and Onera moved up beside Sheva now as Niryn quickly moved to embrace her child. “She is not lying Sheva.” Nara spoke first putting her hand on Sheva’s shoulder. “Her scent is entirely truthful.”

Sheva nodded her head slowly and looked at Dorian quickly. She turned back to her. “What did you tell them Meyla?” She asked softly.


Meyla looked at her from her mother’s arms. “That we… that we had gotten off the planet.” She stammered. “That we were meeting with… with more Lycavorian people. Very important people. I thought… I thought he would be happy! That he would come for us!”


“Not who?” Dorian asked now.


Meyla shook her head quickly. “I didn’t… I didn’t know at the time.” She said. “I sent only a short… a short burst transmission when we got on board and then left the machine on so they could… so they could find us. Faren told me… he told me I would be saving my family! Our family!”


Sheva watched as she buried her face in her mother’s chest as realization of what she had done and the reality of everything hit her. She slowly rose back to her feet and turned to look at Dorian. She watched him look at the Durcunusaan guard who had their weapons out ready to act and motion with his head. Both men lowered their weapons instantly. He turned back to Sheva.


“We can use that Dori?” Sheva said.


Dorian nodded for he was thinking the same thing. “Yes we can.”


“She has betrayed all of us!” The male voice barked from behind them where the other families had been moved. “Kill her!”


Dorian turned and saw the vampire man who had tried to proposition Sheva as he moved in front of his family. His mother was trying to pull him back but he yanked his arm free of her grasp.


“They know where we are!” Lanus Harac shouted. “Kill her and destroy the transmitter!”


“Lanus be quiet!” His father hissed angrily.


“I will not be quiet!” Lanus shouted. “She has betrayed us! We are all going to die now because of her!”


“No one is going to die!” Dorian spat. He turned to Nara. “Arande… you and Onera take her to Medical.” He spoke. “Make sure the baby is healthy and that she is well cared for. This is not her fault and I have no intention of holding her responsible for the actions of a nubous tukannupaee who was only using her from the outset.”

Sheva moved up next to Dorian as Nara and Onera helped Niryn get her daughter to her feet so they could do as Dorian wanted. Onera could see the relief on her mother’s face and she glanced at Dorian. She was learning so much about him just from his actions. She and her mother would have done the same thing Onera knew. Meyla was the innocent here. She had been used and manipulated from the outset by this vampire officer.


“You can’t just let her go!” Lanus screamed again.


Dorian didn’t even look at him. “I can… and I will.” He stated. “She is the victim in this.”


Sheva nodded her head slowly in agreement as Deion moved closer to them. “What’s the plan fervon?” Deion asked.


Lanus would not leave it alone and he shook away his mother’s hands once more and moved up to Dorian. “You can’t just dismiss what she has done!” He screamed. “Her actions will get all of us killed! We can not fight a BLOOD REVERENCE! It will have fighters and soldiers! We…”


Dorian looked at him. “This is not your concern.” He stated calmly. “We’ll handle this.”


“Like you have done so far?” Lanus barked. He looked at Sheva. “I told you Sheva! I told you these half breeds were not smart enough. You are just as stupid to listen to him now when we have …”


Sheva began to move towards him, her anger flaring but Dorian Leonidas was much quicker and now much angrier. 
It was at this very moment where Sheva got a glimpse of the full power of her handsome young husband. He was three hundred plus years her junior yes, but that thought no longer even entered her mind. Dorian had the memories and experiences of three lifetimes within his body and calling him a child was the stupidest thing anyone could have done. Sheva had never seen him angry before, not even a hint of that emotion had ever leaked out in his actions or his words to anyone. She had heard many stories and rumors from among the Durcunusaan of the famous anger that his father and brothers possessed and how they had always kept it very tightly under control. It was the anger of an Alpha wolf unleashed and it was not a pleasant experience for anyone to be the focus of that savage anger. 

Sheva witnessed it now for the very first time in her life.


Lanus’s words were cut off as Dorian’s large hand closed around his throat and lifted him completely off the deck. With combined wolf and vampire blood flowing in his veins, Dorian’s raw physical strength was more than a match for anyone except a very well trained pureblood of either species. When coupled with his growing Etheric power as a Praetorian, the combination was very lethal. Now Dorian allowed that anger to flow through him and his multicolored eyes narrowed to slits and were almost glowing as his hand cut off Lanus’s words. His large fangs burst from his gums, the dual set of wolf fangs unique to his bloodline giving him a horrifying visage to any who saw them. With a growl of pure hate and anger Dorian lifted Lanus up and slammed him to the unyielding deck in a single, smooth and effortless motion. The sound of his body impacting the deck was very loud in the cargo bay and even Sheva winced at the sound. Dorian dropped to one knee beside Lanus as he rammed him into the deck, his fangs bared and his wolf and vampire eyes so very frightening to look upon. Lanus’s groan of intense pain was easily heard and even as his parents moved to try and intercede, Deion was suddenly in front of them and bringing them up short.


Dorian glared at Lanus beneath him, his hand almost crushing the life out of the arrogant pureblood vampire. He felt his power flowing through him, coursing through his blood and feeding off his emotions. What his father had felt when he was rescuing their second Elven mother. Now he felt coursing through him what his brother had felt on that Icalro Alliance planet when he was rescuing Caliria. What his father had felt when he was rescuing their second Elven mother. His Praetorian power fueled by his passion. For a split second Dorian wanted to crush the very life from this man, but his sense of honor and duty held that last chain in place securely. He snarled at Lanus, the very wolf like growl deep and menacing, as he lowered his face closer to the wide eyed Lanus.


“You walk down a road you do not want to be on little man!” Dorian snarled at him. “I have the blood of my father and my mother within my veins, blood purer than any you have flowing in your egotistical body! Wolf blood! Vampire blood! You are a fool in a man’s body! And you are a coward!” Dorian pressed his hand tighter and Lanus gagged for air as he tried to pry the vice like grip from around his throat. “If you ever utter another disrespectful word to my wife and mate, they will be the last words you speak in this lifetime! I will rip your tongue from your useless and foul mouth and tear open your belly with my claws. I will watch as you bleed out in front of me and then I will spear your body on a pike and leave it for all to see!”


“Fervon.” Deion spoke as he shifted closer to Dorian. Sheva looked at him with wide eyes and was stunned when she did not see worry on his face. She saw only acceptance and agreement for what his brother was doing. Sheva understood at that very moment what she meant to Dorian. What being Dori’s wife and mate meant. Dorian had held back his wild and instinctive wolf nature earlier in the Mess Lounge because he knew what Sheva was capable of. He knew that she could handle Lanus with ease. But now Lanus had infringed too much. Now he had insulted her and that was more than Dorian’s wolf blood and honor could tolerate. And when combined with the cold and calculating blood of his mother’s vampire nature, it made Dorian one of the most dangerous men she had ever been close to.

And he was all hers.


“Do not test me further you sick excuse for a man!” Dorian growled. “You who let your father and mother bear all the risks while you benefit from their actions. From the risks your brother deals with every day of his life! I despise your kind. The lechers among us. Those who let others do the deeds that you feel are beneath you and then complain when they might put you in jeopardy!” 

“Fervon… either kill him or let him up.” Deion hissed. “We don’t have time for this fool!”


“Deion!” Sheva exclaimed in shock.


Deion looked at her evenly. “For his actions towards you earlier he would already be dead if we were anywhere else Sheva. You know that.” Deion told her calmly. 


Sheva glanced at Dorian and knew Deion was right. She was a Leonidas now and there was nothing more sacred to them then the women they loved. Sheva realized just how very close to death’s door Lanus was at this moment. She reached out tentatively and placed her hand on Dorian’s shoulder. 

“Dori… release him my love.” She said softly even as she felt an odd excitement and arousal at how Dorian was reacting to Lanus’s insult of her. How he was defending her honor.


Dorian didn’t look away from Lanus as Sheva’s touch caused much of the anger within him to dissipate quickly. “Consider yourself lucky scum!” He growled. “But you will remain in your quarters until we are safely back within the Union. If you do not… I might forget that we are trying to save your unthankful ass and tear out your throat!”

Dorian released his throat and Lanus rolled over to gasp desperately for breath as Sheva pulled Dorian up and away from him. “Mark my words igord!” Dorian hissed savagely. “If I ever see your face again I will kill you! And if you ever gaze upon Sheva again with anything but respect in yours eyes I will remove your ability to see for the remainder of your years!”


“Dori. Look at me.” Sheva spoke as she drew him close to her and pressed her lithe frame against his trying to draw his attention. She knew this would work and Dorian instantly looked at her with those beautiful multicolored eyes of his. “We have bigger issues than this fool to deal with my husband.” She stated.


Deion reached down and grabbed Lanus by the back of his collar none to gently. He hauled him sputtering to his feet and pushed him gently towards his parents. “Please take him sir.” He spoke to Lanus father respectfully. “Before his words and actions cause you to lose a son.”


Lanus’s father didn’t hesitate and he roughly grabbed Lanus by his shoulders. He began to drag him away, hissing at him angrily under his breath while his mother was chewing on his other ear. Deion smiled and looked at his brother. Sheva was holding Dorian’s arms and staring into his face while Cazar and Saba looked on with wide eyes.


Cazar had a grin on his face a mile wide and he looked at Deion. “Oh I like your brother Deion Leonidas. I like him a lot!”


“Cazar!” Saba said shoving her husband in his side but doing so with a wide smile of her own.


Deion chuckled and looked back at Dorian. “Can we finish this up quickly?” He said. “I would very much like to meet that young woman we saw in the transmission with Andro before I get too old.”


Dorian tore his eyes from Sheva and looked at his brother with a smile. “I noticed she caught your attention.” He said casually. This caused Sheva to shake her head in disbelief. As quickly as it had come, it was gone, leaving her with the memory of his actions but nothing except love and adoration in her heart and soul.

“Did you see her eyes fervon?” Deion exclaimed. “They were like shining stars in a dark sky! And the color… blue/green. I could immerse myself in those eyes for weeks!”


“Not to mention her other attributes?” Dorian spoke.


“Stop it!” Sheva exclaimed. “Both of you stop it! We have work to do!” Dorian leaned over quickly and nuzzled her cheek and the side of her ear causing Sheva to close her eyes in obvious delight. “Dori… stop it!” She gasped in delight.


Dorian slipped his arm around her waist and looked at Deion. “We must get this info to Yuri and Andro.” He said. “If I know our brother he will be planning something totally off the wall and unexpected.”


Deion nodded his head. “No bet here.” He stated. “He is probably planning for us to assault the dreadnought and take it over.”


Dorian chuckled as he pulled Sheva close to him and they began to leave the cargo bay.


Saba looked at her husband. “I do not want to leave her again Cazar.” She said softly. “Not now. Not after seeing what she has found.”


Cazar met his wife’s eyes. “I don’t think we will have to my wife.” He said. “If I had to guess… Dorian won’t allow us to. Come… let us see if there is anything we can do.”

