CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN
SPARTA'S WRATH

THE WILDS

Androcles Leonidas leaned against the archway leading from the main room of their quarters into their bed chambers and simply let his eyes gaze upon them as he had so often in the past. He wore only a pair of fresh, dark gray fatigue pants and his combat boots while his upper body was bare. The lush, muscular bodies of his wives and mates were mixed together on the single, exceptionally oversized bed, their limbs thrown over one another haphazardly in every way. The two large sheets barely covered all of them, leaving parts of their bodies in full view and his azure eyes hungrily eyed Lu'ria’s large breasts and the curve of Carisia’s hips before moving to stare at Ne'Veha’s exquisitely shaped and utterly perfect ass. 
Androcles had not been able to help himself last night and for the first time in a very long while, he had utterly immersed himself in the smells and womanly delights of all of his wives and mates. Well… not all of them just yet he thought. Caliria was still missing, but she would be back among them soon enough and then they would be complete. As was usually the case, Sadi had been the first and last he had reached for during their tryst, but he had partaken of each and every one of them more than once and relished in their screams of delight and passion. He had loved each of them with all that he was, sometimes two at a time and holding nothing back from them, until they knew his love and desire for them was absolute. Their scents were like a fog of an addicting drug as they swirled around him and he soaked in their essence for hours. 

Smiling to himself now, even proud of himself in fact, Andro turned and moved back into the main room and allowed the doors to slide silently shut. They were not needed for anything at the moment or in the near future and he intended that they sleep for as long as they desired.  Andro didn’t hear the soft groan of delight as Ne'Veha rolled over slowly once the door was closed and pressed against Sadi’s back, burying her face into the back of her neck and within her golden blond hair.

“Carians… he is gone.” She gasped softly into Sadi’s ear. “It is safe.”


Sehri lifted her head from where it rested on Sadi’s abdomen and looked at the door. “Are we sure he won’t come back?” She stammered.


Sadi was the one who laughed gently as she lifted her head and glanced at the door. “I think we are safe.”


“Phraktos… he is a beast.” Lu'ria commented with a blissful smile.


Carisia couldn’t help the contented smile that she sported on her face as her head rested on Lu'ria’s shoulder. “Yes… but he is our beast.”

“Yes he is.” Lu'ria added.


“We certainly did not see that coming.” Sadi said with another smile as she stretched her arms above her head and basked in the joyful soreness she felt. That they all felt she knew, for Androcles had each of them multiple times last night and their cries of bliss had filled the room. Her arm slipped around Ne'Veha’s shoulder and she waited until Ne'Veha’s head came to rest on her breast before she tightened her grip.

“It was different this time though Sadi.” Ne'Veha spoke. “He was… he was so happy and joyful and eager.”


Sadi nodded her head in agreement. “I think… I think it is because he is truly happy that this business is done. That those who hurt his family have been dealt with.”


“I could see it in his eyes KertaGai. Whenever he kissed one of us, or just gazed at one of us. I have never… no man has ever looked at me like that. Just seeing the desire and love for us in his eyes made me…” Lu'ria spoke softly. 

“Yes… I saw it too. I think we all saw it. He was so… he held nothing back from us. Any of us. It was glorious.” Sadi said wistfully. “I believe we will begin to see a new husband and mate now. And I am so happy that we are all here to see and feel it. And we will be complete when Caliria is back in our arms.”  

“Will it always be so… so intense when we are together like this?” Sehri asked as she returned her head to Sadi’s stomach. “I know I have asked that question before but I could not tell where one of us began and the other ended. It was so sinful and decadent. There were lips and tongues everywhere…” She smiled and closed her eyes. “Carians…I loved it!”

“Luckily for us… yes… I think now it will be. And it will be even more decadent and sinful when our Inamarno returns to us and joins us.” Sadi answered with a playful laugh as they all chuckled. “Do any of you regret what he makes you feel?”

“Regret?” Lu'ria blurted. “The only thing that I regret is that I can not keep my wits about me long enough for it to last even more. His scent, his resonance and aura, it drives me…”


“Utterly insane.” Sadi spoke knowingly.


“Gods… yes.” Ne'Veha muttered.


“This… this was meant to be.” Lu'ria spoke softly. “All of us being together with him. Loving each other as well as Andro. Making each other sing while his aura dances all around us.”


Sadi closed her eyes and smiled to herself. This was certainly not what she had imagined the first night she had seen him as an eight month old infant all those years ago. Sharing her life and pleasure with five other women and Androcles. Sehri was right. It was decadent and sinful. And it was exactly how the gods of fate and destiny intended it to be. 
  


“Hmmmm… now that he is gone though, we can actually get some sleep.” Carisia spoke as she snuggled closer to Lu'ria. “I can hardly move I am so worn out.”


“I will be fidgeting for a full day.” Ne'Veha added letting her hand drop to caress her ass cheek as she laid there.


Lu'ria laughed gently. “You are the one who told him to do it SirsanGai.” She said as they all giggled.


“Begged him was more like it!” Carisia laughed.


Ne'Veha grinned broadly. “And it was certainly divine!” She stated.


“Pomai.” Sehri hissed at her playfully from across Sadi’s flat, powerfully built abdomen. Now that she was fully wolf, Sehri had noticed right away that her body had become leaner and even more muscular. While Sadi was the largest among them while in wolf form, Sehri matched Ne'Veha and Lu'ria in size easily when running in her wolf form. The wolf metabolism within her now that it was fully active was exceptional and just the few short training classes she had with Lu'ria had begun to hone her figure into one of lean, lush and powerful firmness. Now that Carisia was back among them her training would become even more strenuous and exhaustive she knew, but the payoffs were beyond anything Sehri had ever imagined. Sehri had never anticipated herself being so happy and knowing that it would continue forever made her beyond joyful. Ne'Veha smiled broadly at her before lowering her head and they shared a deep kiss of love and affection.

They all laughed even more as they cuddled closer together and allowed sleep to finally take them into its peaceful embrace. They knew Androcles would see to it that they were not disturbed in any way. The last thing they felt before drifting off into a fully contented sleep was Andro’s staggering wolf and Etheric aura pulse all of them with his love. Even Sehri, new wolf that she was, even she felt the glorious nature of his wolf aura and Carisia basked in the aura of his Etheric resonance which swirled around her tightly and did the same to her that his wolf aura did to the others. 
It was something that none of them could live without.


“…enter orbit of Austrova in just under twelve hours.” Sa’sur was speaking from her Ready Room on the SCIMITAR. Andro sat behind the large desk in his own Ready Room as he sipped the large mug of his mother’s coffee, his booted feet resting on top of the desk. “When we completed our last jump to get here, I ordered half our force to remain under Shroud. There is no telling how many of these OSG assholes might be about. Better to keep our full numbers hidden. No need to let them know we are here to clean up the trash.”


Andro nodded his head. “Agreed.” He stated as he sipped his coffee. “Have you had a chance to go over the plan Denali put together?”


Sa'sur nodded her head. “It’s very sound. I would make only a few minor adjustments to the overall operational concept, mainly with disposition of forces. He’s nearly as methodic as you and Resumar, though obviously not as reckless.” She looked up from the pad and glanced at Andro in the holotransmission. He grinned at her for he knew she would never have allowed him to assault Moran’s ship as they had.

At least not without her at his side. 

Sa'sur saw the look in his eyes however and became serious. They had worked together and been friends for far too long for him to hide much from her and she knew something was up. “You are worried about something though?”


“They have returned to Austrova.” Andro told her. “Deni pulled them to the Protectorate homeworld for a few weeks because he feared whoever is aligned with the OSG in the Vanari government would try to remove them and make it look like rogue Lycavorians. Those among my people who are working with them. Caliria and Arduri have begun to change slightly and Inamarno let this slip by accident when confronted with this Franklin midaeus. Deni pulled them off Austrova with Coren in order to protect them.”

“Change slightly?” Sa'sur asked. “I didn’t think the virus in your blood could change a Vanari.”

Andro nodded his head. “It won’t.” He answered. “Not like elves or humans anyway. But it will alter their genetic makeup in such a way that there will be changes. Eyes. Fangs. Eli tried to explain it to me but like father… it gave me a headache.”

“It worked obviously.” Sa'sur said.

“It was a sound move by Deni… whatever they were planning they could not execute because of their location. Attacking them on Lorent would have opened up a world of hurt that they don’t need right now. It appears as if the OSG obviously does not have as long a reach as they like to think nor do they have as much support among the Lycavorians there or they would have acted while they were on Lorent. Now that they are back on Austrova however… I’m not so sure. They seem to be very prevalent on Austrova.”

“Which I find odd considering that the Vanari don’t trust them anymore than they do us.” Sa'sur said. “Or so they say.”

“It is odd isn’t it?” Andro said. “It makes me wonder just how many of the Vanari Board of Regents is working with or know of the ties to the OSG and what they are doing.”


“You think they would do something so blatant as attacking Deni, Arduri and the others on the Vanari homeworld? That would mean Coren as well. Going after a member of their Board of Regents is no small affair from what I understand.” Sa'sur asked.



“To save their asses and whatever profits they are making… yes. To keep the truth about what they are doing from the whole of the Vanari people… yes.” Andro answered her. “And so does Coren. Inamarno’s father has more steel in his backbone than even I first thought. Now that the fear of whatever plagued him is gone, he sees what is going on. An attack against Deni and the others by Lycavorians from the Protectorate would only reinforce the mentality that many of the Vanari have about my people. A mentality the Board of Regents has been nurturing for centuries.” Andro dropped his feet and leaned forward across his desk. “Sa'sur, I want you to assume command and control when you arrive. Denali is not comfortable being in charge of so many. He is a superior small unit tactician and that is where his specialties lie. He knows it and he acknowledges it.”

“You are sure? I don’t want to step on Denali’s command.” Sa'sur asked. “I won’t screw around with fools Andro. You know that.” Sa'sur asked.

Andro nodded his head. “Yes… Deni even eluded to it the last time I spoke to him. I have it on excellent information that General Vengal and General Vistr are pushing father very hard to allow Deni to be transferred to their command. They want to groom him to take command of all the Union’s Special Operations units so that Vistr can concentrate on his CFFG and Vengal can direct all of his focus on the Durcunusaan. I agree with them. Lisisa and Arduri are both small unit operators and this only enhances his status and knowledge.”

Sa'sur nodded her head in acknowledgement. “Very nice.” She said.

“I like Deni’s plan as well.” Andro continued. “It’s simple enough, yet broad in scope. It will allow us to hit as many bases as we can in the first few hours. Dutkne says they have more than enough forces to do it alone but with our ships now added into the mix we can do more far more damage.”


“I understand there was some disagreement with Denali’s plan within the Protectorate ranks at first.” Sa'sur said.


Andro nodded. “A senior General did not like the way we do things.” He told her. “In essence he says we are trigger happy.”


Sa'sur snorted loudly in disgust and shook her head. “Nubou him!” She spat. “No offense against the Protectorate, but we’ve been getting by just fine without them for thousands of years thank you very much. We’ve been fighting for our very existence since the Black Day. Have they even fought anything bigger than a pirate engagement? We’ve been doing this for a whole lot longer than they have Andro. This is what we excelled at!”


Andro chuckled and nodded his head. “My sentiments exactly. And no they haven’t. Which is why Dutkne and their overall military leader gave this man the boot very quickly.” He said. “They are keeping him under surveillance. According to Dutkne there are far more of our people working with the Vanari slavers and OSG than he first thought. Not as many as he had first thought but far more than he hoped. When we move… we’ll roll them up as well.”


“You realize that doing this might not change anyone’s minds about us?” Sa'sur said. “I don’t question our actions… you know how I feel about slavery and such… but even when we do this… it may well backfire.”


Andro nodded. “I know. It’s a risk I’m willing to take.” He replied. “Given how many of these Lycanari there are on Lorent… that tells me that many every day Vanari do not feel as their government feels.” 


“Are Deni and the others in danger Andro?” Sa'sur asked bluntly. 


Andro nodded his head. “More so than when they first arrived I believe.” He said. “When you get there Sa'sur I also want you to cut loose the other Durcunusaan teams to Deni covertly. He’ll know what to do with them. And give Paga one of the Drow Scout units. Inamarno is still a threat to the OSG and others within the Vanari government because of what she knows and what she can do and I will see to it that she is protected. Whoever is running things and is in charge is going to come after them sooner or later and I think they will try before I get there.”

“That means they will have to move within the next day or two.” Sa'sur said.

Andro nodded in agreement. “They still think I won’t be there for another few weeks so perhaps not, but I’m willing to bet they have sources that know I am on the move and I believe it will happen quickly now that they are back on Austrova. If they were planning to do it before they went to Lorent then all the pieces are still in place. That is why I advanced our schedule as I did. Now that Moran and Dante are dealt with, which happened a lot sooner than I had ever hoped for, we can begin moving.”

“We were due some luck Andro.” Sa'sur said softly.

Andro nodded. “Yes we were. Imagine the surprise of the Vanari when we pop in and say hi.”

“How soon before you begin jump prep?” Sa'sur asked with a smile and shake of her head knowing Andro was loving this game more than he let on to anyone.


“Armen says we can be ready to go by the end of the day today.” Andro replied. “Our first jump is scheduled for zero nine hundred tomorrow. The second at fourteen hundred. We should be there by tomorrow evening. Armen says we could do it in one jump but he still wants to work the kinks out of the main engines before really spooling them up.”


“Bastard!” Sa'sur hissed at him. “I just spent the last three days jumping through hoops as we traveled here. Do you know what a pain in the ass it is to keep three hundred and thirty-four ships in order while you are jumping a gazillion light years every nine hours?”


“Sa'sur… I have faith in you!” Andro exclaimed. “And I did get your husband and his ship transferred to your command. That has to count for something?”


“And you are damn lucky you did that. At least he can sate my blood when something screwy takes place.” Sa'sur stated playfully.


“We have to wait for Elynth and Anthar to return with Marux anyway. They found him… barely alive and half starved. It took some talking for him to believe she wasn’t there to kill him but without Dante’s twisted mind and Xaxon’s influence clouding his judgment I think he sees more clearly now.” Andro said.


“Are you sure keeping him on SPARTA'S WRATH is such a good idea?” Sa'sur asked.


“He is safer here.” Andro answered her. “The Elder Mother is with my father and Elder Syrilth already has too much to worry about on Earth. She and Uncle Ben’s people are working on getting the adolescent dragons with father back to Earth so they can adjust properly. No… I will keep him here and we will help him to recover.”


“Well… I won’t argue with you about that.” Sa'sur said. 


“Has anyone contacted you since you entered the Quadrant?” Andro asked her.


“A Vanari ship met us just outside of their space within an hour of completing the jump.” Sa'sur answered. “It’s travelling with us now. It had a member of their Board of Regents on it. She transferred over quickly with a few military people… but she is a stuck up, arrogant upaee. At least that is how she comes across to most of us. She started out trying to tell me how to fly my ship as we entered Vanari space! Their military people just stood there and shook their heads.”


Andro nodded his head. “That sounds like what Coren described they would do. He said to expect more of the same. At least until I arrive… and then they will turn all nice and happy to see us. It is an interesting signal from their military however. We may be able to use that in the future. Perhaps they do not agree on everything that the Board of Regents is doing.”


“To save their trade contracts… no doubt.” Sa'sur said. “You still plan on sticking to that I hope?”


Andro nodded his head. “The Union can replace whatever the Vanari provide to the Protectorate right now. If they force my hand then I will do exactly what Denali told them I would do. Dutkne is already working on setting up a travel corridor that will bypass Vanari space all together.”


“And the Rothryn?” Sa'sur asked.


Andro sat back in his chair. “Sehri’s mother and I had a long talk just before she left with you. She will talk with him when she arrives.” He said. “And I will speak with Praetor Dyack when we get there and insure he knows the truth. I believe he was given the wrong information intentionally by this Circle Shaman that traveled with Sehri and not her sisters. This Shaman Harira person... she is more than she wants everyone to think she is and this Rothryn Science Academy concerns me.”


Sa'sur nodded. “I read the report. You are thinking the same thing I am then I take it?”


Andro nodded. “They are not training those who show exceptional Etheric skills to better use them… they are controlling them. Perhaps forcing them to do the bidding of whoever is in charge of this Academy. Lady Aleatia has said they have almost absolute power in this area and even the government under Dyack really has no say in what they do.”


“Religious fanatics.” Sa'sur said. “Gods… they are the worse.”


Andro turned when the door to his Ready Room opened and Jomann led Yuri and Pa'cour in. His Durcunusaan Captain and now closest friend was the only one outside of his wives and family that would dare simply walk in here unannounced. He turned back to Sa'sur.

“Sa'sur… advise when you have established orbit.” He said. “I’ll keep you up to date on our status and if all goes well we should see you sometime tomorrow evening.”


Sa'sur nodded. “Understood. SCIMITAR out.”


Andro got to his feet and came around in front of his desk to stand in front of Yuri and Pa'cour. “You are departing?” He spoke.

Yuri nodded her head. “We need to get back to Veyerai and finish the refit of the INQUISITOR. Removing Robert’s stench is not as easy as I had hoped it would be.” She stated with a touch of disgust in her voice. “And you are getting ready to leave.”


“Carisia? Onera?” Andro asked.


“We said our goodbyes last night.” Yuri told him. “Onera is typically Akruxian when it comes to goodbyes and she is too excited about what she will experience out here among the stars with you and the others.”


“Yuri…” Andro began.


“No.” Yuri told him. Andro watched as she took Pa'cour’s hand in her own and squeezed tightly. “Pa'cour and I made this decision knowing full well what it means Androcles. She needs to learn how to control what she can do. The only place she can do that is here among you and the others.”


“We will take good care of her.” Andro said. “And you have access to a QCR now. Do not be afraid to use it Yuri.”


Yuri’s head canted to the side. “That was not expected Androcles. Your QCRs are some of your most secret and guarded military advances.”


Andro smiled. “Yes… but I don’t think you will be selling it in The Wilds. Not that any of those fools could figure out how to work it anyway.” He stated. 
Pa'cour chuckled softly and nodded. “True enough.” He said.

“We need to remain in touch and while the standard sub space channels are sufficient enough, the QCR is quicker and real time. I’d like you to keep me apprised of how Professor Lidene is coming with the weapons systems as well.” Andro told her.

“It’s slow going but he is fairly certain he can come up with a few things now that the Drones are assisting.” Yuri said.


“If you need something that you can not obtain and that your contacts within the Union could get for you, my Aunt Deia has already suggested you contact her.” Andro told her. 


Yuri looked at him stunned. “Deia?” She gasped.


“You and Pa'cour brought her sister home to her Yuri and allowed her to finally say goodbye. What you did after they died Pa'cour… to honor them… that can never be repaid.” Andro told them. “Regardless of what you think you may know… that one action earned you and Pa'cour more trust than you will ever truly understand. And it allowed my tenna Deia to know you have fully turned the corner in your life.”


Yuri looked up into Pa'cour’s face which was usually stoic but she saw the hint of deep respect in his dark eyes now. “We thank you.” He spoke.


Andro nodded his head. “I imagine that you will also be working on what you had to see my father about?”


Yuri’s dark eyes grew a little wider. “You…”


“Know what it is all about?” Andro said. “No.”


“Then…”


“I know my father well enough to know that it must not be good if he has not contacted me about it.” Andro said. “And if you felt the need to only speak with him, then it probably has something to do with what you found in your mother’s files. About me. Or how I would react to something in those files. Which is to say… not well.”

“I wouldn’t jump to conclusions Androcles.” Yuri said.


“I’m not.” He stated. “I’m merely deducing things given what I know. Which is nothing to be honest.”


Yuri felt a sense of relief wash over her but she hid it well. “When the time comes I’m sure he will tell you.” She said.


Andro chuckled. “I am not so sure… my father can be a closed mouth bastard when he wants to be. You should know that. That is something you and he had decided to deal with on your own so I will not concern myself with it. I trust you both to know what you are doing.” He moved back to his desk and took the data pad from the surface. He turned back to them and held it out to Pa'cour. “I am having two dozen more Worker Drones transferred to you. With the extra power core from SPARTA'S WRATH powering their production line, we are building them as quickly as possible to assist our own engineers. Use them to help refit the ships you have with the new engine specs and the shield modifications that Carisia gave to you. Pontal and my grandfather are already working on doing the same with the High Coven fleet. You will need both of them going into the future. Treat them…”


“What?” Yuri asked him as she took the pad.


“They are not just machines even though we are building them.” Andro told her. “Like Avi and Armen they can think and learn and process on their own. Treat them as individuals and I think you will find they can do a lot more than you know.”


Yuri nodded her head as she looked at him. “Are you saying they are sentient?”


Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “I’m saying that Avi and Armen are not simple machines to be used. The Drones appear to be similar in nature. They kept nearly two hundred dragon eggs alive for over five thousand years with no guidance and directions except for their own. That ought to tell you something about what they are capable of.”


“I will see to it.” Yuri said.


Pa'cour looked up from the pad. “You are giving us the specs to your Body Armor.” He asked.


Andro nodded his head. “Neither of you is out of danger and you know it.” He told them. “With Moran and Dante out of the picture… our enemies will undoubtedly turn their attention not only towards my aunt and Narice… but also you and Pa'cour. You may not be a Princess of the High Coven any longer Yuri but I have a sense that you and Pa'cour have become even more important in the overall scheme of things.”

“That sense… your intuition… it is extremely frightening at times. You do know that don’t you?” Yuri said.

Andro smiled. “It scares the hell out of me too. There will be others, even among the High Coven, who will believe if they take you and Pa'cour out of the equation, they can then move on Narice.”

“I will not allow that.” Yuri hissed.

Andro nodded his head. “I know. That is why I am doing this. And with the way things are developing between Onera, Sheva and Dorian… well I think you already know about that.”

“We approve Androcles.” Pa'cour said quickly.


“I was hoping you would say that.” Andro spoke. “It happened rather quickly for all of them… probably because Dorian is like me in many respects but I know my brother and Sheva are very happy it did. And they are not being shy about embracing it.”


Yuri nodded. “As is Onera.” She said. “And I could not ask for a man who will love and cherish her more than your brother Androcles.”


Andro looked at her and smiled a warm smile. It was an expression that made Yuri briefly think of what things would have been like if her mother and father had embraced these people so long ago instead of trying to destroy and enslave them. She had thought a lot about that recently and Yuri knew things would be so very different if they had.

“Things are not working out exactly as you had envisioned are they?” Andro asked her.

Yuri met his gaze. “Phraktos no!” She blurted out instantly. “I certainly never envisioned things working out as they have! Not once.”


“And do you regret any of it?” Andro asked.


Yuri took a deep breath and looked at Pa'cour with a brilliant smile of love and devotion before turning back to him. “Not one bit.” She answered firmly.


“Then let’s keep building on that.” Andro said. 


Yuri reached out and took Pa'cour’s hand in her own. “We intend to.” She said.


Andro motioned for the door. “I will walk you to the landing bay. Since you gave The Tears of Heaven to Carisia… I have something I would like to give to you in return.”

MANNE

BASE ONE


“…is maintaining its course and speed.” Martin spoke to the image of Delnash in the QCR. 
Wayonn, Tobia and Valael sat with them at the table, both of them surprised at being included in this transmission as well as the level of sophistication of the QCR. It had been nearly three days since they had arrived and both of them were still in a state of shock at how easily they had been accepted among the Lycavorians and the other species that traveled with Martin Leonidas. Whatever had occurred in the past, the deaths of their comrades on Onterom, whatever anger or distrust that was felt was not directed at them in any way. It was almost as if these men and women knew that Valael and Tobia as well as the military officers and crew of the ship they had arrived on were friends and allies they could rely on.

“Yuriko and her ship are shadowing them pretty close. Closer than I would like really… but she is certain that they seem to lack the ability or skills to use the more advanced equipment some of those ships had on them.” Martin continued.

Delnash nodded his head in agreement from his office as he looked out the window over the city. He turned to face them as he answered. “I have had some people I trust completely begin going over the data that Anja gathered and they agree with this assessment. The Svorag are adapting… but it would appear that they still cannot comprehend higher functions. It would be much easier to determine what exactly is happening with the data that Lorendo undoubtedly has access too… but…”

“Do not risk yourself or your people in trying to find out Chief Elder!” Wayonn spoke instantly from his chair next to Martin. “Many of Lorendo’s secrets have to be on his computer and Avi will break the encryption eventually.”

Delnash shook his head. “I do not intend to Wayonn. Things need to change and I am not going to risk that by being foolish.” He replied. “You believe the original time table is accurate then Martin?”


Marin nodded as he lowered his mug of Aricia’s coffee. “We can be pretty accurate based on the data we have and unless something changes… they’ll arrive over Honelze in just under seven weeks.”


“Why not come directly for Artaaya Martin?” Delnash asked. “Why go after our colony world and not come right for our main planet, our seat of power, with the numbers that they have?”

“I’ve been asking myself that same question.” Martin said. “I think I may have an answer that neither of us is going to like very much.”


“Why do I sense this answer is neither helpful nor appealing to what we are trying to do here on Artaaya?” Delnash asked.


“That’s me.” Martin said. “The harbinger of doom and gloom.”

“What is your theory?” Delnash asked with a slight shake of his head and smile.


Martin leaned forward in his chair. “I think we have two different scenarios actually. The first is pretty remote if you ask me, but the head Svorag, their leader if you will, he is much more advanced than the others and he is keeping them from evolving by whatever means he has available. That is why we haven’t seen him or her so far in our encounters.”


Delnash returned to his chair as they saw Avatar 27 enter the office. “That would imply that the Svorag have some sort of advanced society that we have not seen Martin.” Delnash spoke as he sat down. “Their behavior so far to date does not support this.”

Martin shook his head. “No… it doesn’t.”

“For lack of a better definition they have always been more of a nuisance than anything else really.” Delnash said. “They have been more nomadic and scattered until recently. We have certainly never seen them in such numbers or using such advanced equipment or ships as we have seen in our last few encounters.”

“That’s why you are going to like the second scenario even less.” Martin told him.


“Oh please… indulge me. I just love bad news.” Delnash spoke sarcastically and this drew smiles from both Wayonn and Martin.


“The second scenario is that someone is controlling them.” Martin said. “Someone is giving them their orders and where to go and what to do.”


“By someone I assume you mean the Scourge?” Delnash asked with wide eyes.


Martin shook his head. “No. By someone… I mean Lorendo.”

“Lorendo!” Delnash gasped.


“That fat ronnus is the one who developed and perfected this virus as a weapon.” Martin spoke. “Anja has been able to confirm that without difficulty sir, just by going through the parts of the logs Avi has been able to recover from the science station and decrypt from Lorendo’s own P9. The only question, well the biggest one anyway, that we can’t answer right now is whether he intended it to fight the Scourge should they return at some future date, or use them for his own means.”


Delnash met Martin’s gaze directly. “His own means? You mean to… to take control.” He stated.


Martin nodded. “As much as it pains me to say… yes. Why else make something like this? He had to have a means of control if he was going to use them in a such a way.”


“Martin they are beasts!” Delnash exclaimed. “Operating on pure instinct!”


“Even beasts can be tamed sir.” Martin spoke.


“That… Martin what you are suggesting is incomprehensible.” Delnash stammered. 


“Is it?” Wayonn asked with no malice in his voice. “Or is it just something that is so far out there that it is too hard to believe. That we don’t want to believe it?”


“You are suggesting that an Elder of the Pralor people is using his skills and talents to create and support a genetically modified army to turn against his own people!” Delnash stated. “I… I can not bring myself to believe that he is capable of such a thing.”


“Yet you are able to believe that he intentionally falsified critical star chart updates that our Seed mission needed to avoid a Class Nine ion storm. An ion storm that crippled five City ships and resulted in the deaths of millions of our people. An act that altered the very fabric of the society of hundreds of different species through the millennia within the Alpha Quadrant. And eventually cost more than a trillion lives. More than half of them Lycavorian.” Wayonn spoke.


“What?” Tobia gasped now looking at Delnash’s figure in the transmission. “Chief Elder… what does Wayonn mean?”


Delnash looked at him. “The evidence that 27 has procured provides substantial proof of this Wayonn… yes… but what you are suggesting is… it is even more monstrous than what he did on Onterom or what he perpetrated with the City ships.”


Martin nodded his head. “That goes without saying. And to be honest… I believe the body count is going to continue to climb until we figure it out and stop him. ” He said.


They watched Delnash rise to his feet again and move back around his desk. He went to the large window in his office once more and gazed out over the capital city. “By all the spirits within the Rift of Time.” He spoke softly. “That would mean he has… he has been planning and supporting this for far longer than we believe.”

Wayonn nodded once more. “At least since the end of the war Chief Elder.” He stated. “More than likely since right after the Pralor people took up residence on Artaaya. Perhaps even during your journey there.”


“It also means he has more of a power base than we first thought.” Martin spoke. “You may have announced free elections, but don’t doubt for a second he is planning to counter that. He for sure does not want you elected freely by the people.”


“Are you saying he would resort to violence?” Delnash asked.


“I’m saying exactly that.” Martin stated. “But I also think Lorendo is realizing he has a major problem on his hands.”

Delnash looked at him in the transmission. “He has lost control.” Delnash stated softly.


Martin nodded his head. “Perhaps not locally… those he has around him and supporting him… but overall that’s a pretty safe bet. Why else act as he has acted since he discovered I was around?” He continued. “That is why he killed the men and women in cryo stasis. He did not want us finding out what they were really doing there, or that the Svorag are truly beginning to adapt and evolve more than he ever intended them too. As we used to say in the Teams… he is moving to cover his ass.”


“It is the only reason he would have locked the facility down with Praetorian command codes Delnash. You know that.” Wayonn said. “He did not believe there were any still alive with the Etheric power to trigger the station’s systems. He did not know about Murano and he certainly didn’t know or realize that Martin and the others existed.”


“How could he?” Valael spoke for the first time now. “All of our Quadrant monitoring probes and stations were destroyed by the Scourge. He had no idea that Sumar and you did what you did by merging our people with the Lycavorians Wayonn. If he had, he would have known that the blood of any of Sumar’s descendants would remain undiluted and very potent no matter who it mixed with. The same goes for you Wayonn and any Praetorians that accompanied you and their descendants among the Lycavorian people.”


“Jomann’s descendants for starters.” Martin said with a nod. “He’s the only one outside of my family who has the active Praetorian gene at the moment.”


“I would not expect that to remain so.” Tobia spoke softly.


Delnash, Valael and Wayonn looked at her but Martin sat back in his chair with a slight grin on his face. “I don’t.” Martin said.

“What do you mean Tobia?” Delnash asked.


“She means that as soon as Shiria and Deia get rolling on this program they have worked out to find those with the Praetorian gene, she is going to find quite a few among my people who have the active gene.” Martin said.


“We assumed that already Martin.” Wayonn said. “Why do you have the look on your face though?”


“Because Tobia is a Praetorian as well Wayonn.” Martin said crossing his arms over his broad chest. “And she is beginning to realize why my grandfather did what he did concerning her.”

“What?!” Wayonn gasped as his eyes went to her. “Tobia?”


Tobia looked at Martin for a long moment. “I should have guessed this would have been part of the skills passed down within Sumar’s blood. It is how he discovered me so long ago. How long have you known?” She asked him softly.


“Since the moment I realized you were Mari’s mother and I felt your resonance.” Martin said. He touched his nose. “It’s all in the nose.”


“What?” Valael gasped even louder.


“I should have suspected that your sense of smell would detect it when you met me. And that you would have felt the Etheric spike when Delnash told me where Mari was.” She said sheepishly. “I did not realize it until after Delnash had told me where Mari was and who she was with. I… I should have guessed that anyone of Sumar’s blood would know instantly.”


“Of course!” Wayonn gasped now as he gazed at her and realization hit him as well. “That is why her Etheric resonance is so powerful and how she knows to shield so well. You taught her.” He looked at Tobia now. “Mari is not only yours and Murano’s daughter; she is also a Praetorian as well isn’t she?”


“Wait! Wait!” Valael exclaimed. “Someone tell me what is going on here!”


“Tobia…” Delnash spoke as he returned to his chair. “… Now is not the time to keep things hidden. Is what Martin and Wayonn are saying… is it true?”

Tobia looked at him. “Yes.” She answered. 


“How?” Delnash gasped.


“Sumar discovered me when I was only two years old.” She said. “Right before the end of the first war with the Scourge. He kept me and my parents hidden from everyone. My… my ability allows me to shrink my Etheric resonance to miniscule levels. Not even Murano could detect what I was. He wanted… he wanted me to teach this ability to all Praetorians when I became old enough. Sumar’s instructions to my parents at the time… instructions they passed on to me when I became of age… they were to keep me safe for I would be part of the future of the Praetorians. He left them a copy of the Tomes and when it was discovered he and you were lost Wayonn, they gave them to me to study and learn from.”


“He never told me you existed.” Wayonn said. “He must have done it for the same reason he left Murano behind.” Wayonn said now as he turned and looked at Martin. 

Martin looked at him. “What?”

“To discover and teach the Praetorians of the future.” Wayonn said. “Even then… even back then Sumar knew you and the others would eventually arrive Martin. He mentioned it to me on several occasions but I always thought he was just hoping. He knew!”

“I believe he knew Murano and I would be drawn to each other when we finally did meet each other.” Tobia said softly. “It is the way of things between Praetorians. We will always be drawn to another Praetorian first. Or one who has the gene within them. At least in a romantic way. It’s almost as if the gene knows who will be the most compatible for us. I did not fight it to be sure. I did not want to. Murano was… he is so handsome and proud. And Murano did not fight it either. At least not at first.”
“This is why you have never searched for another husband?” Valael asked.

Tobia nodded her head. “As I told Delnash so recently… Murano is the only man I could possibly love. Who I still love. With all that I am. I just could not let Mari be affected by the pain he was inflicting upon himself at his perceived failures.”

“That’s why he doesn’t know who she is?” Martin asked.

“I wanted to tell him Martin. I wanted to tell him so badly, but I also knew that unless he purged the inner demons that plagued him he could never be the father that Mari needed.” Tobia said.

Martin nodded slowly. “You don’t have to explain it to me. Or to anyone.” He said.

“Does Mari know what she is?” Wayonn asked.

Tobia shook her head. “I have never told her and I have never trained her in anything more than how to shield her Etheric resonance. Even from her father. He may suspect Mari is somewhat different after being around her so recently but unless she drops her natural shielding completely or tells him, he will not discover it.”

Martin leaned forward. “The situation with Mari will work itself out. It has already begun down that path.” He spoke. 
Tobia looked at him. “What… what do you mean?” She asked.

“You should probably talk to Aricia and my mates sometime soon Tobia.” Martin told her. “Right now we have bigger concerns.”

“What do you mean?” Tobia asked again.

“Trust me.” Martin told her meeting her eyes from across the table.

“Yes.” Tobia said nodding in agreement as she looked at him with many questions in her eyes. That was something she sensed in Martin Leonidas almost immediately. She trusted him though she had never met him before coming here. “You are correct.”
“Anja, Duewa and Radra have been going through the files Avi has decrypted so far. All of them agree that somewhere along the line in his sick experimentations Lorendo introduced something into the Svorag DNA that has now caused them to mutate into something he can no longer control.” Martin spoke. “The ones he has lost direct control over have now spread and evolved into what they are now. Something far out of his sphere of control and he is scared. I believe it has something to do with what took place with Teniri and the ship she sent back to gather Arzoal and the other dragons from Elear.” 

“So you don’t believe him concerning that?” Delnash didn’t phrase the statement as a question for he no longer believed that either.

“I wouldn’t believe anything that bastard has to say even if he was telling the truth about it.” Martin snarled. “Since Teniri is here… she and Arzoal are putting a timeline together on what took place back then. It is slow going since so much happened after Teniri and the others met up with you Delnash… but they will figure it out. You sent the two Pralors who survived the events of Elear and who knew Arzoal as a Pralor. They traveled with Teniri to finally meet you. They were overjoyed to see her again by the way and now they can hopefully get it done. Then we will have a base to work off of.”

“So you believe these Svorag headed for Honelze are under Lorendo’s control?” Valael asked.

Martin shook his head. “No… these are the ones he has lost control of.” He answered him quickly. “At least that is what Anja believes and I happen to agree. She may be a tiny thing and have a wicked temper as well as a sharp tongue… but she is by far the most intelligent person I have ever met and when it comes to this kind of stuff… I don’t question her. Period. She has forgotten more about this stuff than most of us have ever learned.”

I heard that you big oaf! Anja’s voice echoed within the Etheric realm and those in the room all smiled for she did not shield the comment.

“From what Radra has told me about her… I am inclined to agree.” Valael said.

“How do you suggest I proceed forward now Martin?” Delnash asked him now. “You are, tactically speaking, the most experienced person anywhere to be found in this quadrant of space by far. I’m quite sure Murano would agree with that assessment.”
“I want to cut lose a unit of my engineers Chief Elder. Most of those that Andro sent and came with Manda are from the 1st Elven Engineer Brigade. They are the very best that we have and they have been working with all the technology we learned since I brought City Ship 41 to Earth. Manda has a woman on her ship as part of her crew. Zaala Randall. She is the one who came up with the design of the Hyper Matter Fusion Engines that our ships are using. She is my adopted sister Tarifa’s younger sister and she has been working on this since day one. She is on the ARIZONA and working as her Chief Engineer Consultant. Her husband is the Air Wing Commander for Manda’s Fleet.”

“She is an elven female then? I remember from the information on your history that this sister you refer to… Tarifa… she is an elf.” Valael asked.

Martin nodded his head. “And she is just as drop dead beautiful as her sister.” He said. “Tarifa and I… this all began with Tarifa, Dysea, Anja and I when we returned to Earth after the passing of the Comet. We just… we just began to call ourselves brother and sister through the years and it stuck. There are a few Lycavorians and vampires in that group but they are our best and brightest like I said. Manda is my Sector Commander and she also wants to send some ships. We’ll need to begin working together with your ships to better coordinate.” Martin told him. “I want to send them all to Honelze to take stock of what we have and begin to prepare defensive fortifications and get a feel for the area of space we will be working in.”

Delnash nodded instantly. “Of course… I expected as much. Teniri and the Dragon Elder Council here on Artaaya have already chosen two dozen dragons to travel to Honelze to assist as I’m sure she has made you aware. They will be departing within the next day or two. I have also received Garan’s recommendations and will be sending a small force of men that are under his command. He wishes to have them trained as he has been training.”

“What do we tell the people Chief Elder?” Valael asked now. “They will surely begin to question what is going on when others from different species begin arriving on their colony.”

“I believe 27 has already come up with a plan for that.” Delnash spoke now. “Since Lorendo is the one who has made your presence known to our people Martin… we are going to use that as our jumping point. Tinra’s people here are still reviewing the information I provided to them as well as comparing it to what Lorendo told them. The settlers on Honelze are among the more… liberal and open minded of our people if you will. They are among those who did not agree with how the government was being run even before the war ended. Most of them were and still are dire hard supporters of your grandfather’s methods and teachings. I think you will find them far more accepting than those on Artaaya, at least for the moment. I understand that you gave your interview with Tinra yesterday. You are not wasting any time I see.”

“There’s no point in it.” Martin explained. “When things begin to happen it’s going to be fast and furious. I’d rather not have to deal with mistrust and arrogance then.”

Delnash nodded. “I agree. When are Aricia and the others doing theirs?”

“Later today I believe.” Martin answered. “I wanted Tinra to move quickly so that we can get our people to Honelze faster. If the interviews go out on your channels before they arrive… if the Pralor people see them… see that we are not what Lorendo says we are it might make things go more smoothly.”

Delnash nodded once more. “Again… I agree.”

“I’m going to send Wayonn and General Koguth’s people as well.” Martin told him. “The Juturi Pride handled most of the defensive positions here on Manne with the 1st EB and they did a bang up job of it. I’ve briefed Koguth on what the Svorag are capable of and he is ready to go. Hell... he practically begged to go. I’m sending Isabella, Cirith and Dysea as well. Melda Min’s bonded sister Iriral can coordinate the dragons you are sending. She has done this sort of thing before and has become an excellent leader and teacher.”

“You will send your Queens?” Valael asked surprised. 

Martin nodded. “Trust me… they are more than capable of handling anything that might come up between the three of them.”

“And your brother Daniel? Will he be going to Honelze to help train the men Garan requested?” Delnash asked.

Martin shook his head. “Danny and my team stay with me.” He said. “We know each other as well as we know ourselves. We can predict what the other will do in pretty near any given situation. Garan will be going with a squad of Durcunusaan to train those men you are sending.”

“You are still planning on going to the Lycavorian colony then? That is why you are splitting up your forces?” Delnash asked him.

Martin looked at him for a moment before answering. “They are my people and I want to find out for myself why Lorendo and his people stopped monitoring them and what happened to them.”

“Then you will need Tobia’s skill as well. It is the other reason I asked her to join Valael on the trip.” Delnash said.
Martin looked at him. “Why?”

“She and Valael have traveled to the sector you will be going to. The Svorag are not just a threat to us. They are a threat to every other sentient species within this quadrant and I know they have attacked other colonies belonging to these species as well.” Delnash told him. “We are not the only group out here among the stars in this quadrant Martin, though we are quite spread out. There are nineteen other bipedal species like us that call this quadrant home. Seven of them have obtained working space flight ability. Of those seven species, four of them have built passable interstellar engine Drive Cores that allow them to leave their home planet and its system. Rudimentary engines to be sure… nothing like we or you possess… but still workable. Out of those four, three are not exactly fond of visitors. Two of them are involved in a border war of some sort and they even suspect we had a hand in creating the Svorag to begin with to target their people. They do not know how close to the truth that they really are. The sector that you will be traveling to is populated by one of these species.”

“What is the threat level?” Martin asked.

“Your ships and people are superior to anything they can put against you technologically speaking Martin.” Valael spoke.

“I am sensing a but coming.” Martin asked.

“But… we have encountered them before.” Valael answered. “Tobia knows them better than anyone else for she has studied them and dealt with them in the past. Let’s just say that you will not like their attitude towards us very much given how things worked out when we first encountered you on Onterom.”

Martin rolled his eyes. “Great.” He said. “Why is nothing I do ever easy?”

“The most militant of the three groups also has the largest fleet and army; though militant might be a strong word. Militaristic would be better I suppose. They have a heavy presence in the system where your people were.” Tobia spoke now. “They are called the Tasmor. A female dominated race to be sure.”

“Female dominated?” Wayonn asked.

Tobia nodded in response to his question. “Tasmor males are very much in the minority and considered second class citizens, at least in most cases. The Tasmor control seven planets, all well advanced and very well guarded. They are led by a Tasmor Sovereign Regnant. Her name is Saydia Daret. She is the ultimate power and word among their people. She isn’t exactly the most outgoing person either. The ratio of females to males is something like twenty to one. The females occupy all positions of power within their military and government. There are men within their ranks but none higher than a ship commander if the information I have is accurate. Their forces are well disciplined and very well trained. Not on a level of skill as your people as Valael said but still much more than any others we have seen. I have a full briefing that I can give once you decide we will depart, but aside from the basic information we never were able to obtain much in the way of how their culture and government works.”

“She means we never bothered.” Delnash spoke calmly in keeping with his new persona. He was not going to try and deny the mistakes they had made in the past any longer. He would face them head on and try to correct any that were within his power to correct.

“We’ll be leaving by the end of the week at the latest. Once I know everything here on Manne is secure and Anja is satisfied she has everything she needs.” He answered Tobia before looking at the clear image of Delnash. “I could guess and probably be very near correct right? When you first encountered them… it went pretty much the same way it did with us huh?”

Delnash could not hide the embarrassment in his smile. “Unfortunately… yes it did.” He replied. “Though in our defense, they demanded that we hand over some of our technology and we refused. It went downhill from there. Tobia has since dealt with their Sovereign Regnant on several different occasions through the years and relations have improved to a point, but there is still no love lost between us. Tobia was even able to broker a trade agreement with them. Aside from that… our two peoples do not get along very well.”

“What about the other species?” Martin asked.

“We have had little to no contact with them.” Delnash answered. “I believe the Tasmor have made contact with all those having space flight ability, but to my knowledge, the Tasmor and those other three species are the only ones able to produce interstellar Drive Cores allowing them to leave their home systems as I said.”

Wayonn shook his head. “Sometimes I wonder how we ever advanced to the level we did.” He said softly.

“Trust me Wayonn… over the past weeks… that very question has entered my mind at many different times.” Delnash spoke.

“Have you come up with an answer Chief Elder?” Wayonn asked.

Delnash nodded his head. “Oh yes.” He said. “I believe it is called blind, stupid luck.”

To say that she was equal parts amazed and stupefied would have been a very accurate statement. Even now, after almost three days here among these men and women she did not know what to make of everything. 

Tinra had free reign within Base One. She could go anywhere she wanted almost without question. She had been friends with Delnash for more years than she could recall and she had jumped at the chance to come here. He didn’t try to tell her what to do, or who to talk to while she was here, only that he wanted her to be truthful and report from the heart. This was always the Tinra had been no matter where she stood on an issue. That left her in a minority among her peers she knew, for most of those who reported the news and happenings of the Pralor society almost always let their personal feelings rule what they reported and how. Tinra had tried very hard to remain outside looking in for all of her life. Now she was having a very hard time doing that. 
The mood in Base One was always one of hopefulness and determination. As she spent the last hours walking through the sprawling camp she saw men and women from nearly a dozen different species helping one another, eating with one another and sharing laughter with one another. She saw senior military officers just as dirty and sweaty as the men and women they commanded as they repaired something or put up a new portable building. Just this very morning she had been out with one of the Vid drones hovering only a short distance away and she came upon a group of men and women putting the finishing touches on a medical clinic in the center of Base One. What shocked her most of all was that she saw Martin Leonidas in the thick of it. He was shirtless, as were all the men working, and a dozen of them were holding what appeared to be a thick portable wall in place while four elven females scampered about the top of the building welding different points. Martin and the men were soaked in sweat and their bodies glistened in the morning sun, but none of them appeared to mind where they were or what they were doing. She could see them talking among themselves from where she stood and laughing. Martin Leonidas was the Lycavorian Spartan King of trillions of lifeforms across the Alpha Quadrant and yet here he was helping to hold up the side of a building with others who were workers or engineers from what she could tell. When the final weld was in place she had watched as the men stood back and admired their work and Martin Leonidas threw his arm across the shoulders of a much smaller elven man as they laughed about something.

Tinra was still a small girl when Chief Elder Sumar left on his ill fated mission, but she had heard hundreds of stories from her father and mother who had escaped the Purge of their empire by the Scourge. This was one of Sumar’s most endearing qualities they had told her. He was not afraid to stepped in beside normal men and women and do mundane work. This is what had caused people to love him so because he didn’t do it out of some alternative reason, he did it because he wanted to. Tinra could see these same traits in Martin Leonidas. That is what drove the men and women with him to worship him as they did. This is what caused them to worship their six beautiful Queens as they did. It was not something Martin Leonidas or his Queens were comfortable with, but it was something they could not change. She had seen the elven Queens Dysea and For'mya working on one of their ships with a group of other pilots just yesterday afternoon. Hardly anyone wore rank of any kind, yet they all seemed to know who was in command where they were. And even those who were in command of what was happening in a certain area were just as sweaty and dirty as the next. No one was adverse to throwing their weight into their duties and doing so with glee it seemed. This was the kind of mentality that Sumar exuded and the Pralor people embraced, her parents had once told her. It was so very prevalent now here among these men and women and it was almost a palpable thing within the very air she breathed. Just three short days ago they were fighting for their lives and now they were back to work like it was the most natural thing in the world.

They were not afraid to speak with her about anything as long as it did not violate their security and they answered every questioned she answered without fail. They obviously knew their King had allowed her to be here and they trusted their King and Queens without question. They looked upon her with respect and honor and some of the men even… Tinra blushed as she thought about it… some of the Lycavorian men even looked at her with an interest that went beyond her simple questions. They appeared to look at her with desire in their eyes and while it should have made her uncomfortable… it actually made her have thoughts of passion and desire that she had never experienced. Tinra had never made time to find a man or make a family; her job was everything to her. Yet as she walked among them now, it actually made her want for a family. She had seen the way many of the men treated those that were their wives. When she asked them about it she discovered that Martin Leonidas had sent for the wives and husbands of those who were joined so that they could be together out here among the stars despite the risk of having so many non-combatants as she knew they were called. Not one among them had elected to return to the Alpha Quadrant, instead choosing to remain with those they loved. She had seen the young Prince Fedor and the hulking Kavalian she now knew was called Miseo chasing the two stunning young women around the massive Mess Lounge while the young women laughed in happiness. Young women that she later learned were both their wives and Princesses of the Union. 

This was certainly something she had not foreseen when she told Delnash she would come here. She found men and women who were just as smart and inventive as any Pralor she knew back on Artaaya. They were most certainly not primitive to the Pralor people in any way. In many ways… in many ways they were better Tinra had to admit. They clung to the ideals that many Pralors had long ago forgotten or dismissed and they clung to these ideals viciously.

“Not what you expected is it Lady Tinra?” The voice spoke from behind her and Tinra spun around startled to see Delnash’s daughter Kesyla.


“Kesyla!” She exclaimed having not heard her move up behind her. “Ancients child… you frightened me.”


“My apologies. Since… since being turned I seem to walk rather softly.” Kesyla spoke. “I was returning to our quarters when I saw you standing here.”

Tinra noticed she carried a large mug of steaming liquid. “I was just… I have several hours before I interview Martin Leonidas’s Queens and I was just… wandering.” Tinra stared at Kesyla for a long moment but could detect nothing different about her from when she seen her last. She was perhaps leaner and appeared to be more muscular physically, but aside from that there were no differences. Unless of course you included the glowing look upon her face and the brightness of her dark eyes. “You are… you are looking well child.” She finally stammered.


Kesyla laughed gently. “No Lady Tinra… there are no outward signs that I have been changed.” She said.


“Forgive me…” Tinra sputtered. “I did not…”


“You were looking to see if I am different somehow.” Kesyla said. “I’m really not. I am the same person I was before Daniel turned me. I have the same mind and I like the same things that I did before. Though some food now does taste better. I just chose to… I chose to accept what my heart was telling me. And I am so very happy I did.”


“We… we met the young woman in the mountain when we first arrived.” Tinra said. “Her name was…”


“Anuk… yes I know. I knew the moment she met you.” Kesyla said. “Anuk, Nayeca and I… we do not keep things from each other. Or from our husband and mate Daniel.”


Tinra stepped closer to her unafraid. “You… forgive me… you are like them now?”


“If, by like them, you mean that I can shift my form and have taken on the traits of their species…” Kesyla allowed her eyes to change swiftly and her fangs grew out enough to be very visible. 
Kesyla loved when the half change came over her. She loved watching it take place and the influx of additional scents that she could detect. Daniel had told her that first night, the night he had changed her after hours of exquisitely amazing sex between the four of them, as he held her in his powerful arms with Anuk and Nayeca pressed against them both. He had told her that until she grew used to it, the sights, sounds and smells would always be more prominent in her half changed or full wolf form. Kesyla did not question what she felt, she never had. Daniel was the most physically handsome man she had ever laid her eyes upon, yet it was his jovial nature that had shocked her at first. He was large enough to squash most men but he was also the funniest man she had ever met. He could laugh at himself even easier than he laughed at others deeds. Even Martin Leonidas was the same way. That first night together with him and Anuk and Nayeca had been the most blissfully passionate night she had ever experienced in her life. The tastes of Anuk and Nayeca were like sweet candy to her, and Daniel’s body was simply put, beautiful. They lavished her with pleasure and attention that she returned without question or pause. When they had finally collapsed and Daniel held her in his arms as the virus raced through her system, Kesyla knew she had found absolute love with all of them.
“Yes… I can.” Tinra gasped slightly when she saw Kesyla shift but did not move away. “I am still learning the nuances of being a wolf… but it is glorious. And my loves are very patient teachers.”

“I am… it is… I just…” Tinra stammered once more.


Kesyla chuckled softly. “You are stunned that it was I who found love and desire among these men and women?”


Tinra looked at her. “Whenever we interacted you always seemed so reserved and quiet.” She told her. “Your father valued your words though.”


Kesyla nodded. “I know.” She said. “But I am still that same person. When I first saw… when I first saw Daniel, it was on Martin’s ship. I had never seen a man like him. He was so tall and strong and handsome. I was in love with him even then. The color of his skin, his smile. When I discovered that he was already married, I was disappointed to say the least. Until Anuk and Nayeca arrived here and I met them. I realized within moments that I wanted them just as badly as I wanted Daniel. I did not know they felt the same and had before even meeting me. They are connected within the Etheric realm you know. We all are. They knew all about me before they even arrived here… and their desire for me matched mine for them. Daniel says it took Anuk hitting him with a board before he admitted that he felt the same.” Kesyla said with a brilliant smile. “I would not change anything Lady Tinra.”


“Does your… does Delnash know?” Tinra asked.


Kesyla shook her head quickly. “Not yet. I will be returning to Artaaya soon as part of a diplomatic group. I will tell him then. I do not know what he will say or do.”


“I think you will find that your father will be most open.” Tinra said. “He is a different man Kesyla. Since meeting Martin Leonidas and the others he is so very different than the man I have known.”


Kesyla nodded. “I know. And that makes me very happy.”


Tinra saw her cant her head slightly and then smile shyly. “What?” She asked.


Kesyla shook her head. “Nayeca is wondering where I have gotten off to.” She lifted the mug. “I was bringing this back to our quarters so that we can wake Daniel and get him moving. He can not get enough of the Queen’s coffee it seems and he is such a bear in the mornings. It is very good however.” She said sipping it.

Tinra had to admit that she had never seen Kesyla so animated or happy in the years she had known her. She was exceptionally beautiful, Tinra had always known that, but now she simply glowed. “Forgive me for delaying you.” She said.

Kesyla laughed softly again and looked at her. “It is nothing. Anuk says they will use other means to kick Daniel awake.” She stated. “When is your interview with Aricia and the others?”


“In four hours.” Tinra said.


Kesyla stepped closer and took her arm gently. “Then let me share with you what I have discovered here among these men and women. I may be Pralor but they are my people now as well. And it makes me sing with happiness.”


Tinra smiled. “I would like that very much.” She said.

AUSTROVA

RE MYDALA ESTATE


“…Wish you would reconsider Caliria.” Coren spoke to her across the table.


The bright sunlight was filling the main dining room of the home through the wall to ceiling glass window that overlooked the river. Caliria had often times sat on the adjoining deck in the mornings when she was younger, letting the sun bath her in its warmth and light. They had been back for two days and she had returned to her apartment with Paga and a Vanari Cadre security detachment once to retrieve most of her remaining clothes and items she wanted. That her apartment had been searched was readily apparent to her immediately. They had not stayed very long, many of the items in her apartment were part of her past and Caliria had no intention of ever reclaiming them. She had a new life now, one that she had embraced fully.

Her time on Lorent had been both a wonder and learning experience. She was not fully turned as Arduri was or born a half breed like the sisters Ryana or Nyosa, but she had rapidly absorbed all they had been able to teach her while there. The four women had become very fast friends, and Ryana and Nyosa had taken both her and Arduri on several tours through the city and into the countryside. Denali and Dutkne had joined them twice, but usually it was just the four young women. Caliria had never been to the Protectorate homeworld and she found it to be beautiful and so peaceful. As they walked among the streets and shops she noticed that she and Arduri were accepted completely. The Lycavorian virus swirling within their veins now made sure of that. She discovered that the Lycavorians could smell the potency of the virus within another and Nyosa told them that the virus that coursed fully through Arduri and Caliria’s veins was the most potent that any Lycavorian had ever smelled. It would only grow in the years to come, especially after Andro finally bit her and made Caliria completely his.

Caliria missed him terribly. She missed them all terribly. All she could think of now was what she would do when they returned. How would they treat her? Would they accept and trust her fully after what had taken place with Franklin? She was worried that Androcles would never look at her the same way as he had that night in his villa on Earth. It mattered not to her now. She would spend however long it took in years and effort to convince them all that she desired nothing more than to be in their arms.


Caliria lowered the juice she was drinking and looked at her father. “Papa… I only have a week left of classes.” She told him. “Once my exams are complete then it will no longer be a concern.”


“I know… but for the next week I will worry for you whenever you are not here among us.” Coren told her. 


“I have Paga and a Cadre Commando detachment.” Caliria said. “There is no telling who else Denali has watching my every move. It is silly.”


“It is not silly!” Coren protested. “Not after what we have discovered these last weeks! You are a threat to them Caliria! We are all a threat… but you… you are the key. You are the only one within the Beta Quadrant who has the working formula for the counter-agent.”


Caliria looked up fully from the pad she was reading and looked at her father. “What? What do you mean? Regent Ardan has a copy.”


Coren shook his head as he rose to his feet. “No.” He said softly as he moved to the large window.

“What do you mean?” Caliria asked.


“On the last leg of our return from Earth Denali and I spoke with Dutkne.” Coren said. “We decided to insure that the formula remained under our control so Ardan could not corrupt it or exploit it. We only gave him ninety percent of the formula.” Coren turned back to face her. “You are the only one who knows the entire formula. At least here in the Beta Quadrant. That will change when Androcles’s sister Eliani arrives with him… but for the moment you are the key to all of this. The Eridiani Franklin’s visit to you before we left for Lorent was proof of that. It is why Denali pulled us to Lorent so quickly after your encounter with him. He sensed they would act to take you and whoever else they could before more time passed. They know they don’t have the full formula Caliria… but they also know from all the data we gave to them that it does work.”


“Do you honestly believe they would come after me here on Austrova?” Caliria asked as she too got to her feet.


Coren nodded. “Now more than before. The bulk of Androcles’s forces arrived early this morning. It caused quite the stir within the Vanari Fleet when over a hundred Union warships dropped in to say hello. Most of them are holding at the outer system marker, but several ships are now in orbit. Ships very similar to Denali’s command ship.” He told her seeing her soft green eyes grow wide as she came up to him. “That is where Denali and Arduri are right now. Meeting with the female elf Androcles has put in charge. Admiral Sa'sur I believe her name is.”


“Andro?” Caliria gasped. “Sadi and the others?”


Coren shook his head. “No. They are finishing up some matters in the Alpha Quadrant that needed their immediate attention. Something to do with the High Coven.” He saw the look of sadness flitter across her face and he reached out to touch her cheek softly. Her green eyes settled back on his face. “Do not question that they are coming Caliria.”


“I… I long to feel their arms around me papa.” Caliria said softly. “It frightens me that it might not ever happen again.”


“Do not think like that!” Coren hissed strongly seeing her eyes grow a little wider. “What happen is not your fault!”


“Papa… I chose to sleep with Franklin when I returned. He did not force me.” Caliria said.


Coren shook his head quickly. “You were confused and trying to come to terms with your emotions! The Eridiani bastard took advantage of that! And…”


“And what?” Caliria asked him.


“It is Androcles’s fault.” Coren stated.


Caliria drew back from him, her eyes flashing instantly to that of her wolf persona and her fangs extending in anger. “Papa… how dare you!” She almost shouted. “That… that is not true!”


Coren reached out unafraid of his daughter. Fear is what almost cost him everything and he was not going to be afraid anymore. “It is the truth.” He continued. “Not… not in the way you think I mean however.”


Caliria glared at him. “Then what do you mean?”


Coren shook his head trying to find the words but a female voice saved him. “He means that Prince Androcles will undoubtedly consider what happened between you and this Franklin person to be his fault.”


Caliria spun around surprised and saw Nyosa Val Ardwor enter the dining room holding the sheet around her obviously naked figure. Her platinum colored hair was askew and flowed almost wildly about her face and well past her shoulders. She was shorter than Caliria by three inches, but she had several more pounds of muscle packed on her tiny frame. She moved right up to stand beside Coren and pressed close to him in a very intimate manner with no shame in her eyes whatsoever. Caliria’s eyes grew a little wider at this but she remained silent. 


“What your father is trying to tell you is that any man of pure Lycavorian blood would think this way. And if everything I have smelled and heard about Androcles Leonidas is indeed accurate then this is exactly what he will think. He let you leave Earth Caliria Re Mydala. He let you leave Earth without ever showing you what you meant to him and to the others. Such a thing goes against the very basic instincts of our people. If he had done what his instincts no doubt called for him to do… shown you what you meant to them… you would not have left Earth. You would have remained and found your center there.”


“But… I… how could he…” Caliria stammered as her eyes changed back and her fangs disappeared.


“He knew the virus within his DNA would begin to change you.” Nyosa explained even more. “And to be honest, it has taken place far faster than it normally would have because of the pureness of the virus in his blood. I can only surmise that he went against his instincts because he did not want to lose you. He thought letting you return was the better way to make you see that you belonged with them. He was wrong and I’m quite sure his father… or another member of his family probably let him know that in rather blunt terms.”


“How… how do you know this?” Caliria asked.


Nyosa smiled at her brightly. “Because my mother is about as old fashion as Lycavorians come.” She answered. “Her grandparents are among those who first traveled with Wayonn when they left Lycavore all those years ago. You don’t get anymore old fashion than that. My mother told me one night while you were on Lorent with us. She said Androcles is probably flogging himself over letting you leave. And until he has you back it will remain his fault in his eyes.”


“But he has… none of them have tried to contact me.” Caliria said as her eyes became moist.


Nyosa nodded. “I know. But do not assume that means something it does not for you would be wrong. That is simply not our way.” She said. “He will act as a Lycavorian would act. They will act as Lycavorians. Nothing else will suffice for them until they can speak to you and hold you in their arms.”


“That… it seems so cruel... to act like…” Caliria spoke softly as she wiped her eyes of tears even as her heart began to lift.


Nyosa nodded her head. “And to many it is. But to us it is how things are. He punishes himself by not reaching out to you until he can touch you. Trust me, if he is as old fashion as Dutkne tells me, as I have seen and heard how his brother and father act with Arduri and our Queens… then this is the worst conceivable punishment he could possibly inflict upon himself Caliria. I do not doubt his blood burns for you… and not being able to hold you and show you what you mean to him… that is a punishment that no Lycavorian man wants to endure.” Nyosa reached out and took her hand. “Trust me Caliria… you will experience his aura again. You will feel his arms around you once more. Just be patient.”


“And I would not be surprised if it happens sooner rather than later.” Coren spoke now. “I have had many discussions with Dutkne and Denali both and if what they tell me is correct; then he will not be far behind those forces that have already arrived. Apparently he likes to act as his father does and be unpredictable. If my guess is true, he will be arriving here far sooner than Ardan and the others think.”


Caliria nodded her head slowly and wiped the tears from her eyes quickly. In the brief time she had known the Val Ardwor daughters and associated with them on Lorent, they had spoken of many things with her and Arduri and she knew neither of them would lie to her just to sooth her heavy heart. She took a deep breath and nodded again. “You are right.” She said softly. “I will… I will be strong.” She looked up at her father. “I need to change for class.” She said.

Coren nodded. “Please be careful and be mindful of who and what is around you.”


Caliria nodded once more and stepped forward to lean up and kiss his cheek. “Thank you papa.” She looked at Nyosa and then leaned forward to kiss her directly on her lips. It was a statement of trust and emotion among Lycavorians Caliria knew and it showed Nyosa that she did indeed trust her words. “Thank you.” She spoke softly.

Nyosa smiled and squeezed her hand. “Have faith.” She said.

“I will. And I will not doubt anymore.” She took another deep breath and smiled. “I must go before I am late. I will see you both for dinner.” She said before turning quickly and leaving Coren with Nyosa in the room.


“Thank you.” Coren said softly as he turned to the young woman who had reshaped him and stolen his heart.


Nyosa smiled up at him brilliantly. “There is no need to thank me my love.” She stated.


“Nyosa…” Coren began.


Nyosa reached up quickly and put a finger to his lips. “Do not speak the words.” She told him. “Do you think for an instant that I would be here with you, if I did not want to be Coren?”


“I would hope not.” Coren replied. “That does not change the fact that I am quite a bit older than you Nyosa. Don’t you wish to… to be with someone, live your life with someone that is closer to your age?”


Nyosa smiled brightly. “I have always been attracted to older men. My brother says it is a defect in my genes.” She told him. “And you Coren Re Mydala… you simply make my wolf hormones giddy. Besides… no one my age has been able to do to me what you have done to me in our bed.”


“Nyosa!” Coren exclaimed as she giggled and pressed her lush body firmly against his. 
Coren had to admit to himself that it had all taken place rather quickly, but the attraction to Nyosa had been there from the outset without question. She was stunningly beautiful and full of life. She was also one of the most intelligent woman he had ever met. Nyosa was also quite uninhibited in their bed, which in turn made Coren act in a similar manner, surprising even himself. Nyosa made him feel youthful and reborn in a sense and as they laid together after their third tryst together on Lorent, he had spoken to her of things he had held inside all of his life and never shared with Devra or Tastia. She had rested on his chest and stared at him in wonder as he had finally opened the door into his emotions and inner self and shared it with a woman. Nyosa had wrapped her own heart around his in a protective manner for everything he had spoken of, everything he desired for the future, it was everything she wanted as well. After that night together Coren had vowed to hold nothing back when it came to his emotions for her. 


In this young woman, who was over a thousand years younger than him, in her, Coren Re Mydala had finally found the meaning of love and commitment. He did not intend to ever let fear take that away from him. For the first time in his long life he felt complete.


Had Coren been able to see into Nyosa’s thoughts he would have seen the same things. Nyosa was no stranger to men, she had taken half a dozen men into her bed since her Coming of Age fever, but Coren Re Mydala tickled her wolf senses like no man ever had. Her mother had always told them to follow their instincts and their hearts. This had led her to their father and it would not lead them astray either. He may have been over a thousand years her senior, but Coren was a very handsome man and the most incredibly passionate and inventive lover she ever had. Coren had her singing to the moon longer and louder and in half the time than any man half his age. He was smart and thoughtful, and Nyosa could see the new resolve in his eyes to be as cruel as he needed to be in order to protect those he loved. No… Coren Re Mydala was the man she would go into the future with. And she intended it to be a future that included many nights like they had experienced as well as many children.

“It’s too late.” Nyosa told him as she placed her hands flat against his chest and looked up into his eyes. “I am yours Coren Re Mydala. I am Nyosa Re Mydala now. And you are mine as well.”


Coren slipped his arm around her slim waist and pulled her closer, feeling her large, firm breasts press against him and flame his passions. “I am not afraid of that.” He stated.

“Good… you should not be.” Nyosa said.

“I have a meeting with the Board of Regents in a few hours.” He said with a twinkle in his eye.

Nyosa smiled lustfully. “That is more than enough time.” She said. “But if you prefer to be among stuffy politicians…?”


“Ha Ha. Very funny.” Coren said.


“Are you not hungry Coren my love?” Nyosa asked sweetly.

“I’m not hungry for food.” He stated confidently.

Nyosa let her hand slide down his chest to his abdomen seductively. “Then perhaps you should act on what you need to sate your hunger Coren Re Mydala.” Nyosa pulled away from him, her green eyes flashing with desire and she turned and headed for their bedroom, the curve of her ass and hips swaying with volcanic like sultriness as she walked. “I assure you Coren Re Mydala… I taste much better than any food you could possibly have.”

Coren set his mug on the table and smiled to himself knowing her words were so very true. “There is no doubt about that.” He spoke to himself as he followed her.


“… So they are still locked in this ridiculous procedural debate Jokros?” Coren asked at he sat as his office desk going over the different reports from his most trusted advisor and aide. A man whose stock had risen in the last weeks and months because of his insightful approach when they first encountered the Lycavorians from the Union.


Jokros nodded from his high backed chair where he sat beside Rinel Val Ardwor. “Half wish to believe it outright Coren.” He said. “The other half do not believe Caliria is intelligent enough to come up with the formula on her own when so many of our senior scientists could not. Ardan and his supporters are fanning this emotion among them.”


“Yet to me he speaks positively.” Coren said looking up at him. “He tells me they will see things my way.”


“He always was a very good liar.” Jokros said.


“What else?” Coren asked him.


“The Board of regents sent Galar Arn Del’s daughter to greet the Union ships.” Jokros told them.


Coren looked at him wide eyed. “Murie?” He asked in astonishment.


Jokros nodded. “Yes.”


“Who is she?” Rinel asked.


“She is a Junior Regent who barely won the election in her district and only because of her father.” Coren replied. “She also happens to be the most junior of the Regents and the one with the largest attitude. She can’t stand Lycavorians and neither can her father.”


Rinel shook his head. “That alone should tell you they are not taking this seriously.” He said.


“Jokros… do you have any good news?” Coren asked.


“I’m afraid not and the next two items I have you will definitely not like.” Jokros told him. “I was able to obtain this information from separate sources of my own within the Hall of Aides.”


“Go on.” Coren said.


Jokros reached out and handed him the data pad. “There is a petition going forward with the support of many senior Regents that will call for the arrest of Caliria, Arduri and Nirilo. As well as Devra and Naesta. Caliria is to be charged with treason…”


“Treason!” Coren almost shouted. “You must be joking?”


Jokros shook his head. “I wish I was.” He said. “Devra, Arduri, Nirilo and Naesta will be charged with dereliction of their duties and assorted other charges that have not been decided yet. The petition is being kept very quiet right now because you have much more support than Ardan and the others believed and no one wants to be the one to charge a Re Mydala with such a crime… but the petition is gaining support as time passes.”


“Who is the author?” Rinel asked.


“None other than Cruor Ahn Vernalo.” Jokros answered with distaste.

“That worm!” Coren hissed.


“He put it forward originally in response to Arduri calling off the joining with Eyon. It states that officially what she did will cause irreparable harm to his family’s assets and name.” Jokros told him. “It has only ballooned from there.”


Coren tossed the data pad down on his desk in disgust. “This!” He snarled. “This is what we have become! This foolishness! This lack of choice and emotion! Everything is done for profit now! And I was blind to it for so long!” He rose to his feet and moved to the window in his office.


“You can not put blame for this on your shoulders Coren my friend.” Rinel spoke. “This began long before you ever were appointed to the Board of Regents. It has been going on for many centuries.”


“I was part of it Rinel.” Coren said turning to look at him.


Rinel shook his head. “No… you may have been unwittingly involved in it… but you were never part of it.”


“Jokros… what can we do to head this off?” Coren asked.


“I do not think we can.” Jokros replied frankly. “I am surprised that they have not acted before now to be honest. Charging Caliria with treason is only a means to silence her, get her in custody, and then interrogate her. Charging Arduri, Devra and the others is simply a way to heap more shame upon you, your name and your family.”


“They will try to break you down Coren.” Rinel said. “Caliria, Arduri, Devra. They will try to control you with these charges and think they can coerce you to do what they want you to do. Which is stop making waves and let things be.”


Jokros nodded. “I agree with Rinel.” He said. “Caliria is their true target… they will only go after the others as more leverage. Ardan must know by now that the formula you gave to him is not complete, but that the data is completely accurate. The many younger Regents who are skilled in such tings will see this, as they are more attuned to advances in technology and will see that it does work. They will pass this on to others. His OSG contacts would have certainly confirmed this for him. He tells you one thing while saying the exact opposite to others. The arrival of the Union ships has also made them all very nervous.”


Rinel nodded his head. “Do not be surprised if they begin to imply that they are here for nefarious reasons.”


“I already counted on that fact.” Coren spoke. “It is obvious to me that Ardan did not share the intelligence of how advanced the Union and Protectorate truly were. That is one of the items we used to keep some semblance of control.”


Rinel leaned forward. “Coren… you need to stop referring to yourself as one of them. You are not… and you never have been.”


“He is right Coren.” Jokros spoke now. “This has been going on since we first discovered the Lycavorians existed. Labeling them as animals and beneath us because they could shift their forms was wrong. Many in the military do not like the fact that they treated Captain Arn Winier as a hero after he started the war to begin with. That he still actively serves is another bad taste in their mouths. You had a hand in none of this and you have always tried to be objective.”

“I was still almost drawn in Jokros.” Coren spoke truthfully. “If Caliria… id she had not been taken, if Devra had not done what she did in going after her… I would still think and act just like them. And it would only be worse.”


“There stands the difference Coren.” Jokros told him. He had been working for Coren Re Mydala for over three hundred years and his loyalty was without question. “When shown the truth… you did not dismiss it as they have. Whether it is in regards to the Lycavorians or our own people. It is no longer about what is right or wrong… it is about who has the most assets, the most power and the most credits. They are selling our own people into sexual slavery and they do not care as long as it continues to keep them in power.”


“That is what needs to change.” Rinel said. “Any among them who had knowledge of this or were involved in it in any form needs to be taken down.”


“That will not be easy.” Jokros said.


“What about First Regent Alrerin Sha Harael Jokros?” Coren asked. “Do we have any indication that he is part of this?”


Jokros shook his head. “No. If he is involved then he has insured there are no ties to him whatsoever that can be traced.”

“I cannot believe he does not know what is going on.” Rinel said. “The OSG has been taking our young women for centuries. How can he not know there are men and women within our own government who are helping them?”


“When Caliria was taken he did not seem very sympathetic.” Coren remembered him in his office that day. “His suggestions were to approach the OSG Ambassador for compensation.”

“Alrerin Sha Harael has always been more concerned with keeping things as they are.” Rinel spoke. “Even when we were young Cadre Officers Coren. And he has shown in the past he does not care for Lycavorians.”


“Do we know that for sure?” Jokros asked. “Or is it a façade?”


“What do you mean Jokros?” Rinel asked him.


“Just as these attacks or abductions have been a façade for the Board of Regents allowing the OSG to take our females, perhaps his indifference is also a façade.” Jokros explained. “You must remember his oldest daughter Narlei was taken several hundred years ago. He has no love for the OSG, no matter what others say.” 


Rinel’s head snapped around. “Narlei?” He asked. “Are you sure that is her name?”


Jokros nodded. “Yes. Why?”


Coren settled to the front edge of his desk. “Rinel?”


Rinel shook his head. “One of the Vanari females that we first rescued. It was shortly after Tarnie and I married. Her name was Narlei. She had organized the Vanari captives into very efficient work groups at the camp they were in. She tried to insure that they were well cared for as best as possible. She would even go so far as to take the place of one of the women who was either too sick or too young. All of those we rescued that day told the same story during their debriefings. If not for her, many of them would be dead. And when we conducted our strike she was the one they all looked to for guidance during the assault.”


Jokros was typing on his pad and he held it out to Rinel finally. “Is this her?”


Rinel looked at the pad and his eyes went wide. “Yes!” He exclaimed as he took it from him. “Gods! This is the First Regent’s daughter?”


Jokros nodded. “Yes.”


“That… this could explain quite a bit.” He said.


“I don’t follow Rinel.” Coren said.


“His distaste for the Lycavorians Coren? Has it grown through the years?” Rinel asked.


Coren nodded his head thoughtfully. “Now that you mention it… yes.”


Rinel nodded and got to his feet. “Narlei refused to return to Austrova when we offered to return them to their families. Since she was the spokesperson for those rescued, we allowed her to contact her family first. It was after this contact that she became adamantly opposed to returning. She is now the wife and mate to a senior Lycavorian Special Operations Colonel. His name escapes me at the moment but I know he is next in line for promotion to General and he has been the primary planner for our strikes against OSG facilities for years. They have seven children together. Five boys and two girls. A set of twins are the oldest. A boy and a girl. They are part of their father’s Special Operations Command now. He worships the ground Narlei walks upon Coren. I have seen them together when Tarnie and I have been to government events and such. They are never apart and their eyes hold nothing but devotion and love for each other.”


Coren was thoughtful for a moment and then stood up fully. “Perhaps she tried to tell him how it was back then. How they were taken by the OSG. How it was all planned?”


“I don’t know what was said to him… I am only assuming it was him she contacted. I do know she was adamant about not returning after speaking with him.” Rinel said. “This man was part of the team that rescued her and those with her. They were married within two years of her rescue. The twins followed within a year. She is among the most prominent Lycanari on Lorent and has recently been selected to sit on the Senate. That might change with the merger but I doubt it.” 

“Jokros… can you find out anything?” Coren asked looking at him.


Jokros was silent for a moment. “There may be some things I can look in to.” He finally said. “It won’t be easy.”


“Do your best.” Coren said. “And do it quickly. This would explain a lot if it is true. He is… Alrerin Sha Harael is like I was before having my eyes opened. If his oldest daughter has refused to return here and tried to tell him it was our own government who sanctioned their capture… he would not have believed her. He probably thinks she is being held against her will.”

Rinel shook his head quickly. “Never.” He said. “Among the Lycanari she is perhaps the most vocal about not returning until things have changed. Now that she has a Senate seat… you can bet she will insure this does not happen until things change.”

“Can you contact her?” Coren asked. “Ask her to come here. Bring her husband. We need all the information she can give to us Rinel. And if she can help us to convince her father… that would prove invaluable.”

Rinel nodded. “I will contact Tarnie tonight. As a member of the Senate she will know what we are doing here and hopefully she will want to help.”

Coren nodded. “Good. Good. Work quickly on what you can discover Jokros. Find out what you can for I have a feeling that Androcles will arrive much sooner than we all think.”


Rinel looked at him. “Do you know that for sure Coren?”


Coren shook his head. “No… it is only a feeling that I have given what I have learned of him from Dutkne and Denali and my own experiences with him.” Coren sat back in his chair. “This young man is as predictable as the wind Rinel. He will do exactly as he has said he will… make no mistake. He is… he holds honor and the will of his people above everything except his wives. He will not barter or dance with the Board of Regents. And the only people who will be hurt are the Vanari.”


Rinel nodded. “That is the impression I got of him in speaking with them as well.” He said.


“That the First Regent has not come forward in regards to this is troubling.” Coren said. “He has always had a unique hatred for the OSG… but now he does nothing.”


Rinel met his eyes. “You think they have some leverage over him don’t you?”


Coren shook his head. “I don’t know. I don’t know what they could have on him that would make him remove himself from this situation altogether. His family is nearly as old as my own. In fact… they were beside the Re Mydalas from the day we began building this city. We did it together along with Ardan’s family. It would explain quite a bit though if they have something that he fears others will discover.”


Jokros rose to his feet. “Then I will get started right away.” He said.


Coren nodded. “Thank you Jokros… and please let me know anything you discover.”


Jokros nodded as he headed for the hidden door into Coren’s office. Rinel watched his boyhood friend got out of his chair once more and moved back to the window and brought the mug to his lips for a drink. He rose from his own seat and came up behind him.

“Coren?”


“I feel torn about all this Rinel my friend. The desire to protect my children is nearly overwhelming… as is the desire to protect our people. And I feel that I have betrayed your friendship Rinel.” Coren said as he looked at him.


Rinel smiled warmly. “If you are referring to Nyosa… you do not need to worry about that Coren. That is not an issue.”


“I am sleeping with your daughter Rinel… who just happens to be no older than Arduri.” Coren said. “You will stand there and tell me you have nothing to say?”


Rinel chuckled now. “I had plenty to say. As did Tarnie. All of which Nyosa promptly ignored in her quest for you. She has done things her own way as all of our children have done for years.” Rinel shook his head. “Tarnie and I often wonder if they will ever do what we say. But we have also told them to always follow their instincts and their hearts.”


“And you advised her against entering into a relationship with me?” Coren asked.


Rinel shook his head. “Quite the opposite old friend. When she told us you had been together the first night Tarnie and I were thrilled.”


“What?” Coren gasped in disbelief. “She told you that?”


“Nyosa has always been the more adventurous and open of our daughters.” Rinel told him. “And she has always been attracted to older men. None truly enthralled her as you did Coren. She knew that the morning we came to your suite. When we saw the look in her eyes and saw how she spoke of you… we knew she had chosen you.”

“And you were not angry with me?” Coren asked.


“Angry with you for what?” Rinel spoke. “Nyosa told us she practically had to force herself upon you before you got the hint and let your own feelings take over. I have learned many things since being among the Lycavorians my friend.” Rinel told him. “Foremost among that is the deep seated faith they have in their instincts and fortune itself. It is something I have embraced as well and it is something Tarnie and I have taught all of our children. If fate meant for you and Nyosa to be together… then so be it. It appears it did… and if she is happy… that is all that matters to Tarnie and I.”


“And you do not care I am so much older than her?” Coren said.


“Do you love my daughter Coren Re Mydala?” Rinel asked. “Truly love her in a way that you can not find the words for?”


Coren was silent for a moment because at the moment he knew his friend was right. He could not find the words to openly speak about what he felt for Nyosa. It was far deeper and more intense than anything he had ever felt before. Not even Devra, in all her beauty and intelligence, had elicited such emotions from him as Nyosa had. He looked at Rinel. “There… there are truly no words that I know of that could explain what I feel for her Rinel. I have never felt it before in my life time.” He said finally. “And it feels… it feels so very good.”

Rinel nodded his head. “Just as there are no words that can explain my love for Tarnie.” He said. “That is what matters my friend. Just do not plan on children too soon! I am much to young for that.”


Coren could not help it and he broke out into laughter. “Nor could I!” He said. “At least not yet!”


Rinel nodded. “Good. Now lets get started so we can meet with this Rothryn Dyack when he arrives with Denali Leonidas. I assume you have a way into the Rothryn embassy so that no one knows I am yet among the living? I know all we learned together at the Cadre Academy has not left your mind.”


Coren smiled at him. “As a matter of fact… I do.”


“Good. No sense in spoiling one of our surprises for them.” Rinel said. “It will be very rewarding to see the looks on their faces when they see me.”
AUSTROVA

ROTHRYN EMBASSY


“…Why?” Dyack spoke from behind his desk as Aleatia poured herself a mug of tea and got coffee for him. “Why send these false reports to me? Why lie?”


Aleatia moved over to stand beside him and held out the mug of coffee. “Dyack…?”


“She is already a member of the Circle of Shamans!” Dyack protested as he took the mug from his wife. “Why would Harira do this?”


“We do not believe she actually agrees with the Circle. Or is a member.” Kelelm spoke from the chair in front of his father’s desk.


Dyack looked at him quickly and then back to Aleatia. “What? Aleatia is this true?”


Aleatia nodded her head. “Yes. Kelelm saw it first after speaking with Androcles. Her… Harira’s reaction to Sehri becoming Andro’s wife and mate was not what any of us expected. She was angry and… she almost seemed worried She even tried to force Sehri to dismiss her union with them.”


“If she is not a Shaman of the Circle then…” Dyack’s eyes grew wider as he realized what he was about to say. 


Aleatia nodded her head. “Yes. We now believe she is actually a member of the Rothryn Science Academy Leadership sent to infiltrate the Circle in order to learn what they are doing. And to see how many students they had and what their skills were.”


Dyack turned and sat down in his chair. “That would mean they know everything about Sehri and…”


Aleatia shook her head as she reached out and put her hand on his shoulder to calm him. “I have already been in contact with the Cleric Mother my love.” She said quickly. “She told me that they have suspected Harira for some time and nearly all of their true assets have either been moved or changed to keep them safe.”


Dyack looked at her. “She will inform them of Sehri.” He said.


Aleatia smiled openly. “Let them.” She said confidently. “If they wish to test Androcles Leonidas by trying to attempt anything with Sehri, they will not find the results very agreeable for them. Sadi and the others are lethal in their own right husband and they have already assured me Sehri will not be without one of them as well as an additional security detail the entire time she is on Austrova or even here.”


Dyack looked at Kelelm. “Are these Durcunusaan as proficient as I have heard Dutkne and Denali say Kelelm?” 


Kelelm nodded his head. “Without question father.” He answered. “Especially those that are assigned to any of the Royal details.”

“Dyack…” Aleatia spoke softly waiting until he looked at her. “There is something else you need to know.” She spoke as she sat on the edge of his desk.

“More?”


Aleatia nodded. “Sehri… she can shift now.”


Dyack’s eyes grew wider and he came to his feet like a shot once more. “She can shift?!” He gasped. “Aleatia… are you saying she can change? Like… like our people were able to do so long ago. Like those from the Protectorate?”


Aleatia nodded her head. “Part of the joining for Lycavorians within the Union is that the male bites the female he has chosen to be his wife and mate… with her consent of course. He shares his blood with her and she with him during the pinnacle of an act of love between them. Androcles Leonidas’s bloodline is the purest bloodline within the Lycavorian Union Dyack. Just as his father and mother are and certainly far more pure than any of our people could ever hope to obtain. Most of these Lycavorians can trace their ancestry directly back to Lycavore, to the strongest packs dating back hundreds of thousands of years. But the Leonidas bloodline is the purest. A few other of the older Lycavorian families make up the next purest one percent within the Union population as a whole. 

“When Andro bit Sehri, his blood, the virus within his blood raced throughout her body and replaced the core pieces of her DNA that were removed when our people were taken from Lycavore so many hundreds of thousands of years ago and were brought here by the Ancients. Who the Union calls the Pralors. We all have the core DNA strands within us; they are just no longer active. She is… she is so beautiful in wolf form Dyack. Her fur, her eyes… she is so powerful and beautiful.” Aleatia told him. “I watched her running with Sadi and Ne'Veha the morning I left to join the ship that brought us here. She is learning quickly. Almost as if the knowledge was inbred within her.”

“It could be like this for all of our people?” Dyack asked.

Aleatia nodded. “Androcles’ sister Eliani, she is Hadarian…”

“The Healers?” 

“Yes… I saw several at work while we were there and Eliani is like her mother Queen Anja. She is considered one of the most powerful and gifted of their people.” Aleatia told him. “She told me it was possible to develop a base serum to use that will return the DNA strands to our people. A generic gene therapy she called it.”

Dyack spun around. “Damn it! These are the things I wished I had known weeks and months ago!” He exclaimed. “I have treated Denali and Dutkne like the plague ever since I got the message from Harira. Even after I discovered that our own people are taking part in this Slavery Ring.”

“What?” Aleatia gasped stunned.

Kelelm came to his feet. “Father… are you… are you sure?”

Dyack nodded his head. “Yes. Before… before I acted so foolishly… we were working together to try and discover the extent of the OSG’s reach inside the Vanari and outside. I have been approached in the past by them on several different business deals. Deals that I can only assume concerned Vanari females. I have always refused. In order to try and obtain more information I reached out to them with the hint I was now interested. I discovered that at least a dozen of our most powerful men and women have Vanari females as slaves. Hidden away at different locations here on our planet as well as many of our colonies.”

“How did you discover this?” Aleatia asked.

Dyack looked at her. “You do not wish to know my love.” He answered. “Suffice to say that some of our people are just as deeply involved in this entire affair as the Vanari and those from the Protectorate.”

“What happened?” Kelelm asked.

“Recently Denali advised me to sever all ties because he sensed the OSG would come after them. Try to eliminate them and take Coren’s daughter prisoner again. He said the end game was coming.” Dyack explained. “That is why he moved them to Lorent for a few weeks. I did as he asked… but by then a few of my rivals caught the wind of rumors in the air and have been pursuing it.”

“Barnak?” Aleatia exclaimed.

Dyack shook his head. “Surprisingly… no. Barnak has been quiet and unassuming since you departed. It is odd for him… but I welcome the respite from his constant badgering. Our son however…” Dyack shook his head. “Anroth is becoming increasing militant in his dealings and manner. But I don’t think this stems from Barnak any longer. The Rothryn Governing Body is hesitant right now. They do not know if these rumors about what I have been doing are true or why. Some of them may even think what I was doing is acceptable.”
“I will increase security on you!” Kelelm stated immediately.

“No Kelelm.” Dyack said. “I do not believe I am in any danger. I think whoever among our people is involved in this are waiting.”

“Waiting for what?” Aleatia asked.

“Waiting to see what this Androcles will do.” Dyack spoke. “My concern now it seems… my concern is what exactly is the Rothryn Science Academy doing to those of our people who show advanced signs of Etheric use. That is what now concerns me more.”

Aleatia reached out and took his arm. “Dyack… it can’t be good.” She said.

Dyack nodded in agreement. “Of that I have little doubt.”

MANNE
BASE ONE
PRIVATE DINING LOUNGE


It certainly was not what she was expecting, but Tinra was rapidly coming to understand that these men and women were about as predictable as the wind. She had spent three hours just walking and being with Kesyla and to say she had learned far more than she imagined in that three hour period about these men and women was an understatement. The six Queens of the Lycavorian Union entered through the double doors of the smaller and private dining lounge that had only been finished yesterday. All of them were holding hands with each other and they were giggling like young girls about something that only they knew. All of them had chosen to dispense with their uniforms it appeared and they were now dressed in casual clothes. Clothes that did absolutely nothing to hide their firm, lush bodies or the deeply tanned skin all of them possessed. Seeing them dressed in this way, Tinra soon realized that all of them had exquisitely defined muscular female forms. Aricia, Anja and Dysea had more clearly distinct musculature, but Isabella, Cirith and For'mya were not far behind. Tinra had noticed that this physical trait was very prominent on Lycavorians and most of the species that followed Martin Leonidas. When she asked about this, she discovered it was a holdover from the days of Martin’s father and the Spartan way of life. When Martin’s father died, this mentality and way of life exploded all across the Union as a way to honor his sacrifice. It grew even more pronounced when Martin returned to claim his father’s throne. There were no obese or overweight individuals within the Union military she learned. All of them were in exceptional physical shape. It was a way of life for them, as natural as one lacing up their boots she discovered. It was not something she was accustom to seeing, for there were many officers within the small Pralor fleet that looked as if they could lose a few pounds. She discovered that the majority of the Union’s population was very fit, and even those men and women who could shed a few pounds here and there were healthy and fit.

Tinra watched as they came up to her and halted.


“Lady Tinra.” Aricia spoke first as she expected for she had been told that Aricia was the unofficial spokesperson when they were all together. “A pleasure to finally meet you. For all of us.”


Tinra bowed her head slightly. “Queen Aricia… a pleasure for me as well. I understand that as Queens you must all be very busy and…”


“Lady Tinra… we are not…” Dysea began interrupting her words. She stopped and looked at Anja. “Melyanna… what is the word?”


“Untouchable.” Anja replied instantly.


“Yes… we are not untouchable.” Dysea continued looking back to her. “We are no more important than any other person within the Union.”


“There… there are many who would debate that with you it seems.” Tinra said seeing all of them make what amounted to disgusted looks.


“Something that we do not like and try to avoid.” For'mya said in response.


“We never seem to succeed however.” Aricia finished.


“What… what should I call you then?” Tinra asked. “I wish this to be as comfortable for all of you as possible.”


“Our names would be a good start.” Bella told her. “We don’t like the pretence of royalty when in private or secluded surroundings.”


“But this will… this interview will be seen by millions of my people.” Tinra said.


“But right now… it’s just us.” Anja said.


Tinra nodded with a smile. “As you wish.” She said. She motioned with her hand behind her and saw their eyes light up in surprise. “Martin suggested couches as opposed to chairs. He had this brought from somewhere.”


Tinra watched as they all smiled and moved to the single large couch. It was not really a couch per say, for it was much wider and allowed for more than one person to sit back to back. It was really more of a large bench with plush backing.


“This is the couch from our quarters.” Cirith spoke as they began to settle to the furniture. 


“That man is just plain eerie.” Anja said as she settled in the front.


Aricia nodded in agreement as she sat beside her. “Indeed.”


Tinra watched as they seemed to pick predetermined spots on the couch as if they always did this. If this was the couch from their quarters, she realized that they must have done this a thousand times before. Aricia and Anja sat in the front while For'mya and Cirith scooted behind them on the soft furniture and squeezed their shoulders between them. Dysea and Isabella took up positions on either end, fully sitting on the couch with their feet pulled up lotus style beneath them.


Tinra turned and quickly drew a single chair over in front of them and settled into it as they got comfortable. She saw them nudging one another playfully and she had to smile. So far this was turning out to be unlike anything she had imagined. They saw her watching them and all of them chuckled.

“Martin usually sits here.” Aricia spoke as she patted the couch between her and Anja. “It is strange without him.”


“Definitely more room without his big ass taking up space!” Anja declared. Her jade green eyes flew opened and she lifted her hand to cover her mouth as the others burst into laughter. “Oops!”


“Are you not the one who has always said Martin’s ass is many things… but big is not one of them?” Isabella countered.


Anja rolled her eyes with a smile. “Ok… ok…” She said.


Tinra could only watch with a beaming smile as they laughed together once more. She had not yet been fully introduced to all of Martin’s Queens, but just seeing them interact with one another was extremely humorous. That they were obviously the best of friends was without any question. Even the biggest fool could see that.


“So…” Tinra spoke drawing their attention. “Where do we begin?”

They all looked at her. “This is your interview Lady Tinra.” For'mya spoke for all of them. “Aside from the obvious fact that I’m sure you are aware, none of us will comment on anything concerning military operational security or operations, you may ask what you wish.” She said with a half smile. “Whether we chose to answer those questions… well…”


Tinra nodded her head. “Of course.” She said. “I had… I had a prepared list of questions that I put together on the trip here but…”

“But what?” Aricia asked.


“After what I have seen these last few days I don’t think they will apply anymore.” Tinra told her. “They were… they were questions that were preconceived given what we knew of Lycavorians and others as a whole.”


“They do not apply any longer?” Anja asked her.


Tinra shook her head quickly. “No. Not in any way.” She answered. “I would like to… I would like to start with each of you. All of you. Who you are.”


“We are really very dull.” Dysea spoke.


Tinra smiled. “Somehow… somehow I sincerely doubt that.” She stated.


Anja laughed softly. “Told you it wouldn’t work Melda Min.”


Dysea matched her happy face. “It was worth a shot.”


Tinra found herself very relaxed in their company. They did not seem to be restrained or subdued in any manner whatsoever and this immediately put her at ease as well. All of them were exceptionally friendly and open it appeared. “I think we should begin with something simple.” She said. “It is a question that many of my people will ask I’m sure and it… it is rather extraordinary to be honest.”


“What is?” Cirith asked.


“How is it possible that… how is it possible that all of you are in love and married to the same man? That fact is completely and utterly without question, for it can be seen in your eyes whenever any of you are around him.” Tinra asked.


“If you perhaps have several thousand years… you will discover the why of it at the same time we do.” For'mya spoke with a warm smile. “We have not figured it out… nor do we care.”

“How is it that you get along with each other so seamlessly then? Is there no jealousy among you? No… how do I say this… no competition for Martin’s affection? It just seems that... frankly it doesn’t seem possible at all.”


“Competition?” Anja stated. “We don’t need to compete with each other… trust me there is plenty of Martin Leonidas for all of us if you get my meaning.”

Tinra couldn’t help the blush of her cheeks at this open, unashamed announcement and it showed on her face.

 “Melyanna!” Dysea declared with a smile and slight blush to her own tanned skin.


“What?” Anja exclaimed. “It’s true!”


“You don’t need to embarrass our guest with torrid details of our love life with Nauta Melme however.” Dysea continued.


Anja smiled completely embarrassment free. “Torrid is good though. It makes very good news.”


They all laughed and Tinra noted that none of them disputed Anja’s comments in the least.


“I think the only thing we compete with each other in is who gets to the turbo wash first every morning.” Isabella spoke with a giggle. “Martin gave up fighting us for it over a decade ago. He goes to the officer’s barracks now.”


“True enough.” Anja said.


Aricia turned back to Tinra and smiled. “Forgive Anja’s… slip of the tongue…” She said. “We are… we are not shy about our feelings for Martin.”


Tinra smiled as well at her statement. “That is… that is quite obvious.” She had a thought just then and she activated her drone with a small remote in her hand. “I would like to show you something. Then perhaps you can comment on it.” They watched the small drone park just over Tinra’s left shoulder. “This is from the interview I did with the King yesterday.” She said. “He speaks of all of you.”

“Oh boy!” Isabella spoke up. “Do we really want to know? We have given him many sleepless nights through the years.”


Tinra smiled. “Yes… I think you will find it… well I found it quite profound.”


“Marty? Profound?” Anja exclaimed.


Aricia looked at her. “Does he know what profound means Anja?” She asked playfully.


“I don’t think so.” Anja answered as they all laughed together again. “Martin isn’t very good at expressing his emotions with words. She said to Tinra. “He is more of a hands on type man.”

“Really?” Tinra said as she activated the drone and suddenly they were looking at an image of Martin. He was sitting in a chair aboard the ARC ROYAL in what appeared to be the main conference room. “I found his answer to my questions about all of you to be remarkably profound.” She tapped the remote once more with her finger and the image fluttered then became active, noticing that they were looking at her oddly.


“…Ask you about your Queens.” Tinra’s voice could be heard easily though she was not in the picture.


“What about them?” Martin answered.


“You are mated… or married depending on your use of words… to six different women. Six very different women and very beautiful women. Many of my people will wonder if this is… many people will find it odd. Even demeaning in some ways. They will say that you can not possibly be in love with all of them. That they are nothing more than a harem? What is your answer to those who will think things like this?”


“Fuck them!” Martin blurted out which caused Aricia and the others to burst into laughter as well at his response. “Sibfla! I wasn’t suppose to say that! Sorry!” He followed quickly with those words.


Tinra could be heard next, but there was a large amount of humor in her voice they noted. “It is quite alright Martin.” She said. “It happens all of the time.”


“Aricia and Anja always tell me I speak before thinking sometimes.” Martin said with an embarrassed smile. “I apologize.”


“It’s fine… really.” Tinra could be heard saying. “My people would be very interested to hear what your answer is though. Can you answer that?”


They watched as Martin was silent for a long moment looking at her. He leaned forward in the chair and rubbed his large hands together. “I don’t make it a habit of caring what people think of me.” Martin began. “I do what I think is right… whoever that may piss off. As for my Queens…?” Martin’s eyes focused on Tinra and the drone obviously shifted its position for his face filled the small image and his dark brown eyes and face were all they were viewing. “I don’t know how it came to be… or why. I don’t particularly care at this point in my life. You and others see six different women. Six, exquisitely beautiful woman some may say I forced into my bed and my life. Nothing could be further from the truth regardless of what others say. When I look at them… at any of them… I don’t see six women. I see one. They are the very best of friends you know. They share my life and my bed… but they also share everything with each other. Each of them hold… each of them holds a part of me inside them. A part of who I am. I would not be the man I am today without them. Any of them. They are my strength, my purpose, and my life. They are the reason I draw breath every day. Why I go on. The children they have given to me… and will give me in the future… it makes them all the more precious to me. I would glass planets and destroy stars for any of them because they are what makes me… well… me. You ask what I see when I look at them?


“I see my future. My hopes. My dreams. All wrapped into one. If there are six souls that should be one… it is my Queens. I love everything about them. Their scents are like addicting drugs. Their bodies like temples. Their beauty like goddesses. Their minds… well they are a hell of a lot more intelligent than I will ever be. Though… I have often questioned what they see in me to be honest. Big, ugly scarred bastard that I am.” Martin’s eyes appeared as if he was looking directly into the drone. “They are me. I am them. When I look into their eyes, any of their eyes, I see the parts of my soul reflecting back at me. The man I am. The day when I don’t see that anymore… that will be the day I draw my last breath and leave all this to my children.” Martin leaned back in the chair and drew in a deep breath. “And believe me… my children will not be happy about that. Especially Andro.” He said with a smile.


Tinra touched the remote ending the recording and turned to look at them on the couch. Though she did not know it at the time, there were very few things that could leave the Queens of the Lycavorian Union utterly speechless. Martin’s words had done just that. Profound was not a word any of them would chose to describe what they were all feeling at this very moment. They knew without question that Martin loved each and every one of them without doubt or pause. He showed that to them each and every day and ever since For'mya had returned to them, he had held nothing back from any of them. Yet hearing the words pour from his lips as they had, hearing the sincere emotion those words carried within them, it left them unable to speak. 

“Carians Nauta Melme.” Dysea was the first to speak, her emerald green eyes moist. She leaned forward and rested her head on Cirith’s shoulder and Tinra saw all of them grip each other’s hands tightly as they moved closer together on the couch. 


Aricia finally looked at Tinra, her own azure colored eyes slightly red as she held back tears. “Forgive us.” She said softly. “We… we can swim within Martin’s thoughts whenever we wish. He shows us every moment of every day how he feels for all of us but we have just never, he is such a traditional Spartan man and we have never heard him speak it with words in a such a way.”


“God… I want to bawl my eyes out right now!” Anja declared as she lifted her hand and wiped away the few tears that had rolled down her cheeks.


“So do I.” Cirith echoed as she rubbed her cheek against Anja’s from over her shoulder.


Tinra watched as they shared a soft, lingering kiss, unconcerned that she was there and the drone was recording everything. She smiled as she saw the love between them and the love for Martin. Perhaps they could not explain it in a way someone would understand, but it was very real to them and to Martin. That is all that mattered.


“I would say from your reactions that all of you just answered that question fully.” Tinra said with a warm and friendly voice. “I suspect that it will leave no doubts in anyone’s mind, regardless if any of you can explain it or not.”


“Some things… some things only the gods of destiny and fate can explain.” For'mya said softly. 


Tinra nodded her head. “Indeed.” She shifted in her chair. “I think perhaps we will move on to something else. That topic is quite settled in my opinion. I understand that each of you holds a type of governmental position within the Lycavorian Union. Could you explain what each of you does? It’s quite obvious to everyone that none of you are idle for I have seen you directing different things within this very camp. And you do not act as any royalty I have ever studied… among any species. None of you are predictable.”


This caused all of them to laugh softly as they regained their composure and clung to one another tightly.


“As our beloved husband and mate would say… predictable is boring.” Aricia spoke with a bright smile.


Tinra laughed at this and nodded. “So it would seem.” 


Isabella took a deep breath. “Anja directs the Union’s medical apparatus… Dysea has final say on everything concerning education… For'mya has Command and Control over most of the Union’s logistical aircraft. Aricia, Cirith and I have command of separate specialized units within the Union military structure. Once more as our husband and mate would say… we all have day jobs.”

“Yet you… all of you are out here now with him.” Tinra said. 


“We may be the King and Queens of the Lycavorian Union…” Aricia said. “However… we are not special in any way. No one in our family is. It is… it is the Spartan mentality within all of us I suppose. It is how we have raised our children. Martin leads his own units, though given his experience and skill, they are much larger. Our sons have their own commands, our daughters their own duties within the military or fleet operations.”


“None of you… are any of you involved in the politics within the Union?” Tinra asked.

“Martin’s aunt is the Prime Minister.” Anja took it up now. “But the Union is made up of Senators from every species. There are over three thousand of them now.”


“Three thousand…” Tinra gasped. “Exactly… if I may ask… exactly how large is the Lycavorian Union?”


“Over nine hundred different species and nearly thirty trillion people.” Anja answered. “At least that’s what it was at the last census five years ago.”


Tinra was truly stunned at this news. This is one fo the questions she had wanted to ask Martin but never got around to it. This news was going to shock many people she had no doubt there. “And everyone… everyone has a say in the government?” She asked.


Dysea nodded now. “Everyone. The number of senators directly reflects the population count of each species’ total… but yes… everyone is represented. Each Senator is elected for ten year terms but because of the longevity of many of the Union’s people, there is a ten term limit so that fresh ideas and such are filtering throughout the government always. The only position that had no term limit until recently is that of the Prime Minister but the Union will be holding an election for this position within a few months.”

“Yet Martin’s Aunt is Prime Minister and he is King.” She said.


Anja nodded now. “And if she loses the election then there will be a new Prime Minister and we will work with them as we have Deia. The position of King is… how do I say this… the King of the Lycavorian Union has always been a member of Martin’s family. From the moment of its inception millennia ago. Martin is also King of Sparta, on Earth. This position was held by Martin’s father over three thousand years ago. When his father and brother died a Steward was chosen to rule until a descendant of Martin’s blood was born. When Martin returned to Sparta, the Spartan Senate voted unanimously to insure that no one but a member of Martin’s blood ever held the throne of Sparta again. It is now also written into our Chronicles of Lycavorian Law and the Union Charter that no one but a member of Martin’s family will ever hold these two positions going into the future. That was decided by the majority vote of the people of the Union four years after Martin returned to claim his throne.”


“How much of a majority?” Tinra asked with a neutral voice. “With so many people… there must be some who…”


“Don’t agree with how Martin and we rule?” For'mya said with a nod. “Yes… there are many who think they can do better. However… they can not be King by the will of our people.”


“How close was this vote of your people that passed this law?” Tinra asked them. “Sixty percent? Sixty-five percent? It must have been very close. How many of your people can vote?”

“Not really.” Anja answered. “It was… Bella… you have the best memory. What was it exactly?”


“It was a Referendum of the people by the people. Ninety-eight point seven percent of the Union voted over a week long period.” Isabella answered proudly seeing Tinra’s eyes grow wide. “Of those that voted… ninety-six point three percent voted in favor of the law. It was passed by near unanimous vote of the Union Senate the next day.”

“By the Ancients!” Tinra gasped aloud now clearly stunned at this news.


“He hates it…” Anja spoke again. “We all hate it… how so many people view us as so different. We aren’t really. We just want to live in peace and watch our children grow in safety and happiness. Just like everyone else. We all want the same things for our future and we swore to each other that if we could have it… then everyone would have it. Everything Martin has done since he has been King has been to the benefit of our people and their continued livelihood and happiness. Everything. There have been some who wanted to take that from us....”


Tinra glanced up and looked at her. “And?”

Anja shrugged her slim shoulders. “They failed.” She stated simply. “Nothing more to really say on that.”


“You are out here now. So far from home. Why? Aren’t you needed to govern?” Tinra finally asked.


Tinra was surprised when they all chuckled at this. “The Union government chugs along quite well without us.” Isabella spoke once more. “We only get involved in something when it concerns major decisions. Martin is… Martin hates to be idle. He is quite adventurous despite what he lets everyone see. And he has a tendency to find trouble wherever he goes. Even when he is not looking for it.”


“And that is why you came out here?” Tinra asked. “So far from home?”


Aricia shook her head quickly. “Oh no. Our trip here has purpose.” She replied. “There are those among us who have direct links to the Pralor people. We discovered a map on a planet in the Alpha Quadrant. A map we have followed here. Part of the decision to come out here was to follow this map and discover the Pralor people. The dragons among your people are the ancestors to the dragon adolescents that travel with us now. Martin and his Bonded brother Torma, our son Androcles and his Bonded sister Elynth… they are Talon Guardians of the dragon species. This is a revered position among dragons and it was their desire to try and reunite them.”


“You also said that there were men and women among your own people here now that have ties to the Pralor people.” Tinra asked the question though she was already well aware of the answer. She wanted this segment to have particular impact on the Pralor people as a whole. “How… how is that possible? To the best of my knowledge of our history… no Pralor has ever set foot in the Alpha Quadrant.”


Anja shook her head. “No… that is not quite accurate.” She stated. “There were several million Pralors who visited the Alpha Quadrant many thousands of years ago. Their ships crashed within the Alpha Quadrant. One of them on Lycavore. The original homeworld of Martin’s people.”


“There are many among the Lycavorian people who can claim blood ties with the Pralor people. Our beloved Martin among them. He wanted to… he wanted to discover his history. He wanted to learn of those who came before him.” Aricia stated. 

It had been decided before hand that she and Anja would be the ones who answered these questions that Tinra would ask. Aricia and Anja had more direct experience with the history of the merger on Lycavore. They were surprised at how she had begun their interview, but given what they had heard, none of them were in the least bit upset. When they saw she was finally directing the interview in the direction that Delnash wanted it to go… Aricia and Anja took over answering the questions.

“You are saying that Martin Leonidas has the blood of Pralors within his veins?” Tinra asked.

“As do all of our children now.” Anja spoke. 

“Do you know… has he discovered who these ancestors are?” Tinra asked setting up the answer she knew would send shockwaves through the Pralor people on Artaaya and their two colony worlds.

“Martin Leonidas is the Great-Great grandson of the former Chief Elder of your people.” Anja stated. “And he has come home to learn about his history. From those who are also his people. Your people.” 

“Which Chief Elder?” Tinra asked. “There have been many in our history.”

“We discovered that before we came here.” Anja answered her. “Martin is the direct descendant of Chief Elder Sumar. If the information we have obtained is correct, he was the most popular of your Chief Elders. And he was also the very first and most powerful of your Praetorians.”

“Wait…” Tinra declared. “Are you saying that…?”

Anja smiled now, her jade green eyes bright. “Yes. It is the other part of why we came out here. Martin Leonidas, four of his sons and one of his daughters… they all carry this gene within them. The Praetorian gene as you call it. At least that is what Wayonn and Murano call it. They were quite ecstatic when they discovered Martin and our children existed. And so were we.” 

 Even though she already knew this… knew it before she ever came here… hearing Anja say the words so powerfully and with enormous pride… it made Tinra react in the way she did. 
“By the Holy Ancients with the Rift of Time!” She blurted loudly.

