CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX
ALPHA QUADRANT

SPARTA'S WRATH

Androcles Leonidas dropped to one knee on the floor of the QCR Room and took several deep breaths as Armen moved away from the small podium control station on the other side of the room and moved across the distance to stand beside him.


-Androcles?- Armen questioned. –Do you require medical attention?-

Andro lifted his head slowly and took one last deep breath as he felt the resonances of his wives and siblings echo from the bowels within their new ship. They must have just landed in the landing bay and all of them were sprinting to where he was, concern swirling around them. He rose to his feet calmly and shook his head as he met Armen’s eyes. 
“No Armen.” He answered evenly. “For the first time… for the first time in a long time I feel like a great weight has been lifted from my shoulders. It feels… it feels refreshing.”

Armen looked at him oddly for a moment. –You, your father and a few others, you carry a sense of duty and honor within you that many do not Androcles. All Lycavorians cherish this sense of duty and honor, but you and a few others use it as a shield at times. While others do not.- He stated. –It is much more than others know and understand. It is a duty most could not carry.-
Andro nodded his head in agreement. “Perhaps we do.” He said. “My father told me once when I was a boy that it was ingrained in our blood because of my grandfathers and all they had to do before us. All they had done in their lifetimes. I am finally beginning to understand what he meant that day, but it also…”

-It makes you part of who you are.- Armen finished the statement. 

Andro smiled warmly as his azure eyes gazed upon the hulking seven foot tall avatar that had become a unique and intricate part of his life in so short a time. “You… you sound very much alive when you say that my friend. And full of emotion.” He told him.

-Yet I am not alive.- Armen told him. –I lack the necessary emotional and physical requirements that living beings exhibit.-
Andro’s azure colored eyes glittered in the light of the room and he stepped up to Armen without hesitation. “Are you so sure Armen?” He said with a smile seeing Armen’s eyes blink several times in what could almost be a very confused nature. 
“What is our status?” He continued quickly.
-The INQUISITOR is fully under our control.- Armen told him. –Murano has started back with the prisoner Dante Moran and Robert Moran is being transported in a separate ship. They will be detained immediately and escorted to the holding cells.-

“Their escort ships?” Andro asked.

Armen shook his head. –They chose to fight.- He answered. –I was forced to destroy them.-

Andro nodded his head. “There was no other option.” He stated. “I want full security measures active from the moment they come aboard Armen. Constant visual surveillance and they are not to talk to one another. Moran won’t be staying long anyway. Have a STRIKER prepped for transport as well. Once Yuri’s people have replaced our own on the INQUISITOR, bring them all back and set a course for Ukwav.”

-You will allow her to keep the High Coven ship?- Armen asked.

Andro nodded his head. “They will need a command ship for when they are not at their base. I… I have a feeling that Yuri and Pa'cour will be playing a much larger role in the future than even they think. They will need a ship capable of projecting their influence.”

-There are many who will not agree with that decision- Armen told him.

“Probably. Fuck them.” Andro answered bluntly. “They don’t have a clue what is going on and they never will.”

-We will stay with the original plan then?- Armen asked.

Androcles nodded. “Am'uur and the Prep team have reported in yes?”

-Per your instructions everything has already been arranged.- Armen told him with a nod. –Am'uur reported two point three hours before the assault began. I did not want to interrupt you. They are ready.-

“Have SirsanGai choose the flight team for the STRIKER taking Moran to the rendezvous Armen.” Andro told him. “I want no miscues on this.”

-Understood.- Armen held up the small data disc. –I transmitted the entire exchange to Dilaen’s personal P1. And the designated coordinates as you instructed.-

“She will know what to do with it.” Andro said. “And burst Denali about what has taken place. He will want to know what is going on. He has felt the shift in my emotions over the last hour and no doubt our father. He will be worried.” Andro turned when the double doors to the QCR room opened and Sadi led them all into the large room with looks of concern on their faces.
-I assume you did not tell them that the teleportation station was cleared by Admiral O’Connor and your mother’s medical staff for full operational status.- Armen asked before they were within earshot.

Andro grinned at him. “I may have failed to mention that to them… yes.”

Andro could have sworn he saw Armen smile before he answered. –Then I will leave you to explain it to them.- He stated and turned quickly moving for the other entrance.

Andro was about to reply that he was a coward when he felt Sadi’s hands reach for him first, followed in quick succession by all of his wives and mates and then his sisters. All of them demanding to know what had just taken place and if he was alright, their voices hitting him all at once with different levels of concern. Andro pulsed all of them with his aura as they crowded close to him, Carisia and Sadi pressing to his sides and Sehri to his front as Lu'ria and Ne'Veha pressed close to the backs of Sadi and Carisia. All of them could feel his Etheric resonance and how clear and completely uncluttered it felt. It was bright, pure power and clarity the likes of which they had never felt from him before. It very nearly took their breaths away and they looked at him with questions in their beautiful eyes but they were content to know he was safe and did not flood him with questions. It was not something that his siblings missed either and as was usually the case, it was Eliani who spoke what all of them wanted to speak and did so in her usual blunt nature.

“What the hell was that all about?” She exclaimed. “You just up and disappeared into thin air! What’s going on Andro?”

Andro nuzzled Sadi’s head and then Sehri’s cheek as he pulled them all closer to his body and held them. “Father has succeeded arande.” Andro told her seeing her green eyes grow wide in surprise as she moved closer to him, Sehri drawing her tight with her arm. “Justice for our mother and our brother and sister has been served.”
Lisisa stepped closer to him as well pressing between Dorian, Nara, Sheva and Deion, their arms drawing her close without conscious thought, even as her arms slipped around Sheva’s waist and then Mari, who remained attached to her brother’s side. “Then… Andro then...?”

Andro nodded his head. “Pusintin is dead.” He said softly. 
Deion Leonidas was the one who spoke as he lowered his head and spoke softly, Mari’s beautiful face turning up to look at him as he spoke what all of them felt. “And may his ano reside in the darkest pits of jorbhe for all time for what he has done.” Even though several of the words were spoken in their ancient language, Mari understood them fluently and it was only another sign to her that this is where she belonged. Understanding of and the ability to speak their language came to her in a matter of hours… not the years it would have taken someone else to learn. It was as if a door had been opened within her that had kept this knowledge locked away until now.
“Avoi.” Nara echoed her twin. 
“Kalis was seriously wounded while protecting our medwaw For'mya. He stepped in front of three bullets fired by Pusintin that were intended to kill her when he realized he was not going to win.” Andro saw Lisisa’s eyes grow wider then the rest of them at this news because of all his sisters and brothers she had been the most skeptical of Kalis and his ultimate intentions. “Medwaw Anja reached him in time and he will survive. We took casualties… our people took casualties… the Puma Bane did not act entirely as father predicted they would, but father and his team prevailed.”

“When can we…” Deion began to ask.

Andro took notice that Mari was beside him, clutching tightly to his hand and from her very clear resonance and scent, having no intention of being removed from his side. “We must let father and our mothers get control of everything again fervon. A day. Probably two. Then we can contact them on the QCR before we depart for the Beta Quadrant.”

“How did you…?” Dorian asked him softly. “You just up and vanished. Poof!”
Andro smiled at them feeling the love of family saturating the room as it always did when they were together. Only now it was different. Now it was as if a great weight and cloud of pain was lifting from all of them. He looked down and gazed into Sehri’s bright blue eyes and leaned over to kiss her softly. He looked back up at his brother.

“I may have forgotten to tell everyone that the Teleportation System is fully operational and very safe.” Andro told them with a wry grin.

“May have?” Eliani exclaimed. “Aur mida!”

“That is something we can discuss at another time.” He told them. “And I don’t mean your ass Eli.” He told her with a smile causing all of them to look at him shocked.

“Andro!” Lisisa exclaimed. “Andro… you just made a joke!”

Andro chuckled and nodded his head. “I suppose I did.”

“My ass is not a joke!” Eliani protested.

Andro released Sadi and the others and scooped Eliani into his arms squeezing her tightly in a brotherly fashion and buried his face in her hair. Eliani didn’t hesitate and hugged him back just as tightly as everyone looked on with wide smiles. They all knew Andro had a unique and special connection to both Eliani and Zarah but this did not bother them in the least. Andro set Eliani back down and looked at them. “Right now we… right now we have a debrief to attend.” He grinned even wider when he saw their eyes roll at that information. “Jomann, Torian and Ridor will conduct the brief. They’ll make it painless and quick. It is 1030 hours and when that is finished we can clean up and I will fill all of you in on what has taken place over a very large meal. I promise. There is much we still have to do and if I do not let our grandmothers know we are all safe I will not remain healthy for long.”

Eliani and Lisisa laughed at that statement. It was a real laugh; a warm laugh. A laugh filled with emotion that they had not been able to feel in a long time. Justice had been taken care of, and now they could go forward into the future and see what the unknown brought to them.

Lisisa stepped up to her brother and slapped his face lightly causing everyone to chuckle at this. “You better be quick about it!” She snapped. “I can feel them demanding to know what is happening and we are not going to suffer through an entire debrief without you.”

Andro met her smile and all of them could feel the sense of peace emanating from him as he smiled. “I wouldn’t think of it.” He said.

“Rensibfla!” Eliani spat as she snuggled happily in Jomann’s powerful arms causing all of them to burst into relieved laughter.

MANNE
SIX HOURS POST BATTLE

Radem watched silently from the edge of the clearing as the shoebox sized container was carried into the rear of the MENKLA transport a hundred meters away under heavy guard. He had done what his self proclaimed oath to Androcles had required and he had remained with Pusintin until the monster had long passed into the dark beyond. When he was certain that the monster was truly dead, though he did not care if it wasn’t so, he completely incinerated what remained of one of the butchers of his people. Androcles had been very correct in detailing how the great Marshall Pusintin of the Kavalian Federation would die, and it was not at all painless in the least. Half a dozen times Radem had waited and watched in the shadows as the monster known as Pusintin screamed and thrashed about on the cave floor in horrific agony as his bones and internal organs were eaten away and destroyed from within. 
It had taken four long hours to complete, but in the end all that remained of the first born son of King Leonidas of Sparta fit in the box now being loaded on the ship. Radem felt no remorse or regret for his actions, and he was quite certain Androcles felt none in the least. They had grown close over these last three years and in many ways Androcles Leonidas was now a brother to Radem. A lone brother to replace the four that had died by the orders of men who were not even worthy to give them. Androcles had bestowed much history of his people and especially his grandfather to Radem in their travels, and while he would never know for sure, Radem felt that King Leonidas the First would have approved of their actions.
Androcles and Radem had remained in constant touch, at least once a week during these last six months given everything that had occurred. Androcles had sworn to him on that planet so far away that he would allow Radem to have vengeance for his people. In doing so, he would also provide justice for crimes committed against Androcles’ second elven mother and hundreds of his people so recently committed by Pusintin and his cronies. He had gone to great lengths to insure that he kept that vow to Radem and now Radem would never question the resolve or the spoken word of Androcles Leonidas again. 

And he would insure none of his people did.


Radem had been correct in what he told Pusintin as he was sitting there dying. The name Soul Slayer had been given to Androcles Leonidas during a time of war. He and his Bonded sister Elynth had claimed more Evolli lives during that war then any single other. It was a vile curse in the native Evolli language, yet now it was a revered name on their homeworld. It had been since the day when Androcles and Elynth had risked their own lives to save the lives of nearly two dozen Evolli children right in their very capital on the very first day they had arrived to try and begin the healing. They had acted without any concern for their own safety and he and Elynth had kept an entire section of a collapsing building from crushing the children. It was a building damaged during the war and it had chosen this time to finally disintegrate. Using the amazing powers that they commanded, Androcles and Elynth had imposed their own bodies between the crushing steel and concrete and protected the children and the civilians who had dashed forward to rescue them. They had done this in full view of thousands of Evolli civilians who had gathered to lay their eyes upon Soul Slayer and his Bonded sister and millions more who were watching across the planet on the news feeds. 


That was the day that the rightful Evolli Ruling Quorum, now restored to power, and millions of Evolli had seen that perhaps not all hope was lost. If the two individuals who had claimed more lives during the war, who were feared by every Evolli soldier, if they could put aside their hate and anger at what had occurred and rescue the children of those who were thought to be their hated enemies, then there could still be hope for the future. That day had begun the rebirth of the Evolli as a people and a species, and none of them had looked back since. They turned their hatred and false anger towards who they now knew was responsible for a war that had cost too much on both sides. Over the course of the next six weeks, Androcles and Elynth, six Durcunusaan and six veteran Evolli warriors had blazed a path of destruction and death across The Wilds and Kavalian space. They had liberated hundreds of priceless Evolli artifacts that were the cornerstone of Evolli culture and history from the Kavalian animals and the pirate scum who had they had been sold to. Artifacts that would help to bring about the change so many knew needed to happen. Radem had been one of those six Evolli.
It was during one of these missions where Androcles had saved his life by taking a bullet intended for Radem’s head. The projectile had merely stunned Andro after slamming into his Dragon Armor encased helmet, but this had been the turning point for their relationship. This is what had brought them together.

Over the course of the next few missions he had spent many hours with Androcles and Elynth both. They had gifted him with the ability to speak to them with his mind and Radem had proven a very talented learner. They shared their time with him, spoke of battles fought and lives lost. When they discovered Radem too had been at Alba Tau and had voiced opposition to such an action, it brought them even closer together. They discovered he had tried to stop the attack and then had spent the next three days trying to save as many Evolli soldiers as he could. He had tried to tell the leadership that it was a losing battle. That the dragons and riders would never give up the remains of their dead. Radem was a soldier yes, but he had far more respect and knowledge of the men and dragons that his leaders so causally dismissed. Not one of them had listened to him and finally he had deserted with a hundred of his best soldiers to try and rescue and pull as many of their people as they could from that vile killing ground. 
Andro and Elynth in turn discovered that while Alba Tau had been a defining moment in their lives, it had also been a defining moment in the evolution of the Evolli as a species. It was that battle where thousands upon thousands of the Evolli had their eyes open to what was really happening, Radem among them. And what their actions had cost them. It was Alba Tau that had finally caused the Evolli people as a whole to step back and see just how badly they had been duped. Since that day Radem had been dedicated to seeing his people returned to the honor and trust they once held. He had been instrumental in ousting the false rulers who had led the initial coup against the elected government and he had been present to watch all of them executed. The unquestioned support of Androcles Leonidas and nearly two hundred Durcunusaan volunteers had insured that the rightful rulers were reinstated to power. This was an event that had never made the Netnews channels within the Union. The three hour long battle of the Evolli Quorum Council Building had been vicious and bloody, but Androcles and the Durcunusaan and Evolli troops under his command had held the Kavalian garrison troops at bay until Radem and his men had been able to wrench control back from those who had driven their people into pariahs of the universe. The Kavalians knew who had assisted the Evolli but were able to do nothing to stop them. The garrison troops were not Puma Bane and just Elynth’s presence during the battle had frozen many of them in fear. Radem had taken great satisfaction when the overbearing Kavalian Ambassador who thought he was so superior and untouchable to the Evolli had finally fallen. Radem had seen to his fate personally. It was a day that would now be forever cemented in Evolli history and only added to the respect and reverence many Evolli now felt for Soul Slayer and his Bonded sister. 
There were many Evolli who did not feel this way towards Androcles and Elynth. They had become mercenaries and scum who had chosen a life of violence and crime shown to them during the war. They were fewer in number now, and whenever they were found they were annihilated.

Radem turned his head slightly when he saw Miranda Lorian move up to where he stood. He knew who she was, though he had never met her before coming onto her ship for the trip here. He knew her history thanks to Androcles and he had spent eight hours with her on her ship during the journey. It was a bonding of sorts, though what had occurred during the war would remain with them forever. It had been a time of further healing for both of them however, and while they would probably never become friends, at least there was now forgiveness and a good amount of understanding and respect between them. 

And some measure of peace for both of them.
“I spoke with Andro before coming down here.” Miranda told him as she stopped beside him. “They had just finished their debrief and were setting course for Ukwav.”

Radem nodded his head slowly as he looked at her. “The settling of accounts. Yes… he told me this was what he intended before I departed to come here. Eliminating as many threats to the peace and stability of the Alpha Quadrant before he left to come here was a major goal of his. It just so happens that it blended perfectly with obtaining justice for the crimes committed against his family and so many others.”

Miranda looked at him evenly. He was a man she should have hated, but found she could not. Not after speaking with him for four straight hours on the trip here, certainly not after what Androcles had told her, and most especially not now after what he had done.

“Radem…” She began.

“No words need be spoken Admiral Lorian.” He told her. 

“Yes… I believe they do.” Miranda answered. “I… I hated your people. I hated them for what the war took away from me. Androcles and the Leonidas family… they took me in when I needed them. Even when the pain of their own wounds and memories was still fresh in their minds they… they made me part of their family and they did not have to. Their actions are what saved me.”

Radem met her eyes with understanding. “Much like Androcles and Elynth did with me and many of my people. They saved us.”

Miranda nodded in agreement. “Then you understand how much your actions this day have… you have helped me to defend and protect those I consider my family now. It is a debt that I can not repay.”

“There is no debt to repay Admiral Lorian.” Radem told her evenly. “If there is any debt to be repaid, it is the Evolli who owe it. And I have acted for them in part by my actions here this day. We have always been an insular species… even when we were members of the Union so long ago. The war… the lies we believed… I think it truly opened the eyes of many who did not realize our ways were old and useless. Androcles and Elynth saw something that first day they came to our world after the war. They saw what we were at our core and they knew then. Many of my people, those with what you religion in their hearts, they believe it is why they did not hesitate to save our children that day. That is the debt that can never be repaid Admiral. The debt of hope once more given to an entire species. A hope we may have never found without them. That is the debt that can never be repaid.”
“Well… once it gets out what happen here… that hope is going to explode into reality my friend.” Miranda told him.

Radem took the short sword from his back, now secured in the scabbard and held it out to her gingerly. “Soul Slayer wanted this placed with the monster Pusintin’s ashes as a sign to any who may discover them. A sign of death. No one must touch the blade Admiral. Without the medicines within the Union, even Queen Anja would not be able to save them if they suffer even a minor cut.”

Miranda took the sword and nodded. “I will see to it.” She stated. “You are not returning to the Alpha Quadrant I understand?”

Radem shook his head. “I will remain here. No doubt King Leonidas has many questions that I must now answer. Even he does not know what swirls within the mind of Soul Slayer. It is my place to explain to him what has happened these last months and years.” He looked at her. “It will no doubt be an adventure as you say.”

Miranda chuckled softly. “No bets here.” She stated with a smile of knowing. “You have my personal COM channel Radem. If you need anything… contact me directly. We’re here now and we’ll always be around.”

Radem nodded his head. “I… I do not think it will be necessary, but I thank you for the offer.” His eyes went to the transport. “Where will you take him?”

Miranda followed his gaze for a moment then looked back. “We found a planet much like Ukwav in the next system.” She explained. She held up the scabbard. “I’m going to put this and his ashes into a torpedo shell and then blast it into the ocean from orbit. Whatever part of his ashes that don’t burn up on entry will be lost in forty thousand feet of freezing water forever.”

Radem nodded his head slowly. “A fitting end to a monster who has caused so much pain to others.”

Miranda looked at him. “I meant what I said. Anything you need… contact me.” She told him. 

Radem bowed his head to her in respect. “I wish the stars and the gods to guide you in your travels Admiral Lorian.” He said. “As they now guide me.”

Miranda nodded and then turned to head back to the MENKLA as its engines came online and began to power.

A few moments later Radem sensed him approaching from behind but did not flinch as the MENKLA began to reach for the sky. He turned slowly and watched as the young King of the Lycavorian Union stopped only a meter in front of him. He still wore his combat armor, but his shoulder length black hair was now free and blowing in the slight breeze across the area. He dwarfed Radem in size really and without doubt could end his life in a blink of his eyes, yet Radem sensed he was full of questions. 
Standing before him was the father of Soul Slayer, and behind only his son and Elynth, the one who had been the dagger in the heart of his people. His people’s finest military minds could not outthink him, or outfight him. He seemed to be able to predict what they would do at nearly every turn, and he was equally as feared as his son by the vast majority of the Evolli military. Radem’s keen eyes and senses could detect several members of his personal team hidden from plain sight but watching no doubt. Not by his choice if Radem was a measure of character, but because they knew the worth of the King that they would so willingly follow into the darkest reaches of horror and death without question.

Radem dropped to one knee in respect, surprising Martin with this action.

“King Leonidas.” He spoke the words almost reverently. 

Martin seemed taken aback as he stepped closer. “I think we need to have a talk.” Martin told him calmly.

Radem lifted his head and met his dark brown eyes. “As you order my King.” He stated.

“And stop with that my King shit!” Martin hissed. “Given… given what has happened here I think that is really stupid! You saved the life of one of my Queens and my children and nephew. You bow to no one! Now get up!”

Radem rose to his feet as the King he and so many of his people were terrified of moved even closer to him. Androcles had told him that his father hated royal protocol and anything like it. He also said his father would honor him in action and words for what he would do. It would appear that once more Soul Slayer had been correct. “Milord?”

“How… how long have you been here?” Martin asked him.

“I arrived with Admiral Lorian’s forces Milord.” Radem answered.

“My daughter Zarah knew you were coming didn’t she?”

Radem nodded his head. “You might be surprised at what Soul Slayer shares with his beloved sister Zarah Milord. I discovered after our time together that she is… she and his sister Eliani are conduits into his soul. One only needs to be clear of mind to see this. You have seen this before no doubt.”

Martin rolled his eyes at that and nodded his head. “Now that… that doesn’t surprise me in the least. He has always been closer with them.” He said. “Zarah and Lucia have been hiding you this entire time? That’s why they remained here and didn’t return? They knew that he was sending you?”

“I would expect that this is what Soul Slayer intended… yes. They met me on Admiral Lorian’s ship and have kept me wrapped within the shadows hidden until the time to strike was upon us. My sincere apologies for the injuries suffered by your nephew. I was too slow in my actions.” Radem told him. 
Martin shook his head. “You saved For'mya and him.” He stated. “And Kalis is tougher than he looks. They have kept you hidden this whole time?” Martin asked.

“I have never experienced… the way they can move about within the shadows is most thrilling Milord. I have never experienced anything like it.” Radem said with a touch of happy adventure in his voice.
“What is your name?” Martin asked him. “Your true name. Your Evolli Spirit name.” He finished in a whispered voice only Radem could hear as he moved even closer.
Radem looked at him and it was his turn to be surprised. He smiled slightly after a short time. “I see Soul Slayer does indeed share many sacred things with his father.” He said.

“Not everything it seems.” Martin said.
“My Spirit name is Radem Holnari Convoasce Milord.” Radem answered the question without hesitation. The Evolli Spirit name was perhaps one of the most guarded secrets of the Evolli culture. Very few individuals outside of Evolli culture and territory knew of such a thing. When each child was born they were given a spirit name, to be used only by their dearest loved ones and most treasured friends and never spoken in public. Radem had told Andro his Spirit name on their last mission together. If Soul Slayer saw fit to tell his father the significance of an Evolli’s Spirit name, then there was truly hope after all.

“And what does it mean?” Martin asked him.

“From the beginning.” Radem answered.

“Then maybe that’s where you should start.” Martin told him after a second. 

“It is a very long story Milord.” Radem explained.

Martin nodded his head. “We all have long stories Radem.” Martin spoke in agreement. “Perhaps now would be the time to start sharing them instead of having to do all this sneaking around crap.”

“Soul Slayer once told me that you liked to sneak around.” Radem said and he relaxed quite a bit when he saw Martin Leonidas’s face break into a small grin and a flash of the child like playfulness that Androcles said resided in his father’s spirit came forth.

“Yeah… well… that is true… but now I would like to know what my son has cooked up in that brain of his. What other surprises has he got planned?” Martin said. 
Radem smiled slightly as well, revealing his sharp pointed teeth. “I bless that he now calls me friend Milord… but even I do not know what swirls within Soul Slayer’s mind. I do not believe I want to know. I do not believe anyone would want to know. Not if they wished to keep their sanity intact. Nor do I suspect anyone would wish to know what resides within your mind either Milord.”

“You continue to call him Soul Slayer. I thought the name your people gave to him was a curse in your language.” Martin questioned.
Radem nodded in agreement. “It once was Milord.” He stated. “Until the day you sent your son and Elynth to our homeworld on a mission of redemption and hope. Soul Slayer and his dragon sister. Their actions that day, and by extension your actions Milord, they changed it from curse to blessing.”

Martin’s eyes grew a little wider. “He… he never told me something happened the first day they were there.”

Radem smiled. “Then I would be honored to share this with you Milord. And so much more… if you would allow it.”

Martin stepped closer to him even still and looked directly into his red eyes. He reached up unafraid and placed his hand on the smaller man’s shoulder. “After what you did here today Radem Holnari Convoasce… after today… you have my undivided attention for as long as you like. And you have earned a trust I reserve only for my son and brother.”

Radem bowed his head deeply. “I… I am beyond honored King Leonidas.” He spoke. “I vow to never give you cause to regret the trust you have placed in me. Nor will my people if they are given the opportunity.”

“Walk with me Radem.” Martin told him. 

It would be spoken of to future generations of Evolli and Lycavorian in the centuries to come. The day the Lycavorian King and an Evolli assassin, once bitter enemies, walked side by side and spoke of the past and the future.


But most of all they spoke of hope.
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LIVAIJI SULEVFU FACILITY


Aviel stood with Shalu and Chalith as they gazed at where Laren and Ladur sat utterly still in the courtyard below. Neither of them had moved a single muscle for over four hours now and Aviel was becoming concerned. He had arrived to visit with her and Ladur and fill them in on what he was working on. Nahko and Dalis stood with the small group and they all turned when the doors to the large chamber opened and Laren’s mother and father entered with the huge form of Ch'teven directly behind them.

“Usjalil Robati…” Aviel stammered quickly. “Is there… what is wrong with them?”


Robati looked at her husband Yokra and then back to Aviel as they stopped a few feet from him. “We… I…” She fumbled with her words.


Yokra squeezed her arm and looked at Aviel. “We have… we have never seen them like this.” He said quickly. “This is new. They have withdrawn so far into the Etheric realm that we can not reach them. It is almost as if…”


“They are communicating with someone.” Ch'teven finished his statement.


Aviel looked at him with wide eyes. “What?” He gasped.


“I have nothing to base my conclusions on…” He stated as he lowered his massive body to the floor. “I believe that they are communicating with the other Dahakoan. At least in some fashion. Reaching out to them in some way.”


“They are powerful enough to do this Ch'teven?” Nahko asked astounded.


Ch'teven nodded his head as Chalith came up beside him. “Yes.”


“Perhaps not speaking directly…” Chalith explained. “But she has told us before that they can feel flashes of great emotion from the other Dahakoan. Even across the distance that stands between them. I do not know to what extent this ability has evolved but…”

“They have been somewhat agitated these last hours.” Nahko spoke thoughtfully. “I… I asked her about it but she deflected her answer to something else quite skillfully.”


“This was the first opportunity I have had to break away from my duties without raising suspicion and I had hoped to speak with her.” Aviel said turning back to look at where Laren and Ladur sat. “Have you been able to learn anything since we last spoke?”


It was Dalis who stepped closer now. Since arriving here with Nahko he had become truly enthralled about what was happening. He was fascinated with Laren and Ladur both and had spent several hours each of the last few days just speaking with them. He had no doubts or reservations about whether the Lorsvek ar Sepas was indeed taking place. His total faith in the ancients had never wavered in all his years and now he would be present to see a prophecy unfold. 

“I have been able to speak with her at length Koppentotz Aviel and…” He began.

Aviel held up his hand and looked at him. “Dalis Sulryn, given what we are all involved in now and the extreme danger it brings to all of us, I think you can dispense with formalities of rank and standing. At least when in this company. Don’t you?”


Dalis met his eyes and nodded his head with a small smile. “It would seem rather out of place.” He stated.


Aviel nodded as well. “Yes it would. Now… what have you discovered?”


“Her knowledge of the Alpha Quadrant and the species within is astounding.” Dalis told him. “Laren and Ladur both can name species and places and planets that are only held within the walls of the Elbakiw Sulevfu library. A facility that you well know is very restricted in who is granted access.”

Aviel nodded. “Indeed. Something I have never been very comfortable with.”


“Nor us.” Chalith echoed.


“I have been able to piece together small amounts of information with Laren’s help. She told me that the ones called Androcles and Elynth are bright beacons that she and Ladur can easily focus on. The other ones, this Dorian and Ryner, they are growing more powerful by the day. As they grow in power, it allows them to focus with more clarity. ” Dalis told him. “She told me the distance is still very great, but they can share images and single words. Not directly mind you, but through Etheric means. Like a waking dream state almost. She and Ladur believe the other Dahakoan are still trying to understand it all and that is why they have not reached for her openly.”

Aviel looked at him surprised and Nahko smiled as she took Aviel’s arm. “I believe Laren and Ladur have come to trust Dalis quite a bit in so short a time.” She told her husband looking up into his face. “They do not see him as a threat Aviel. They see him only as someone seeking knowledge. Just like themselves.”


Dalis looked somewhat embarrassed at this and shifted his feet. “It was not my intent to intrude…”


“No!” Robati spoke up now from beside her husband. She stepped closer to Dalis. “You have not intruded Dalis Sulryn. I have never seen my daughter smile as much as when she is speaking with you. And I have never heard Ladur bellow in laughter as I did the day you first arrived.”


“I… I have only inquired of them. Their thoughts and wishes.” Dalis said softly.


“That may be why.” Shalu spoke now causing them to look at her.


“Shalu?”


“Dalis is a scholar Aviel.” She continued. “A gatherer of knowledge. All of us… Chalith, Ch'teven, even me… we have been trying so hard to protect them because we know what they are; what they mean. This has come out in how we treat them. Dalis simply wishes to know them. Like her parents and brothers. He does not care that she and Ladur are the heralds of the Lorsvek ar Sepas.”


“That is not true!” Dalis spoke quickly. “I do care but I…”


“You do not allow that knowledge to override your keen mind and have it come out in the way you treat them.” Aviel put it all together as he turned back to look at Laren and Ladur. He turned back to Dalis. “That is a gift Dalis Sulryn. A gift many do not have.”


Dalis looked surprised at his words and it showed on his face. His feelings for Nahko aside, perhaps Aviel Em’mor was not as arrogant a man as Dalis first thought. He certainly did not act in such a way. “Perhaps… but my concern for them is there. The knowledge Laren and Ladur hold within them is far more detailed than any within the libraries Aviel Em'mor. It is broken and jumbled right now as I said, however I surmise that when they are finally united with the other Dahakoan this will change. Or if they are able to communicate directly within the Etheric realm somehow.”


Aviel looked at him. “You think this could happen?” He asked.


Dalis nodded. “Most assuredly.” He answered. “Everything that Chalith and the others have told me only supports this. And if I had to guess… the other Dahakoan will soon respond to their resonance… and once that happens the knowledge they have will be unlocked.”


“And this is… this is knowledge we do not want the Scourge to have.” Yokra spoke now.


Dalis shook his head quickly. “If I am correct… after speaking with them these last few days… I have come to the conclusion that buried within them is the knowledge of the ancients. Buried within the other Dahakoan is the knowledge of the ancients. All the vast knowledge that Zezhuanth himself obtained in his lifetime. He has blessed each of them with different parts of this knowledge and it draws them together from across the stars. When they finally are united, I believe when they finally are united, all of this knowledge will fall into place within each of them.”

“To include secrets the Scourge do not want us to have.” Ch'teven spoke now.

They all looked at him. “Ch'teven? What do you mean?” Chalith asked.

“Why else would they be doing this?” Ch'teven asked them softly. “Why begin to take our Maidens when for so many years we were ignored. They must have discovered something in the archeology site on Haradur. The ruins are the site of our original homeworld before we came here. They must have found something besides the missing scroll.”

Aviel looked at him. “But your people only found the scroll twenty-seven years ago.” He said. “The Scourge have been taking our Maidens for far longer than that.”

Ch'teven nodded his massive head. “Which means they found something else. Something related to why they began taking our females.”
“Your people found no Scourge among the ruins of the buildings where the Scroll was discovered Chalith?” Aviel asked.

Chalith shook his head. “No Scourge activity at all. The Team Leader said that the site appeared to have been abandoned for some time. Decades at least. He said it was quite odd.”

“And where did they find the scroll?” Aviel asked.

“The site had four chambers.” Chalith explained. “Three of them had already been open and they found nothing within them. The scroll was discovered in the fourth chamber. It was the deepest of the four and it appears the Scourge were preparing to enter it but then stopped. He said they had abandoned several caches of equipment.”

Aviel looked at Ch'teven as his eyes grew wider. “Because they already found what they were looking for?” He said softly.

Ch'teven nodded his massive head. “Or something of enough importance that it made them stop looking. It must concern the Dahakoan. Why else begin taking our females so soon after they abandoned this site. It has to be this Aviel. They must have found something that would eventually lead them to the chosen Dahakoan among our people. If they discover one set of Dahakoan… it leads them to the others. Buried within the mind and the blood of each of the Dahakoan is a secret or multiple secrets. Secrets that the Scourge fear. Secrets that the Scourge do not want us to have. It is the only explanation.”

“No… this is definitely not something we want to fall into the hands of the Scourge.” Chalith said softly.
 “Through the Maidens that they take they hope to find all of the Dahakoan and destroy them.”
Nahko shook her head. “No. I believe their intent is much more sinister and evil.” She told them.

Aviel looked at her. “Nahko?”

“I have reviewed all of the VID footage Chalith and the others supplied to you husband.” Nahko told him. “What they are forcing upon our Maidens is disgusting and vile and heinous, but it has purpose.”

Aviel shook his head. “I don’t follow.”

Shalu moved up beside Nahko. “Tell him Nahko. Tell him what you believe the vile monsters are doing.”

Nahko met her husband’s eyes. “I believe they are trying to discover the Darastrixi Dahakoan in order to breed her with Scourge Holy Elites.” She said seeing Aviel’s bright eyes grow wide in horror. “Those same Scourge made to look humanoid by the Pralor Xaxon’s fool interference in their life cycles.”
“For what… for what purpose?” Aviel asked his face and eyes showing the others how horrific he thought this action.

“To find a way to defeat them.” Nahko said. “Or a way to pass these skills to a Scourge Elite or Holy Elite within their genes so that they can use them against us.”

“Ithquenti!” Aviel gasped in disgust.

“We know that Xaxon betrayed his Praetorian Mage. What he did to her… to a Praetorian it was unconscionable. This is the primary reason their Chief Elder, his twin brother, disciplined him in the manner they did.” Chalith said. 

Aviel nodded his head. “They separated his mind from his body, forever damning his spirit.”

Chalith nodded as well. “He experimented on her and essentially made her one of the Scourge. He was trying to find a way to control them and instead made them even more evil and malicious.”

“And far more intelligent.” Shalu added.

“We know she is now the Scourge Queen and holds a great deal of hatred for anything Pralor. She would have knowledge of such things, at least in some manner.” Chalith said. “If she is aware of the Dahakoan, then it would be her driving this taking of our Maidens.”
“But they have already wiped out the Pralors.” Aviel spoke. “What would be the reason for doing this now?”

“Have they wiped out the Pralor people?” Ch'teven spoke softly as they all looked at him. “Laren and Ladur are living examples that the Pralor blood is not dead. And not just any Pralor blood… but that of their most beloved Chief Elder and the leader and most powerful of their Praetorians.”

“Sumar.” Shalu gasped.

Ch'teven nodded once more. “The blood and Praetorian gene of Sumar would lose none of its potency even mixed with these Lycavorians and vampiric individuals as it has been. If anything… it would be even more powerful, driven by the passion and emotion that we know these species thrive on.”

Aviel looked at Dalis. “Dalis?”

Dalis nodded his head. “I told you they were a passionate species Aviel.” He said. “After being able to speak with Laren and Ladur about them, it only confirms this for me. Can you imagine the power of a Praetorian and a Dahakoan driven by emotion and passion? Fueled by honor and duty? Those like she claims the other Dahakoan are.”

“My daughter knows what she speaks of!” Robati defended her only daughter and would do so viciously.

Dalis looked at her quickly. “Please… that was not meant as a slight Lady Robati. I… I believe Laren and Ladur with all that I am.”

“The Darastrixi are the only other species to ever fight the Scourge and defeat them.” Ch'teven spoke once more. “If they were able to conquer us, there would be nothing keeping them from expanding their influence across the stars, destroying and enslaving life everywhere they went. They know they must defeat us first however.”

Nahko nodded. “And finding the Dahakoan among our people and experimenting on them as they are doing to our Maidens… trying to breed them with their vile kind. Even if they were partially successful husband… making monsters with the power and abilities of Dahakoan and Praetorians to fight us… they would eventually wear us down and destroy us all.”

“They are nothing if not patient.” Chalith said. 

Aviel turned away from them and cussed long and hard in their native tongue. Nahko’s embarrassment at her husband’s action showed on her face. None of them had ever heard him speak such things before and they were all wide eyed in surprise. Aviel turned back to them and saw their faces and suddenly he was very embarrassed as well.
“Onelka ve.” He stammered in apology. (Forgive me) “I have spent much time around my boyhood friend Dytin Ueni these last days.”

“The commander of all Darastrixi forces?” Chalith asked. “You know him?

Aviel nodded his head. “We grew up together. Nahko and I are High Guardians to four of his children.”

Shalu laughed at this knowledge and nodded her head. “And boys will be boys no matter their background.” She said. “Very inventive boys it seems.”

Aviel looked truly embarrassed and his light colored scales almost turned red. He shook his head as Nahko pressed closed to him and wrapped her arms around his waist with a smile. “Just so you do not use such language around our children.” She said.

Aviel leaned over and caressed her cheek scales with his nose in affection and Nahko leaned into him. It was a typical show of love between a married Darastrixi couple and not often done in public. It caused Nahko to look embarrassed herself. Aviel turned back to them. “Their foul reasons for doing what they are doing is secondary at the moment.” He told them quickly. “We must insure Laren and Ladur are not discovered. Or hide them as best we are able. We can not allow them to suffer such heinous experimentation.”

“You can not hide us forever Koppentotz Aviel.” Ladur’s deep voice echoed from behind them and they all turned to see them standing just inside the archway of the door. Laren stood in front of Ladur’s broad chest and looked ridiculously tiny in comparison to him, yet for some reason it looked so perfect. Her fingers were stroking the scales under his thick throat as they watched them. “And the Scourge beasts would not find it so easy to take us.”
Aviel’s eyes grew bright and he broke away from Nahko’s embrace. “Laren! Ladur!” He exclaimed almost happily as he stepped towards them. He came up short as he remembered how Laren reacted to the usual Darastrixi greeting but it was Laren who smiled. She stepped right up to him now and pressed her hand to his chest, took his hand within hers and placed it over her breast as she brought her forehead towards his. Aviel instantly lowered his head to hers and felt the peace emanating from both of them within the Etheric realm. Aviel drew back when the greeting was over as was the custom and he looked at them. “It is truly a pleasure to see you both again.” He stated.
Laren smiled as well and reached out to take his hand in hers. She held it to her cheek and nodded. “We feel the same Koppentotz Aviel.” She said softly.
“Please child…” Aviel said his eyes growing wider at this display of emotion from her and he stammered his words. “Please… both of you are not children and you did not need to address me in such a way.”

Ladur lowered his head to just over Laren’s right shoulder. “Yet we do Koppentotz Aviel. It is our way of showing that we respect and honor your position.”

Aviel reached up without fear and placed his hand flat against Ladur’s cool scales and smiled. “When I arrived you looked so… I feared I would not be able to speak with you.”

Laren looked up over her shoulder at Ladur and then back to him. “Forgive us.” She told them. “We… we began to feel great clashes of emotions from our Isthasyi and Myvishi within the Etheric realm this morning.”
“Has… has something happened Laren?” Aviel asked quickly taking her hands in his. “Now is not the time to hold such things in child. Given what we have come to believe just in these last few days… we…”

“Laren my sister…” Ladur spoke and shifted his eyes to gaze down at her as she lifted her eyes to his. “We are among family and friends. We must not keep what we have discovered from them. Why else would Androcles and Dorian allow us to see it?”

Aviel looked back and forth between them with wide eyes as the others crowded around. “What do you mean?” He asked. “Have you… have you spoken with them?”

Laren stroked Ladur’s scales once more before turning back to Aviel and shook her head. “The distance is still too great for us to communicate directly unless they too are focusing.” She told them. “They… they are still trying to understand what is happening. And they are growing stronger as we speak. We have felt great flashes of emotion from them as I said. It affected us as well… and we were able to see images from them. They know… they know that we exist. That we are out here. Yet they do not understand it all. None of us do. But they…”

“They trust what they feel from us enough to allow us to see images.” Ladur continued for Laren. “Images are how they are communicating with us subconsciously. Something has been happening where they are that is keeping them from focusing their full power in order to communicate directly.”

“Their full…” Chalith gasped as he moved closer. “Ladur… are you saying that they could communicate with you here, even now, if they wanted too?”

Ladur nodded his huge head. “If they were to concentrate enough… yes. Androcles and Elynth could reach us by themselves if they wished it… but with Dorian and Ryner within the connection as well it would be nothing for them to accomplish this easily.”

“Ithquenti!” Nahko exclaimed. “Aviel… that would mean they are even more powerful than we first thought!” She said looking at him. “That Laren are more powerful than we first thought!”

Laren waved that off dismissively. “Whatever has been keeping them from focusing is now changing. We have sensed great relief and…” She couldn’t find the word and looked at Ladur. “Brother?”

“Filkiati.” Ladur said. “Justice.”
Laren nodded. “Yes… justice.” She said turning back to Aviel and the others. “Whatever has been happening… in concerns our Seoyl Svihelen. Terrible actions committed against them. They are… they are insuring that filkiati ui faestir.” (Soul Family)(Justice is served)
“And they are succeeding.” Ladur said.

“We have seen… we have seen some images of what has taken place and it…” Laren shook her head. “No… I will not speak of such horrible things.” Ladur lowered his head to gently brush his snout against her shoulder in a reassuring action and her arm lifted to curl around his lower jaw as much as possible. “The emotion flowing through them has allowed us to see images of what has taken place. Events that have occurred as recently as the last few months. It is almost over now as I said… and soon they will reach for us. When they do… we must be prepared to act immediately  Koppentotz Aviel. Their people have made tremendous technological advancements in just the last two decades alone. They discovered a Pralor ship on their former homeworld and brought it back to their world. Earth it is called. Just recently they discovered another left for the family by the Elders of the Pralor people before their homeworld was destroyed. They have been able to build many great and wondrous things from what they learned from this ship.”

“A Pralor ship?” Dalis asked. “You never told me this.”

Ladur shook his head. “We were not completely certain Dalis.” He answered. “Androcles is very… he is very cautious. We saw it within them this time however.”

Aviel looked at Dalis. “Are they… I thought… Dalis could they build something on their own from what they learn from the ship?”

Dalis nodded quickly. “From speaking with Laren these last days I can at least confirm that her Androcles and Dorian most definitely have the blood of the Pralor Chief Elder Sumar. Passed down to them from their father no doubt. All of them can tie their history and blood right back to Sumar himself. And as the first and by far the most powerful of their Praetorians, his bloodline would not have been diluted in any way through the millennia. Given their nature and the nature of many of the species that follow them, building something from what they learn from the Pralor ship would be an absolute given by now. They are not the barbaric and conquering species so many believe them to be.”

Aviel nodded. “I believe you my friend.” He said.

“Laren you are you and Ladur positive about what you have seen?” Ch'teven asked.

Laren nodded her face bright. “Oh yes. We saw… we saw the first ship among the many images passed to us. And another ship like it… but larger and far more powerful. We also saw and felt the reason why we know they will be coming soon.”

“What… what do you mean?” Aviel asked.

Laren smiled even more and her face became brighter and even more beautiful. “There is a Doraanar among them now Koppentotz Aviel. She is with them even now. The last of the Doraanar. And soon she will begin to help guide them. And they will come.”

That one word struck all of them as if they had been slapped.

“A Doraanar!” Chalith nearly shouted.

Aviel reached out quickly but took Laren’s hands within his gently. “Laren… Ladur… a Doraanar? You are certain child? You must be certain!”

Ladur nodded his head once more. “We have seen her image briefly. We… we don’t know how this came to be… but she is among them now and they know what she is.”

“Ini wer Ithquenti!” Shalu muttered. (By The Gods)
“Laren… if ever there was a time to share with us what you know… it is now!” Aviel said. “You and Ladur… you know what this could mean. The existence of a Doraanar? Her presence with the Dahakoan? This could…”

Laren nodded her head after looking at Ladur and then turned back to him. “We will share what we are able Koppentotz Aviel. Until we can speak directly with them however, we cannot share everything. We will not.”

Aviel nodded his head. “Anything more than what we have now is better than nothing child. It may help us to determine what the Scourge are doing and confirm why they are doing it. And it can only help us to protect you better.”

Ladur nodded. “We should probably sit down.” He stated. “This may take some time.”

SPARTA'S WRATH 

ELEVEN HOURS FROM UKWAV


The main Operational Briefing Room on SPARTA'S WRATH looked more like a huge gathering hall than a military briefing center for the ship’s senior officers. The OBR, as Armen had dubbed it, was easily sixty meters long, half that in width and high enough for even Torma to fit into the massive room through the two entrances. The enormous granite and oak table occupied fully one third of the room and was closest to the bulkhead. Nothing but stars could be seen through the room length wall of armored view windows that were divided into different sections and each could be sealed individually if need be. When the room was in use, three Durcunusaan Tech Officers were seated at the different consoles to immediately be able to pull up any information anyone in the room might need. These three officers had been chosen by Ben himself and held the highest security clearances known to exist within the Union military. They would be privy to information that most others would never know. At the moment they blended into the interior of the room as if they belonged. 


On the aft end of the OBR was a complete food and drink dispensing station and counter. It was connected to the main Mess Lounge five decks below and anything already prepared and packaged that was requested was instantly provided through the three dispensers. The Mess crew numbered over five hundred between the four main Mess Lounges on SPARTA'S WRATH, and they kept fresh fruit and warm bread stocked within the OBR when they knew it was going to be used. The Mess crew were from many different species to insure that all types of foods were made and offered. The fresh stocks of food would last for a full year before having to be restocked, while packaged rations they had enough of to last for five full years in space. Along the counter in the OBR were dishes and utensils for use as well as coffee and juice urns. A large refrigeration unit was a fixture on the end of the counter and was stocked with nearly any drink that was best served cold.

Along the opposite wall between the two entrances were glittering gold models of a dozen different Union Fleet ships, five on either side of the large holoscreen that continually cycled through a history of equally as many different Pralor ships and even some planets. The majority of the Lycavorian population had Pralor blood in them, even in minuscule amounts, and it was Andro’s way of honoring that history as well as their own.


At the moment, only half of the huge table was filled, all of them sitting in comfortable high backed chairs near the aft entrance and closest to the food dispensing station. Most of them had grabbed a few hours of sleep and a much needed meal and looked rested and ready to go. The Leonidas family members onboard had joined collectively in the Mess Lounge briefly to be together and enjoy the comfort of family and friends if only for a short time. Gorgo had broken into tears in Andro’s arms when he had informed her of what had taken place on Manne and after a long moment of holding his grandmother she had taken a deep breath and simply nodded her head. She took his face in her hands and kissed his cheeks before simply saying ‘thank you’. Andro knew she would come to terms with what he had done, but he also knew that she loved him for insuring that Martin had not been the one to kill his brother. Their gathering was not complete since many of their family was still absent, but it had been Dorian who had them all laughing within minutes of sitting down at the table. This served to ease the tension and final ebbs of the combat high that all of them felt.


The huge table had been custom built for one of the briefing rooms at Dreamland, but Ben thought it would better serve them on SPARTA'S WRATH. It could seat forty men and women, each position slightly indented in the table and the chairs attached to the framework underneath. They could easily spin their chairs completely around if need be. Each position had a small computer screen in front of it that would rise from the table surface when called.


The word from within The Wilds was spreading quickly that Admiral Robert Moran had fallen and that Union and High Coven forces had moved quickly to engage those loyal to him. Reports coming out of High Coven space were speaking of a massive space battle along their border somewhere that was more a massacre than anything as the ships under Robert Moran who did not give up immediately were systematically obliterated by superior Union and High Coven forces. Word also spoke of a smaller but far more important engagement that had taken place and resulted in the capture of Moran. No one knew how these reports were getting out into The Wilds, but information had never had a problem moving about almost at light speed in The Wilds. Those same reports spoke of a massive Union ship, far larger than anything anyone had seen before and it was under the command of Prince Androcles. It was this knowledge that led Andro to forgo moving under Shroud as they headed for Ukwav. SPARTA'S WRATH would not remain secret for much longer and why try to hide it now. This also caused any ship within five light years of SPARTA'S WRATH and the small High Coven task force moving with her to avoid them like the plaque and alter their courses to remain out of their way. No one in their right mind wanted to face the wrath of the Union Crown Prince and his famous temper. And if this new ship was traveling with High Coven warships, then it was safe to assume the peace he had brought to the two governments after so many thousands of years was solid and moving into the realm of complete and total cooperation.

Androcles sat on the end of the table, his back to the food dispensing station. The ends of the table angled inward and allowed two individuals to sit at the end on either side of his spot. When they entered the room it was almost like second nature for Sadi and Lu'ria to take spots on either side of Andro. Carisia sat to Lu'ria’s left, while Ne'Veha and Sehri sat to Sadi’s right. The only person to really take notice of this was Yuri and she had to smile inwardly as she watched. As with his mothers, Andro’s mates had developed an almost instinctive knowledge of where to sit when near him and it almost never changed. They did not bicker or argue on who would sit closest to him at any given time. Yuri had seen his mothers act in a similar way when with Martin, almost always taking the spots they did by instinct. It was just another example of the woman being totally comfortable with each other and the love they felt for Androcles. And the love he obviously felt for all of them. 

Eliani, Jomann and Brendi sat to Carisia’s left, followed by Dorian, Sheva and Onera, who had become their constant shadow much to their delight. Though nothing had yet happened between them, there hadn’t been any free time up to now, all present knew that it was going to happen sooner or later and this did not seem to bother Yuri or Pa'cour in the least. Nara was next, sitting beside Onera followed by Lisisa and Murano. To Ne'Veha’s right on the opposite side of the table Yuri and Pa'cour occupied the next chairs down that side, Tir'ut very happy to sit beside the uncle he was just getting to know and his Blessed Wife Normya happily beside him. The other members of his team were doing odd jobs across the trip and preparing for the final part of their mission onto Ukwav.


All of them were listening to Yuri as she was talking.


“… have already started back with the INQUISITOR.” She was telling them. “Some of Lidene’s people are already onboard and beginning to purge her systems. By the time she gets back to our base Lidene will be ready to do the final purge of her computers and reboot them with our command codes, programming and information.”

“It appears as if Moran’s supporters on Uzu Ozeib 7 have been backpedaling as fast as they can.” Pa'cour added. “They are the ones undoubtedly releasing this anonymous information to contacts they have within The Wilds.”


“Are you going to give this information to Narice?” Andro asked looking at Yuri.


Yuri shook her head. “Pa'cour and I agree. Robert was blackmailing these men and he had assets in place to kill their families if they did not do what he wanted. They were terrified of him Androcles. They were only feeding him minor information from what we know, but they do support Narice. Nameia will give this intelligence to Cha'talla and he will act on it if need be. And keep tabs on these men and women to be sure.”


“How many of Moran’s crew did not see things our way?” Andro asked her.


Yuri met his eyes from across the table. “Far more than I would like to admit to anyone.” She replied honestly. “Robert populated his ship with hardcore hate mongers Androcles. Men and women who could not see that their path was wrong and would eventually lead to the total destruction of the High Coven. All they cared for was the power that they could grab and hold on to.” She shook her head. “They were dealt with.”


“Marux was not on the ship.” Andro continued. “If he was… Elynth and I would have felt him.”


“If Xaxon was fully in control of Dante as we believe…” Murano spoke up from his chair. “He would have had the dragon bonded to the boy Dante removed from the ship.”


Andro looked at him. “Removed?” He asked.


Murano nodded his head. “He would not want the added problems being bonded to a dragon would have caused him. He was apparently having a hard enough time controlling Dante. He would have had the boy either send the dragon away or killed outright after severing whatever connection they had.”


Andro’s eyes grew a little wider and darker Murano saw. “Killed?” Androcles almost yelled.


“I told you the man was a monster Androcles.” Murano said softly.


“Murano… could he do that?” Lisisa asked leaning forward. “Sever their connection? I thought only Andro, my father; Elynth or Torma could do that. They… they are the only Talon Guardians alive.”


Murano nodded in agreement. “Normally I would agree Lisisa.” He answered. “But when Xaxon took control of Dante he would have sensed the Etheric bond immediately. You told me that their bond was marginal at best Andro, Dante and his dragon?”


Andro nodded. “Yes.”


“Then Xaxon would have been able to sever the connection easily.” Murano said. “From what I have seen between your father and Torma and you and Elynth… others as well… a true Etheric bond as you and they have, he could do nothing about. Ever. However, if the Etheric bond was for lack of a better word iffy at best to begin with, then he could sever the bond in any number of ways.”


Andro closed his eyes briefly and then opened them. “He isn’t dead.” He said. “I can still feel his resonance if only faintly.”


Andro my brother! Elynth’s voice echoed openly within the Etheric realm and everyone heard her. We must find him.


I know sister. Andro answered.


Yuri looked at him now. “Andro I… Marux was… he had become as twisted as Dante. Why would you…?”


“If Xaxon severed the bond then he is alone and lost.” Andro spoke. “Without Dante’s resonance echoing within him, his natural personality will reassert itself. I will not leave him to face his fate alone.”

I will look for him Andro. Give us a STRIKER and flight crew! Anthar spoke up now within the Etheric realm. Elynth and I will go!

As will I. Majeir echoed him.


We will too! Caydren chimed in, answering for him and Cinol both.


Andro reached out and activated the small COM unit built into the table top. “Armen?”


-Androcles?-


“I want you to scan for residual traces of small ships. Shuttles or transports most likely. Anything large enough to carry a dragon.” Andro looked at Murano. “How long before he would have acted Murano?”


Murano shook his head. “Not long. A day. Two at most.”


“Armen… extrapolate the mostly likely course the Coven ships would have taken when escaping Union space after the attacks on my sister and Dragon Mountain. Using that… scan for small ships that may have left their base course and gone elsewhere within The Wilds.”


“There is no need for this Androcles.” Pa'cour told him as he activated the computer in front of him. “I can give you the base course to work from. I may have spent all my time with Yuri when first leaving Earth but my men kept me apprised of our course and actions.”


“Armen… use the coordinates and course Pa'cour is entering and make your search off of that.” Andro told him.


-Understood.- Armen answered. –I will advise you shortly-

“Sister… use Anthar, Majeir, Caydren and Cinol and try to trace his resonance. Have Thaura and Jeth provide an event boundary to follow within the Etheric realm. Pull from them if you need to.” Andro spoke to the air. “Once you have found it… take our Mark II STRIKER.
We will start right away. Elynth answered. 
Andro looked at Ne'Veha in her chair. “SirsanGai… get with the Wing Commander and select a Flight Crew for our STRIKER Mark II. Send three Durcunusaan with them. They can search for him while Shrouded and when they find him, call for support if need be.”

Ne'Veha nodded and rose to her feet. “I will see to it.” She said. She kissed Sehri and Sadi lovingly before moving quickly for the door.

“I’m sorry Yuri.” Andro spoke softly turning to look at her. “We have to do this.”

Yuri shook her head quickly. “No. There is no reason for you to be sorry. I know what you and Elynth are. It is just another life that has been affected by our actions.” She said in disgust. “We… my mother, my father, my grandfather. They did it to us. And it is my fault as well.”


“Mother… you can not blame yourself for others actions.” Carisia spoke up quickly. 


“I was part of it all Risa.” Yuri told her softly meeting her eyes. “At least in some fashion and sense.”

Andro, Sadi and the others looked at her and saw her cheeks turn a soft shade of red. “Risa?” He asked with a smile.


Yuri grinned now in spite of herself as the happy moment returned to her. “When she was very young I tried to teach her name to her. All she could get out was Risa.”


Sadi laughed softly as Lu'ria leaned close to Carisia and nuzzled her cheek. “I like Risa.” She said as Carisia smiled warmly and squeezed her hand.


“So do I.” Sehri spoke up.


Andro leaned forward and looked at Yuri. “The past is the past Yuri and that is where it needs to remain as we go forward from here. If we can find and save Marux then I will save him. It is Elynth’s and my duty.” He told her gently. “The woman sitting in your chair however, that is the woman you were always intended to be. Accept who you are now Yuri. The true Yuri to be sure. If you wish to atone for whatever sins you may have committed, then that is your decision, but do not let that rule who you are now.”

Yuri met his eyes once more. “There are many who will not see what you see Androcles. You know that.”


Andro nodded. “Yes. But we all know what happen Yuri. Everyone in this room knows what happen to you. What you endured. They may not understand it… but your actions now will prove to everyone what we already know. I told my father once that the past has no place in the present or the future. We only need to remember it as a guide to what our actions now mean and represent.”


“Avoi.” Lisisa spoke softly.


Yuri looked at Pa'cour and then Onera and knew he was right. Whatever she may have done while Xaxon controlled her was in the past. She had found true and unquestioned love with Pa'cour and their daughter together was proof of that love. As would be the children they would have in the future. She had begun to make amends with two of her other daughters and she had a chance to make it so with Lisisa as well in the future. It was not an opportunity she was going to pass by. She took a deep breath and nodded her head. “You are right.” She said.

Andro sat back in his chair. “Good. I was beginning to sound like the Feravomir and I hate sounding like her when she gets into one of her lecture modes.”


This caused everyone to laugh heartily and Dorian leaned forward. “I’ll make sure I tell her you said that fervon.” He said.


Andro rolled his eyes and Sadi leaned into him with a soft laugh. “You left yourself open to that one my love.” She told him.


Andro grinned and nodded his head. “Yes I did.”


Murano had remained quiet while they talked. He had grown accustom to the almost laconic way that first Martin and now Andro and Martin’s other children acted in the face of great danger or large decisions. The gentle ribbing and what seemed like dismissive nature of the issues was not truly what it appeared to be. He had seen a small portion of what Androcles could do on the High Coven ship, and given his experience he had no doubts that both Martin and Andro would soon surpass even Sumar in what they could do. The instinctual nature and passionate emotion that always swirled through them was not a bad thing as so many Pralors and even some Praetorians once believed. It was a strength that could only add to their power and abilities. 
Murano knew he would have to speak with this woman Shiria that Andro had spoken of. She was the one who was in the lead at finding others who possessed the Praetorian gene within them, and he would need to discover what she had found so far. Right now Murano had purpose he knew and could grasp onto. And he accepted that purpose without question or doubt now. He understood why Sumar had not taken him on that journey so long ago and he blessed his friend and mentor for knowing what role Murano would play in the future.

Murano leaned forward knowing he had to be the one who brought it up but he first wondered once again where Mari was. She was blocking him now with Etheric shields that were incredibly powerful. Like she did not want him to know where she was or what she was doing. That she could do this surprised him somewhat for he did not think she could have received the training from just anyone to do this. He could sense a sincere attraction to Deion Leonidas that emanated from within her resonance from the moment she had first seen him in the transmission. He also noticed right away upon entering that Deion was missing from this briefing as well. Murano did not know how he felt about that considering what he knew Deion was. There was something different about Mari but he just could not place it. He didn’t know how he felt about Mari entering into a relationship of some sort with Deion Leonidas. He did not fear Deion would hurt her in any way, just the opposite actually, but he did not know if Mari truly understood how sacred Lycavorians took their relations. He would speak with her about it when the time was right, but now he had to make sure everyone knew what it was they were going to do.


“Androcles… perhaps now is a good time to make sure everyone knows what we will need to be aware of once on this planet Ukwav.” Murano said.


Andro met his gaze and nodded his head. “Yes.” He said. “You know more about this than anyone Murano. Please… share that knowledge with us now.”


Murano nodded and stood up. “It will… it will be neither pleasant nor quick to view what we will see… but it is the only way.”
At that moment… the only thing that occupied either Deion or Mari’s mind was each other and the absolute exquisite pleasure they had been experiencing for the last several hours. The concentrated desire for each other had built throughout the entire debriefing and continued to grow even during the meal with his family, coursing through both of them unchecked. It had finally been too much for Deion and he had excused himself from the large table and made his way out of the Mess Lounge. Mari could not stand being away from him and after fidgeting for several moments she had also excused herself. Only Androcles and his grandmother Gorgo took notice of their actions and Gorgo had glanced at Andro quickly and silent agreement had passed between them. What had been radiating from both of them, it was not simply a passing interest in each other, that much was completely obvious to them both. There was a overwhelming and uniquely powerful draw between them, something far more than a simple physical attraction and both Gorgo and Andro knew where it was going to lead.
Once Mari had cleared the Mess Lounge doors, she immediately began looking for where Deion had gone, reaching for his resonance within the Etheric realm instinctively. She needn’t have bothered for she had walked barely ten meters down the corridor before his powerful arms had swept her up and pulled her into the small alcove with the view window and stars as their backdrop. When his lips covered hers, Mari surrender to the raging emotions within her without a single doubt or question. As she wrapped her arms around his head and his kiss deepened, Mari could only whimper softly and meet his kiss with equal ardor. No man she had shared a relationship with in her young life had set her on fire as Deion Leonidas now did. His kiss was so fervent and consuming as their tongues danced together and his arms crushed her tiny form against him and he pinned her to the bulkhead. His very presence and powerful Etheric essence flowed all around her mind with powerful emotions of love and desire. Normally Mari would have tried to be much more discrete in her actions, but she didn’t care right now. Deion’s very clear and pure Etheric resonance pulsed only for her in a way that nearly overwhelmed her own senses. He was so powerful and warm and the emotion she felt pouring from him for her was utterly divine. And it matched exactly what she felt for him.
Mari didn’t remember how they had made their way to his quarters, only that the next thing she remembered was being under the spray of hot water in the shower as their exploration began. She remembered the trail of clothes they had left, tearing at each other to rid themselves of the confining garments and finally her gasp of blissful delight as they practically fell into the shower under the hot water and his hand ripped away the panties she had been wearing. It was then that Mari had been on the receiving end of the most incredibly enchanting experience she had ever imagined. Under that invigorating spray of water Deion Leonidas proceeded to simply explore every possible curve that adorned her four foot eleven body. He had begun at her head, brushing aside her brownish red hair with the gentleness of a newborn child and dropped his lips to her cheek and neck. Mari had no choice but to grip his thick arms in sheer fascination as he proceeded to trace and lick every spot on her petite body. There was nothing sexual about his exploration, his hands and lips and tongue content to simply caress and taste her skin under the hot spray of the shower and attempt to dry her with his tongue even as more water covered her. It was the single most devastatingly delicious thing Mari had ever experienced and even before he had slowly dropped to his knees before her she was clutching his shoulders for support and crying out in ecstasy as she shuddered in the most intense orgasm she had ever experienced in her life. At the time she had no idea it would only become even more incredible. With her back against the shower stall and her legs thrown over his wide shoulders Deion Leonidas utterly devoured her. A multitude of colors exploded within her mind, her mouth open in a breathless scream of bliss as he teased, tasted and feasted upon her in a way Mari never imagined in her wildest dreams. His strong hands cupped and caressed her breasts as he feasted on her, adding to her delight in a way that would never have her wish for smaller breasts ever again.
As she shuddered in the aftermath of his ministrations, her arms and legs wrapped around his shoulders and waist while she covered his neck and face with kisses, Deion had carried her to the bed in the large room. She recovered quickly however and he laughed as she shoved him down on the bed and began her own vigorous exploration. Deion Leonidas was without doubt the most physically perfect specimen of a man Mari had ever laid her eyes upon. She was far beyond caring about the suddenness and intensity of it all and she returned to Deion every bit of the emotion and sensation he had given to her. The tattoo on his left shoulder and arm was an image of his Bonded Brother she knew, and it was done with exquisite care and detail. His shoulders were powerful and broad, the muscles defined in excruciating detail. She spent many minutes tracing her tongue over his chest and abdomen, relishing in the power she had over him, as well as the delicious taste of his skin. When she had finally gazed upon what he offered her, Mari had felt a fleeting sense of fear as she watched it grow in her small fist. He was larger than any of her previous lovers by more than half and for a moment she doubted she would be able to take all of him within her petite body. 
That fear quickly joined all the others when Deion quickly rolled over on top of her and spent the next twenty minutes watching her cry out in rapture and orgasm over and over as he sank into her. Mari had wrapped her arms around his shoulders and all sense of time vanished as Deion sank into her with staggering slowness, until her legs wrapped around his hips and her ankles locked together over his powerful ass and he could no longer hold back. Mari screamed as they both erupted in a mind blowing orgasm that stole their very wits from them. 

Much to Mari’s surprised but sincerely blissful delight, Deion’s incredible manhood lost none of its steel like hardness buried within her as he was. His beautiful dark brown eyes found her blue/green orbs and for a moment he looked at her almost sheepishly while he furiously nuzzled behind her ears and licked her neck and cheeks, burning her scent into his mind. As Mari grew accustom to his size, their passion once more grew and for the next three hours the world ceased to exist around them as quite unexpectedly, their Etheric resonances and minds joined in a kaleidoscope of colors, emotions and sensations that engulfed them both as they made love with a heat and desire unmatched by anything either of them had ever experienced. After their first explosion Deion had been like a child with a new toy in his eagerness. They had made love in positions Mari certainly had never heard of, however all of them caused her to clutch at him in some form and revel in the hurricane like force of the orgasms as they tore through her. Mari had not been idle either, tasting him just as he had tasted her and while she could fit only half of him into her warm mouth, if Deion’s reaction was any measure it was more than enough for him. Even as her eyes rolled into the back of her head and Mari drank down his essence, she vowed to one day take all of him.

These were the thoughts that swirled through Mari’s mind now as she settled her sweaty body atop Deion’s broad chest, her breathing finally beginning to gain some semblance of normalcy. Mari dragged her tongue teasingly along his pectoral muscle before resting her head on his chest and feeling his hands hold her in place with their grip on her firm ass. Her breasts were crushed against his broad chest, their bodies touching in nearly every place they could. Had anyone seen them, Mari didn’t doubt they would not have been able to tell where each of them started and ended. Mari did not want to move for fear of having his immense manhood, still buried deeper inside her than anything she ever anticipated feeling, cause her to shudder in small aftermath orgasms. Mari was stunned at how everything felt so utterly perfect, almost as if she was made specifically to fit into Deion’s powerful embrace. Mari had never anticipated she could feel so content, yet it wasn’t simply the physical fulfillment. She had never felt clearer of head and focused than she was right now. 
It felt utterly celestial.
Mari lifted her head slowly and pushed some strands of her damp hair from her face and looked at his features. God he was beautiful she thought to herself. 

“Deion?” She spoke softly.

“If you… if you are going to say that this has all been a dream and it’s time to wake up then… then just run me through with my Nehtes now and be done with it.” Deion lifted his head slightly and looked at her with a sheepish grin. 
Mari smiled brightly at his words. “I was… I was going to say something similar.” She told him. “If you… if you had doubts.”
Deion reached above his head and grabbed the metal shelf on the wall above the head of the bed. Mari groaned softly as he shifted their position and even his semi hard manhood caused tiny tremors of pleasure to course through her as deeply buried within her as he was. He pulled them easily into a sitting position and then released the shelf to grab her firm ass, sit up and cover her lips with his own. Mari cooed in ardor and wrapped her arms around his shoulders once more as she returned his kiss.

After several breath stealing moments they parted and Deion lowered his head to firmly nuzzle the hollow of her throat and the valley between her large breasts causing shivers of love to make her tremble in his arms. “Doubts??” He rasped out the word. “Carians Mari… it was… that was absolutely, fantastically incredible!” He finished finally and looked up into her face with bright dark brown eyes and a heart stopping smile. 
Mari smiled and chuckled softly. “That is not even a grammatically correct combination of words Deion Leonidas.” She told him. “You should know better.”
“Who cares about grammatically correct?” He exclaimed. “You are… you are the most breathtaking and perfect woman I have ever seen in my life Mari. You are incredible and beautiful and your scent is… it is the sweetest I have ever experienced.” He told her in a more subdued voice staring into her eyes.

Mari’s blue/green eyes shone with love and she felt her heart leap into her throat at his heartfelt words as she took his face in her hands. “I was… I was going to say it was utterly divine.” She told him as she traced a finger down his cheek slowly. “Absolutely, fantastically incredible works too though!” She looked at him. “Can we do it again?” She asked with a delighted giggle.


“Yes!” Deion exclaimed. “Now? Here? Want to try someplace different?”


Mari couldn’t help but laugh at his eagerness yet again but she placed her hands on his neck. “I want… I want you to tell me something first.” She said.


Deion looked at her. “Anything.”


“How many other women have you made feel like you have made me feel this night?” She asked.


“Well… technically it’s not night and…” He began to answer.


Mari didn’t hesitate and she slapped his cheek lightly as she had seen his sisters do and he grinned up at her happily. “Deo!” She exclaimed in protest.


Deion’s face lost a little of his exuberance and he dropped his eyes for a moment. “I… I wouldn’t know how to answer that.” He replied softly. “There has…” He lifted his eyes to hers once more. “There has been only you.”


Those five words caused Mari’s eyes to widen in shock as she realized what he was telling her. “But… what you… Deo… what you made me feel? How…?”


“Did I hurt you?” He asked aghast. “I tried to go slow. I… anse… I wanted it to be… I wanted it to be perfect.”


Mari shook her head quickly and grabbed his face in her hands once more. “No! Deo no! You didn’t hurt me my love! Gods… what you made me feel is… I can’t put it into words! It was perfect! It was beyond glorious! Beyond wondrous!”


Mari felt his hands tighten on her ass and he pulled her closer. “I’m glad. Does that mean we can do it again?”

Mari looked at him and couldn’t help but giggle once more. She leaned over and kissed him deeply, relishing in the taste and feel of his lips. She drew back and let her fingers stroke his handsome face. “How?” She whispered. “How did you…?”

“How did I know what you would like?” He asked her. “What would give you the most pleasure and happiness?”


Mari nodded. “Yes.”


Deion shook his head. “I don’t know.” He answered her honestly. “It just… your scent is… it is intoxicating to me Mari. It makes my… it makes my blood burn within my veins like lava.”


“But you… you didn’t bite me Deo.” Mari said. “I’m not… I’m not even like you.”


“You don’t need to be wolf for me to want you Mari. Everyone has their own unique scent. Yours… yours drives me crazy!” He told her. “A Lycavorian will react this way to any woman whose scent does to them what yours does to me.”


“But… how… what you made me feel Deo.” Mari stammered. “It doesn’t seem like it could be possible.”


Deo gazed into her eyes. “Do you regret any of it Mari? Any moment?”


Mari’s eyes grew wide. “By the Ancients within the Rift of Time!” She gasped grabbing his face tightly. “Deo no!” Gods no!”


“Then why does it matter?” He asked her bluntly.


Mari gazed at him for a long moment, his eyes like dark pools of emotion that she could gaze into and see his soul. “It doesn’t.” She said finally. “It doesn’t matter. Because I feel the same thing when I look at you.”


“Never fear the unknown Mari.” Deion spoke softly.


Mari smiled at him. “You do not know the treasures you could find.” She finished his statement. “I have heard your father say that.”

Deion grinned. “He did pound that into our heads as we were growing.” He said.

“What… what do I smell like to you?” She asked wistfully.


“Like freshly picked ripe oranges.” Deion told her. “Sweet and delicious. You will begin to notice this yourself soon Mari. And understand even more.”


Mari looked at him confused for a moment and then her eyes grew even wider as she understood what he was saying. “I will… I will become like you?” She gasped. “Because we have… have you claimed me?”


Deion shook his head quickly. “I would not do that without your approval.” He stated. “It would be dishonorable of me to do that to you without your knowledge and acceptance. There will be changes that occur within you now, small ones that you will notice, but you already knew that didn’t you?”

Mari met his eyes for a moment but then nodded her head shyly. “Kesyla didn’t think I noticed… but I did.” She said. “She tried to hide them until your uncle claimed her completely but she could not.”

“I intend to show you that I will worship you like no other ever will my beautiful Mari.” Deion said confidently. “I will make you scream my name to the moon and the stars if you will allow me.” Deion pulled her even closer now, her breasts pushing against his chest, Mari’s still hard nipples like burning points against his skin. “What do you wish Mari?” He asked her ever so softly, his words carrying enormous feeling and love in them. “Tell me what you want and I will give it to you. No matter what it is or what it means.”
Mari met his beautiful eyes and smiled as a single tear rolled down her cheek. He was so very right. It didn’t matter to her. Nothing had prepared her for Deion Leonidas professing his love for her in such a way and it made her want to bawl like a baby in complete happiness. Truly, nothing had prepared her for what she had experienced these last hours. Mari now knew that she had made her decision the first time he had kissed her on that ship in the midst of battle. She wanted this and she wanted it with Deion Leonidas more than anything else she had ever wanted in her life. This was not merely a grasp at something that fascinated her. Deion’s Etheric essence filled her mind and her being now, his resonance echoing within her openly, just as she now echoed within his. And it felt heavenly. Mari desired nothing more now than to know and experience what his scent was like, even in a small way, until the day came that he would change her and truly make her his.

Mari leaned over until her lips just grazed his and she ground her hips down upon his, feeling his glorious manhood begin to thicken instantly. “I think we should practice more.” She whispered in a husky and seductive voice. “Because I intend to make you scream my name as I scream yours.”

Deion smiled at her and Mari could not suppress the groan of delight that escaped her lips as he flexed his manhood deep inside her and quickly rolled over on top of her on the bed. She caught a flash of the tips of his wolf fangs and then he was staring at her with unbelievably gorgeous yellow/gold wolf eyes.

“Practice makes perfect.” Deion told her just before he lowered his lips to hers and stole her breath away.

MANNE
BASE ONE MAIN HOSPITAL 

EIGHTEEN HOURS POST BATTLE


Valael led Tobia and Tinra into the main chamber of the hospital behind the three very large Durcunusaan troops. Captain Kitor had insisted on coming with him and he followed just behind Valael with his First Officer and three others from his officer corp. Out of habit when dealing with non-Lycavorian species, the three Durcunusaan troops stopped just inside the entrance so that the eyes of their guests could better adjust to the bright medical clinic lights that were set up all over the interior of the massive main chamber of the cave.


Valael, Tobia and Tinra were stunned at what they found as opposed to what they saw in the transmission from Anja while on their ship. She must have been talking to them from some other room within the mountain for the chamber they were in now looked like any hospital any of them had been in before. While it was quite obvious that they were in an underground cavern because of the rock walls, it was equally obvious that Anja Leonidas and those who worked for her took the needs of their patients as priority above all others. Sturdy portable walls had been placed throughout the cavern here and no doubt everywhere else in the mountain caves. Valael had seen those under command of Martin Leonidas at work before and they were tireless. There was actually a small counter and chair where a heavily armed female elf was directing soldiers and others to different parts of the tunnel and cavern laden mountain. They took her direction without question and Valael assumed she was a member of this Durcunusaan he had heard and read so much about since their first meeting. There was no shouting or yelling from wounded soldiers, of which there were many, and he could see what had to be dozens of combat medics moving among the wounded checking on them. The men under the command of someone called General Koguth had suffered several dozen severe injuries among their number and many of those men were now making their way here from the forward medical triage center near the decoy site. Valael and the others had seen the STRIKER transport ships as they were called landing in the same massive clearing their ship had landed in some two hundred meters east of the cavern entrance. A quick glance into the interior of one of them as they passed it revealed that it was obviously a medical transport from the specialized medical equipment they could see.


Valael and the others quickly got out of the way of the teams bringing more wounded in and they turned when the female voice rose above the din of work.


“Level Two trauma goes to chamber three!” Anuk barked out as she moved forward. Her red hair was pulled over one shoulder and wrapped in Drow silk. She had what appeared to be medical tools decorating the outside of her body armor, but they didn’t hinder her movement or actions. “Level Three to chamber five! Duewa is there to stabilize and treat them!”


The medical teams moving in didn’t pause in their actions and began to move past them with their charges.


Valael watched as Anuk’s cerulean blue eyes fell upon where they stood and she stepped towards them. As she came up to them another individual came to her side. 


“Colonel… that is the last transport with Level Four critical patients.” The man spoke. He was much taller than Anuk, but his tone and body language told everyone he was speaking to a superior officer. “Lady Ceale and Serale Leonidas have broken down the FOB and are moving here with the last of the wounded.”


Anuk nodded her head. “Give Ceale and Serale chamber six when they arrive Odel.” She told him. “We have three critical head injuries and Anja says Ceale is a brain specialist. Serale can assist her. They are stable for now but make sure they are the first off the last transports.”

“Do we leave a trauma team at the secondary site?” The man asked.


Anuk nodded her head. “And make sure they have a full security team and at least one dragon with them. General Koguth is organizing teams to sweep the area for any Puma Bane scum that may have slipped away but I don’t want them left unguarded.”


“I will see to it.” Odea answered and then turned away quickly to implement his orders.


Anuk turned back to Valael and the others and smiled then. “You are Elder Valael?” She asked.


Valael nodded his head. “We were told to… we were directed here by your officer on the ship.” He told her. “Forgive us if we are… if we are in the way.”

Anuk shook her head. “You are not in the way.” She told him.


“Everything seems so… so chaotic.” Tobia spoke now.


Anuk chuckled softly. “Chaotic? This? No… this is normal around here.” She told them. “Each of these men and women know exactly what they are doing. They should… Anja and I have drilled them for years.”


“The officer said… she said Martin is here?” Valael asked.


Anuk nodded. “Martin has set up a temporary command center here.” She told them. “He is there now.”


One of Kitor’s officer stepped forward without hesitation. “I am our ship’s doctor.” He spoke immediately. “I have studied the files we were given on your species and others on the trip here. Put me to work. I was tops in my class in Battlefield Care and… and I want to help.”


Anuk smiled at him and turned her head. She caught the eye of the elf female by the counter and waved her over. The woman jogged over instantly. “Colonel?” She spoke looking at Anuk.


“Leeana… take…”


“My name is Etok.” The man said.


“Take Doctor Etok to chamber one.” Anuk said. “It has the majority of the Level Three trauma and he can assist Radra. She is handling all the lightly wounded and coordinating their transfer to beds.”


The female elf nodded. “Right this way sir.” She spoke motioning with her hand.


Anuk turned back to Valael as Etok followed the elf female without question. “His help will be welcome.” She said. “Radra already has most of our field medics with her and someone with more knowledge will be a godsend.”


“You have beds set up in here as well?” Tobia asked now.


Anuk nodded. “We’ve been preparing this mountain since we first arrived. We categorize the injured as levels. Level One trauma are minor wounds. Shrapnel, broken bones, things like that. Level Two are gunshot wounds bleeding laceration injuries from shrapnel.” She explained. “Level Three are the more serious and potential life threatening injuries. Duewa is handling that. Level Four and Five are the critical cases. Anja and I take care of those.”

“You are not Hadarian like Anja and Duewa.” Valael said very interested in that knowledge. 

Anuk didn’t take offense and smiled. “I’m a fully certified surgeon Elder Valael. I just choose to work as Senior Field Medical Officer because it keeps me close to my husband and mate. He and Martin have a tendency to get into trouble. I am Second in Command of all Union Medical Personnel.” Anuk turned and looked at the Durcunusaan. “I’ll take them from here.” She told the Durcunusaan soldier, who nodded and immediately turned away to move for the entrance. “We have a two hundred bed facility set up two levels down. More cots than anything, but that will change in the future. We are going to make this the main hospital for Manne as soon as the engineers from the Union arrive. Anja doesn’t spare anything when it comes to the care of our people. And neither do I. Follow me.” She told them motioning for them to follow her.


“You refer to the red haired Queen by her given name?” Tinra asked.


Anuk nodded. “Why wouldn’t I? We have known each other from the very beginning. And as family we don’t mince words and use titles.”


“Family?” Tinra inquired.


Valael looked at her as they began to walk and interrupted Tinra’s question. “You are… you are not fully elf.” He said. “You have… you have been turned. Your Etheric resonance is bright and powerful.”


Anuk looked at him as they walked. “You can tell that just by looking at me?” She asked.


Tobia took Valael’s arm as they walked. “Your Etheric resonance is much stronger than that of an unaltered elf.”


“Unaltered?” Anuk asked her.


Tobia blushed slightly but Valael answered for her. “It is… we are still determining how to refer to many that travel with Martin Leonidas. All of you are unique and for lack of a more refined definition…”


Anuk smiled and shook her head. “It’s ok.” She said. “My husband and mate is Daniel Simpson… so yes that makes Anja and I family.” 


Valael’s eyes grew slightly wider. “The man Martin calls his brother?”


Anuk nodded her head with a smile. “That’s him. You know him?”


Valael’s face took on a disgusted look. “Unlike Lorendo and the fools like him, I prefer to allow a person’s actions tell me who they are. I noticed their relationship when I saw them on that ghastly world. You… you were not present on Onterom?”

Anuk shook her head. “No… Nayeca and I arrived a few days later. Daniel shared what happened with us however.”


Valael smiled. “Ah… your Drow wife and mate.” He said. “I read everything that Martin gave to us and the information on the Drow elves as you call them. They are fascinating.”

 
“Your husband has two wives?” Tinra asked now.


Valael turned and looked at her but knew her question had been asked with no malice or prejudice just by her tone of voice. “This is Lady Tinra. She is the director of our equivalent to your Netnews.”


“I see.” Anuk answered. “Yes… Nayeca and I are both wives and mates to Daniel. We have been for over twenty very happy years and we have eight children to show for that love and happiness. And they will become even happier now that we have found Kesyla. You see why I say Anja and I are family.”


“Kesyla!” Tinra exclaimed. “The Chief Elder’s oldest daughter?”


Anuk looked at her with a seductive twinkle in her cerulean blue eyes. “Daniel claimed Kesyla a few days ago. She is our wife and mate now. And we are exceedingly happy about that.”


Valael and Tobia looked shocked as well and he looked at Anuk’s beautiful face as they walked. He had read in the material Delnash had given to him before leaving that elven females were exceptionally beautiful and many Lycavorian and vampire men took them as wives. Even the elven men were considered incredibly handsome by most standards and while there were not as many interspecies marriages with elven men, this practice was becoming more and more prevalent in Union society. If Anuk Simpson was any indication, he knew why. Her five foot eight frame was muscular yet definitely very feminine. She was stunningly beautiful as were all of the elven females he had seen so far.

“You seem to have taken more casualties than Martin thought you would.” Valael finally stammered out wanting to steer the subject away from Kesyla for he knew that information would have certainly have quite the impact when it was discovered.


Anuk nodded her head somberly. “The Puma Bane scum threw us some curve balls for sure.” She told them. “The trick they played on us cost us twenty-two lives… but thanks to Ceale and Serale no more have died.”


“I’m… I’m sorry.” Valael told her.


“They died a glorious death in service to their people, fighting beside their King and Queens and fellow Spartans. It is all any Lycavorian Spartan would want.” Anuk told him softly. “They would have been proud of their sacrifice. Their families will be proud. We are proud of them.”


Tinra glanced at Valael upon hearing Anuk’s words but she remained silent. The emotion in her voice when she spoke was real and the conviction sincere. Tinra had spent more than enough time around politicians to know how they could play at words, but this turned, elven female had meant every word she had just spoken. She looked around as they walked and saw not one person standing around idly. The men and women she saw stood beside one another, helping the wounded, giving comfort, or simply allowing their presence to be felt. She had been present for the first briefing Lorendo had given when they returned and his description of these men and women was in no way similar to what she was seeing now. The Chief Elder must have known this and that is why he requested she personally come on this trip. Tinra had never really cared for Chief Elder Delnash through the years but the few hours she had spent within him before departing had begun to change her attitude. Nearly everything Lorendo had spewed to anyone who would listen when he returned was turning out to be wrong. Just as Delnash told her she would see.

It seemed like a long time but they eventually wound their way downward around several spiral like tunnels and then Anuk led them into a massive cave chamber. What they had done within this cave was incredible to say the least. A perfect merger of very modern technology and the natural feel of the caverns themselves. Valael and the others stopped when they saw him, even as Anuk moved directly over to where Daniel stood to one side of the large chart table, Kesyla on one side, Nayeca the other. She stepped right up behind Kesyla and they saw the Chief Elder’s oldest daughter turn slightly and with bright eyes and a stunning smile she kissed Anuk openly and pulled her close. They were shocked somewhat when they saw her eyes change to wolf eyes and then the tips of extremely long and lethal fangs poked from beneath her full lips, but the kiss she shared with Anuk was very real.

Martin stood in the center of the group Valael saw, the red haired Queen Anja and the pureblood queen Aricia on his left, while the elven Queen he knew as Dysea, and his Queens Isabella and Cirith were on his right. Only the second elf Queen For'mya was absent. Half a dozen other men and women were at the chart table as well, two of them from the same species as the men they had been fighting. Martin and Delnash had remained in constant contact much to Valael’s surprise when Delnash had first approached him about leading this mission. He had read all of the reports Martin had sent to him during those weeks and he knew of these men in the room with Martin and standing casually. They were from a different faction of the Kavalian species, a Pride as they were called. They had followed Pusintin out here for an entirely different reason and that was to discover their daughter Iama, who was now the wife to Fedor Leonidas, the young man who had been injured during the base assault on Onterom. Valael motioned for these with him to remain quiet as they moved fully into the room and they all nodded.


“…want the teams sweeping north and west for as long as it takes.” They heard Martin speaking. “Five man teams and they are to report in every fifteen minutes. Have an alert bird on standby with a full squad. If one does not report in… send the bird. No questions asked. I’m not taking any chances with these assholes.” Martin looked at Koguth across the table. “General Koguth? How far out?”


Koguth nodded his head, blood staining a portion of his uniform and armor, but not appearing as if it was from an injury to himself.

“We know some made it clear of our counter attack.” He stated. “Given the amount of time that has passed… I would stay within a medium range.” Koguth turned to Mata beside him. “Mata?”


“Even if they are not injured…” Mata spoke. “They will not have the endurance of either Lycavorians or vampires. Given what I have seen since being among you here Milord… they could not compare to the elves among you either. Nor any of General Koguth’s people since Akor’dris and Bae’diraz began training them. Training us.” He said with a touch of pride for he had learned more than he ever thought her could from the two Drow females.
Koguth nodded his head in agreement. “Very true.”

“I would start at five kilometers and extend out to fifteen. Anyone who has made it past that point…” Mata didn’t finish his statement and looked at Martin. “We cannot chase them across the planet Milord. At least not just yet.”

Martin nodded his head in agreement. “I agree. Dan… let’s not overextend ourselves. Until Andro gets here with his forces, we are going to be short on legs.”

“What is he bringing anyway?” Danny asked.

“The 82nd Cataphract Armor Orbital Drop Division. The Durcunusaan Ready Division and the First Dragon Brigade.” Martin answered. 
Danny smiled. “See… now that is why I love my mandri. He doesn’t stick his ass out in the wind with little or no support. When that boy goes somewhere… he brings what he needs to kick someone’s mida!”

“Bitch, bitch, bitch. Moan, moan, moan.” Martin rattled off. “Sibfla Simpson… you give me a headache! Do you ever stop complaining?”

“Where would the fun in that be?” Danny quipped.

Valael and the others saw everyone gathered begin to laugh softly and then Martin touched the chart table. “Have the teams do a systematic grid search out to fifteen kilometers as Mata suggests fervon.”

“K.I.S.S.” Danny spoke nodding his head. “Got it.” 
Mata looked up. “What is… what is this K.I.S.S.?” He asked.

“Keep it simple stupid.” Anja answered. “A rule we tend to ignore most of the time.” She said looking at Martin with bright jade green eyes as Aricia smiled and leaned into her.

“What… you gonna call me names too?” Martin hissed at her.

“Who… little old me?” Anja gasped. She smiled brilliantly and leaned into Martin while looking up into his eyes. “I will call you many names you big lug… none of which I wish to repeat in present company however.”

“That’s only because you don’t want everyone to know how perverted you really are Anja.” Anuk spoke up from beside Kesyla.

Anja smiled widely. “Exactly.” She admitted openly.

“She is such an incredibly inventive pervert however.” Dysea said now.

“Thank you Melda Min.” Anja said sweetly.

“Always Melyanna.”

Martin shook his head with a sheepish grin and turned back to the table. “ Back to business please.” He said. “I want everything looked at. No matter how insignificant it may seem. Kick every branch and turn over every rock. We need to keep our pucker factor up on this one. I don’t want these fools sneaking in behind us and taking our people out in small groups.”


Danny nodded his head as he felt Anuk press close to Kesyla and nuzzle her neck and cheek. “I’ll make sure.” He said. “I also think we should let Torma and the others loose. None of the troopers we saw carried T19s fervon. They could cover a lot of ground out past fifteen.”


Aricia leaned forward and traced the chart table. “I can take Isheeni and Cirith Beloved. We can sweep out twenty-five kilometers to the north. The terrain is light enough for Isheeni to detect anything moving with her vision.”


Martin looked at the route she had traced and nodded his head. “Melda Min… take Iriral and Bella and do the same to the west.” He spoke. “If either of you spot anything... I don’t care if it is a bug farting… you call in support.”

“Nauta Melme… we are capable of taking care of ourselves.” Dysea said with a brilliant smile.


Martin nodded his head. “Yeah… yeah… I know. Indulge me will ya? Please.”


Dysea smiled and bumped her hip against his. “For you… anything.”


Martin leaned over and grabbed a fast kiss from Dysea’s lips, surprising her with the suddenness of the action, but not the intent. Martin turned back to the chart table quickly so as not to invite any other comments. “Ok… Zarah, Lucia and Seyra will remain on station to the east with the 4th Platoon covering the group of Kavalians that stacked their weapons. General… if you and Mata could make your way there and give them the once over. Explain to them what we intend and make sure no Puma Bane shit heads have tried to hide among them.”


Koguth nodded. “Of course.” He said. “And if we find any?”

Martin met his gaze evenly. “Execute them.” He stated flatly.


Koguth nodded once again. “It will be done.”


“Arzoal and Teniri will remain airborne for another three hours over Base One at which time Torma and Miath will relieve them.” Martin said spoke once more. “Garan and Aurith are running quick sprint runs around the perimeter of Base One just to be sure while For'mya stays with Kalis.”


“How is he doing Milord?” Koguth asked immediately.


Martin nodded. “He’s one tough cookie. You and Mata should stop and see him before you leave. It’s going to be a busy couple of days until things settle and you might not get the chance before things calm down.”


Mata knew enough of the King and Queens to know what to do and he turned to where Anja stood. “Queen Anja?” He asked.


Anja nodded her head. “It’s ok. Just don’t stay long. He still needs his rest. He lost a lot of blood before I got to him.”


Mata bowed his head slightly to her. “My Queen.”


His response caused many eyes to turn and look at him in surprise and Koguth chuckled at the reaction. He turned back to Martin. “My wife Mani… she took it upon herself to conduct a poll of sorts. It was a unanimous outcome… to include Mata.”


“What kind of poll?” Martin asked him.


“I would… on behalf of my Pride… I would officially be honored to ask for citizenship within the Union.” Koguth stated clearly. Everyone could see the pride in his face and eyes. “Given what has… given what Iama and…” He stammered for a moment but it was For'mya’s voice which answered his request.


“Granted.” She spoke confidently as she came up next to Anja.


Martin nodded. “There you have it.” He told him. “I never argue with my Queens.”


“Like anyone will believe that sibfla.” Danny muttered causing everyone to laugh softly.  


“Manda… where do we stand upstairs?” Martin was smiling as he turned his eyes on the much shorter Miranda.


“The system is secure and locked down.” Miranda answered. “I’ve deployed my Task Force in System Protocol Three until we know for sure that all of the Puma Bane are accounted for here on the surface. Steven has the CAP patrols running twenty-four seven and they can respond to an emergency call from Base One in ninety seconds. I have one TAUR’OHTAR-Class Destroyer in low orbit and she will be our support platform for direct orbital fire if need be.” 

“How long can she remain on station Manda?” Danny asked.


“Eighteen hours before she has to pull out of the lower atmosphere and realign her station keeping thrusters. Another TAUR’OHTAR will pull in right away so there will only be a gap of perhaps two minutes without coverage.” Miranda answered.


“Alright folks…” Martin said. “I am now officially declaring Manne as our first colony not in the Alpha Quadrant.” He said. “What the hell quadrant are we in anyway?”


“This is Echo Nauta Melme.” Dysea answered him with a shake of her head and smile. She knew that he knew exactly where they were..


“Manda… get your engineers rolling.” Martin spoke. “They tackle the hospital first. Red has got a list for them as long as my…”


Bella’s hand snapped out lightning quick and she slapped his face lightly at the exact time that Anja elbowed him firmly in the ribs. 
“Hey!” Martin protested.

“Martin Leonidas we have visitors!” Isabella declared.

Martin glanced over to where Valael stood with those who had accompanied him and he suddenly looked very embarrassed as he turned away.


Manda shook her head as she joined everyone else in laughing again. “We’ll get it done.”


Anja looked at Martin. “Are we done here?” She asked.


Martin nodded. “Yeah… I think so.”


“Good! Now all of you carry your stinky asses out of here!” Anja popped. “Your stench is beginning to upset my patients! This is a hospital… not a barn!”


Tobia could not help herself and she gripped Valael’s arm and laughed silently as she saw both Martin and Danny, and several others as well, lean their heads to the side and appear to sniff themselves.


“I do not stink!” Martin announced to his much shorter red haired mate.


“I took a shower too.” Danny spoke defensively.


Anja didn’t back down from the glare of Martin’s dark brown eyes as everyone knew would be the case. “Why don’t you let those of us who have to sleep next to you decide that.” Anja stated calmly as she lifted her hand. In that hand she held the High Elf R4 Hybrid Fighting Knife given to her by Tarifa over twenty years earlier. And she was lethally skilled with that knife as she had proven in the past. “Anuk… we still need blood right?” She spoke openly while looking into Martin’s eyes with a dazzling smile.


Everyone turned to see Anuk pull an injector from her vest. “Yes… we do.” She said sweetly as she looked at Danny.


“Anyone here five seconds from now becomes a blood donor.” Anja spoke with a smile as she twirled the blade in her fingers expertly. “Willingly or not!”


“Sibfla!” Danny spat. “Time to go!”


Tinra looked horrified while Tobia and Valael could barely hold their full laughter in. They watched as Martin leaned over and stole a kiss from Anja while For'mya and his other queens were grinning from ear to ear and then Danny was pulling him towards the doorway.

Martin stopped and looked at Valael as they reached the door. “Elder Valael… it is good to see you once again.”


Valael canted his head in response and smiled. “A pleasure for me as well Praetorian Leonidas.”


Martin waved his hand dismissively. “None of that!” He hissed taking his arm. “Come on, let’s get out of here before my rather sadistic wife and mate starts taking more than blood from us.”


Valael glanced back and saw Anja standing with For'mya, Anuk, Kesyla and the dark skinned Drow female talking about something as Martin led him out of the huge chamber and expertly maneuvered them back to the surface within minutes. The beating and heat of the sun was refreshing after the coolness of the mountain caves. There was not much chance to talk as the rush of bodies and roar of incoming and outgoing transports filled the area around them. He saw Daniel Simpson reach out and touch Martin’s arm, saw both of them nod and then he broke off from their group. Martin expertly moved them across the open terrain towards a row of what appeared to be open topped ground vehicles that were being offloaded a short distance away. Martin turned to him as they came up to one.

“My son kind of overdid things with what he sent us.” He spoke motioning to the Light Y45 Lifter vehicle and the several dozen that were now scooting back and forth across Base One and their current location. “These arrived with Admiral Lorian’s Task Force. Along with just about everything from computers to underwear. Andro tends to be overprotective of his mothers and I. Hop in all of you. We’ll head over to the Command Center where Wayonn and Avi are monitoring the situation.”


Valael turned and helped Tobia and Tinra into the vehicle while Martin settled into the front seat next to the elven pilot. He waited until they were settled and then looked at her. “Ok Melia… take us to the Head Shed. And watch the bumps girl. I’m sore enough as it is.”


The elven female smiled as she fired up the engine and then they were lifting a meter off the ground and heading towards the collection of portable buildings they had seen as they came in for a landing.

ADHOC COMMAND CENTER

BASE ONE


Wayonn looked up from the screens he was watching.


“Avi… the teams will be departing from the Secondary Site in four minutes.” Wayonn spoke as he turned to face the towering avatar. “COMS check out?”


-Communications with all teams has been confirmed Wayonn. All Team Leaders have acknowledged their orders- Avi replied as his hands flew over the one meter wide set of computers and monitors in front of him.

“Let’s get a few more drones up to monitor their progress Avi.” Wayonn said. “General Koguth is certain at least two dozen escaped their counter attack and we need to find them.”


-I will order the launch from the ARIZONA’s complement now- Avi answered him instantly. –All drones assigned to Base One are already airborne over established sectors-


“Good enough.” Wayonn spoke and turned as the door opened and Martin walked in with Elder Valael and two women and another man he did not know. He turned to face them as he moved away from the computers and screens and met them in the center of the large room. It was an instinctive reaction, keeping strangers from being able to view what their computers and screens revealed, but one that Wayonn did not shy away from. He had allowed the Lycavorian blood swirling within him to rule his actions and emotions far more in these last months with Martin than he had at any time in his life since being turned. It felt glorious to him.
“Martin?”


Martin stopped in front of him. “We good?” He asked.


Wayonn nodded his head. “The Kavalian ships that chose not to fight have been directed to the outer system and are holding station. They have been very cooperative and appear sincere in their efforts. Manda has a Shrouded Wing watching them just in case. The man who directed them has requested to come to the surface at the first opportunity to discuss things with you and General Koguth.”


Martin nodded his head. “I have no problem with that. If they are sincere… their ships will only add to our overall strength. Let’s hold off a day or two to get things here back to normal though.”


“Agreed.” Wayonn said.


“You remember Elder Valael?” Martin asked motioning to him.


Valael stepped forward and bowed his head slightly. “Praetorian Wayonn.” He spoke almost reverently. “It is… it is a true honor to be in your presence once again.”


Wayonn almost snorted in disgust. “You are an Elder of the Pralor people.” He spoke. “And from what I understand… one of the more level headed and intelligent ones. I am happy to see Delnash saw fit to send you and not Lorendo.”


Wayonn saw Valael’s eyes narrow in real anger at the mention of Lorendo’s name. “I will not speak badly of a fellow Elder… but I will however say that Lorendo and I did not and do not see eye to eye on many things.”


Wayonn nodded getting the message. “Fair enough.”


“Please… allow me to introduce Lady Tobia and Lady Tinra.” Valael spoke as he turned slightly and motioned to them. “Lady Tobia is…”

Wayonn’s nose told him all he needed to know and he stepped right up to her. “You… you are…”


Tobia realized in that instant what he was going to say for she saw recognition all over his face just as she had Martin’s face not so long ago. Tobia didn’t doubt that they could detect the family similarity in her scent as well as Mari’s and Murano. Tobia had spent many hours on the flight here studying the Lycavorian people as a whole and this Leonidas family in particular. It was said that Martin Leonidas and his pureblood sons had devastatingly keen senses of smell, surpassing any known living Lycavorian. His children not of pureblood had senses that were equal to pureblood Lycavorians with lesser bloodlines if one had to explain it. Tobia quickly grabbed his hands knowing that he was going to say out loud what she did not want to reveal just yet. 
“Yes.” She spoke quickly. “And it is a distinct honor for me to meet Chief Elder Sumar’s Praetorian Mage, no matter how many years have passed.”


Wayonn noticed how she reacted and what she said and it became very obvious that the others did not know she was Mari’s mother. Nor did they know that Murano was Mari’s father. This was one of those moments where the Lycavorian sense of smell truly was a gift to have. He quickly adjusted his response.


Wayonn shook his head. “Not for very many years.” He told her with a simple but quite innocuous squeeze of her hands. “I am simply Wayonn now.” He told her. “And I have been a Lycavorian for far more years than I was a Pralor.”


“You… you consider yourself one of them?” Tinra asked slightly taken aback.


Wayonn met her gaze while still grasping Tobia’s hands. The inflection and tone of Tinra’s voice was not one of contempt or arrogance, but simple curiosity. Wayonn smiled at her. “I considered myself completely Lycavorian exactly two years and three months after the day I was turned. The woman who turned me gave birth to our first child that day and when I held my son in my arms. I have considered myself Lycavorian ever since. So to answer your question… yes.”

“Wayonn… Lady Tinra is in charge of what you and Martin and others would call all of the Pralor News Channels.” Valael explained.


Wayonn did not release Tobia’s hands and nodded his head to Tinra. “A pleasure Lady Tinra.” He said. He turned and looked at Martin off to the side and Tobia felt him throw up impossibly powerful Etheric shields at that moment.


[Martin you do realize that she will discover what has happen between Deion and her daughter the moment Mari lowers her shields.] Wayonn said. [Both of them are radiating within the Etheric realm like burning stars in their happiness.]

Martin nodded his head. [Much like it hit me and his mothers while we were having dinner I’m sure.] Martin said. [Not that we are complaining about his choice. Mari is one very beautiful and intelligent young woman and very spirited. As Deion will no doubt discover.]

[Murano does not know Martin.] Wayonn said.


Martin nodded once more. [Yeah… I figured that out right away when they were on Onterom.] He said. [I’m quite sure that will change before they get back here though.]

Wayonn rolled his eyes. [More than likely.] Wayonn turned back to Tobia and saw her face and the way she was looking at him. “Forgive me… something to do with the Kavalians that have surrendered.”


Tobia looked at him skeptically. “I see.” She answered him though her tone told him she did not believe him.


“We did not meet you on Onterom.” Wayonn said as he looked at her. “What exactly are you…?”

“Lady Tobia is a Special Advisor to Chief Elder Delnash.” Valael answered quickly.


“Special Advisor in regards to what?” Wayonn asked.


“My specialty is languages.” Tobia answered. “I have also become somewhat of an expert on the different species in the Echo quadrant. He thought… Delnash thought I might be able to help in assisting you after.”

Martin stepped closer. “After what?”


“When you travel to the other planets where your people are.” Tobia answered.


Valael’s eyes went wide and he moved closer to her now. “Tobia… perhaps we could talk about that later.”


“Wait!” Tinra asked now. “Other people. You mean there are other planets with your people on them out here?” She asked.


“Oops!” Martin spoke with a chuckle. “The cat is out of the bag.”


Tinra and Tobia both looked at him oddly and he smiled even wider. “Ah… it’s an expression.” He said. “It means that something that wasn’t supposed to be known is now common knowledge.”


Tobia’s eyes grew wide and she looked at him horrified. “Oh! Oh… I’m so sorry!” She exclaimed.


Martin shook his head with a smile. “It’s not a big deal. I wasn’t exactly trying to hide it from anyone.” He looked at Valael. “Elder Valael… you haven’t introduced the military officer with you.”

Valael glanced at Kitor and then back to Martin. “This is Captain Kitor Martin. He commands the ship we arrived on.”


Martin stepped right up to him. “So I have you to thank for covering our flank?” Martin said. “I thank you for being ready to pull our people and yours out if everything went to hell.”


Kitor knew a military man through and through when he saw one and this Lycavorian King Martin Leonidas was such a man. He nodded his head. “No thanks is needed Praetorian Leonidas.” Kitor told him. “I was honored.”


Martin glanced at Valael quickly. “Elder Valael… I told Delnash I…”

“What you told the Chief Elder is of no regard to me Praetorian Leonidas.” Kitor spoke. “I can sense the resonance of a Praetorian within you… and unlike others of my generation… I am honored to be here and be among you. And I will treat you with the respect you deserve as a Praetorian.”


Martin looked at him. “I am not like the Praetorians you may have known or read about Captain.” Martin told him.


Kitor smiled and nodded. “Yes… I know. What is it you call yourselves? Spartans. You are a Spartan first. Fueled by emotion and duty and honor. And you hate politics. Which, for me anyway, makes it all the more honorable to meet you in person sir.”


Martin grinned. “Wow!” Martin explained. “You are only the third Pralor I have met and liked on the first meeting. The odds are looking up!”


Kitor laughed at that, knowing of the encounter Onterom and the aftermath. “Perhaps they are.” He said. “I… I understand that you have a VORTEX-Class Heavy Cruiser in your… in your fleet?”

Martin nodded his head. “My son Androcles commands it.” He replied.


“Most of us within our military have never even seen a VORTEX-Class Heavy cruiser.” Kitor said. “I would be honored if one day I am allowed to see this ship.”


“You just might get your chance soon enough Captain.” Martin told him. “Andro and SPARTA’S WRATH should be here in roughly six weeks.” He turned to look at Tinra as Kitor reveled in that knowledge and opportunity. “Lady Tinra… I understand you have some people that should be landing shortly?”


Tinra nodded her head quickly. “Several support staff.” She told him. “Technicians. I tried to prepare for… I did not know where we would be sitting down to speak and wanted to be prepared for everything.”


Martin nodded his head and stepped up to her and took her arm gently. “Elder Valael… why don’t you, Lady Tobia and Captain Kitor remain here with Wayonn. He can fill you in on what has been happening. I’m going to take Lady Tinra on a short tour and then we can get started.”


Tinra met is eyes as he looked at her. “Your… your Queens will not be with you?” She asked.


Martin shook his head. “You requested a separate forum with them and they agreed.” He told her. “I would give it a day or two though. Anja won’t leave her patients until she knows she has done all she can for them… and my other Queens… well… you heard for yourself what they are going to be doing.”


“You… you allow them to endanger themselves?” Tinra asked.


Martin laughed at that. “Allow them?” He said. “They don’t listen to me. Hell… most of the time they are yelling at me for doing something stupid.” He took her arm within his. “Let’s walk and I can tell you about my Queens. I like talking about them. I will warn you though… I don’t have the most stellar relations with our Netnews back home. To be honest… most consider me an asshole. Of course… I have called some of them some choice names but…”


Tinra looked at him as he held her arm and whatever fear she may have had seemed to vanish. That this man before her was a Praetorian was without question. His Etheric resonance dwarfed any she had felt in her lifetime and could only be that of a Praetorian. Yet there was also something oddly calming about this man. Tinra did not harbor the same mentality that many within the Science Division carried. She did not consider herself better than anyone and especially not a person she had never met before. There was something about this man, a man many would consider beneath them. A strange feeling and aura that made her want to trust him. Tinra had always trusted her instincts and this is one time she allowed them to guide her.


“I believe I would like listening to you sir.” Tinra said.


“Really?” Martin asked her as they began to walk towards the door. “Careful… you might regret you said that.”

