CHAPTER FORTY

SPARTA'S WRATH


Mari had heard Deion’s excited cry within Mindvoice from where he and Nara were meeting the couriers from their father in the landing bay. She did not hesitate or question his call for her and she burst from his quarters at a dead run. Mari knew that the changes in her body were beginning, just as they had with Kesyla, yet she did not fear them in the least. She and Deion had been making love every moment they could spare over the last few days; for it seemed that they could not get enough of each other. While Mari knew what was happening within her, she wanted to be sure. 

She went to see Eliani. 

Eliani Leonidas confirmed what Mari already knew was happening with just a simple glance and sniff of her keen wolf nose. Then Eliani happily told her what Mari so much wanted to hear. The virus in Deion’s blood, so much more potent because of the exceptional pureness of that blood, was already beginning to alter her DNA. And it was changing her far faster than Mari had thought possible, simply because of the number of times they had been together. Mari did not hold back from telling Eliani anything for she was the caretaker of all the Leonidas siblings among them and despite her brazen nature, she was one of the most thoughtful and intelligent woman she had ever met. She was so much like her mother Anja and Mari had come to adore Anja’s quick wit and intelligence. Eliani had locked the medical bay down for the next two hours and during the brief but very thorough exam, Mari had seen the more serious side of Eliani Leonidas and they had grown much closer. Eliani had taken the time to explain to her in detail that she was now considered a member of their family and unless, for some crazy reason she and Deion parted ways before he finally claimed her, Mari would be treated and thought of as such by everyone. No Lycavorian would dare approach her now with Deion’s scent in her blood as deeply as it was and the Durcunusaan would soon begin to see her in a different light as well. Mari did not shy from this knowledge; Deion had already told her as much as they laid together, and instead she embraced it fully. Just as Kesyla had. When Mari left the medical bay after those two hours she finally had what she had always secretly desired for so long. A man who loved her without question.
Mari’s sense of smell had expanded almost to the point of driving her crazy in frustration, until Deion had seen this within her and taken care of that. They had laid naked in bed just last night and he had been so patient and loving as he held her in his arms and talked her through the process of categorizing the many different scents and filing them away in her head in a very unique system. It had taken several hours and they had not made love, but just being beside him, her naked flesh against his own, this made Mari crave him that much more. Small, dual wolf fangs, unique to the Leonidas family alone she discovered, had begun to form now and she had spent hours simply running her fingers over them. Her blue green eyes could now change as well, a thick black ring surrounding the blue green of her pupil whenever she chose to allow the slight transformation to occur. Eliani had told her that when Deion finally did bite her, claim her for his own, the initial moment when the virus raced through her bloodstream was extremely painful, but it would be over very quickly because of the changes already occurring within her.

Mari happily admitted she could not get enough of Deion Leonidas, her petite and very firm body fit within his powerful embrace as if it was always meant too. She loved to curl up beside him in bed, her large breasts pushing against his side while her shorter legs entwined with his own much longer ones. He was the most physically gifted man she had ever seen, and certainly the largest who she had ever slept with, but that fact had never caused her fear. He was so caring and gentle, and even when they made love with untamed passion and increased physical intensity; it was far beyond Mari’s wildest dreams. Deion could not seem to get enough of her, always exploring and caressing her body in ways that drove her crazy with ardor. When you added to this blissful fact that he was perhaps the smartest man she had ever been involved with, it made her mind and senses scream out even louder. He was not afraid of her intelligence in the least; indeed this fact seemed to only make him desire her even more. Mari knew he felt the same way for her because their minds were now linked in a way that could not be changed and she felt and saw everything he did just as he did with her. Their Etheric connection was so seamless and clear that at first it had frightened both of them. They had adjusted quickly however, and the many strands of Etheric power within their minds both mingled and mixed and finally became one. Mari had always known she was different, for she took to the lessons her mother taught her like they were second nature. 

Now she understood why.

Her shameless love and desire for Deion Leonidas had answered that question within her almost from the very first night they had been together. This was how she knew that her mother Tobia felt for her father even to this day, for she could sense it within her mother still. And she could sense it within her father even more. Deion had agreed with her completely and given what they both knew it was the only thing that made any sense in the least. 

Mari was a Praetorian. 
Mari was like Deion and his brothers and her parents. She may not have been able to do what they could right now, that would take training and study Mari knew, but at least to her and Deion there was no question. This fact only made them love each other even more. 

It felt so very strange to know what Deion thought, what he wanted for the future, and even stranger for him to know and see what she desired. Mari did not doubt what she felt for him in the least. It was absolute and without question. She sensed the very same thing from him and Mari knew that they would be together for eternity. This knowledge did not frighten Mari in any way, and young though they may have been, their love would only grow and become so much stronger as the years passed and that is what Mari had wished for her entire life.
Many men and women scattered as she sprinted as fast as she could from the Lift and into the massive hanger bay. What she saw made her skid to a stop quickly and a sharp tinge of pain shot through her heart along with a large chunk of intense jealously. The stunningly beautiful blond haired female half elf was in Deion’s arms and he was crushing her to him in a bear hug. The female elf’s back was to Mari and she could not see her face but Mari could see that she was gripping his shoulders tightly and hugging him just as closely. Nara was in the embrace of the tall, blond haired elf male who also had his back to her, while another couple stood to the background and smiled. The two looked so much alike and somehow familiar. She calmed her racing heart and slowed to a more sedate walk as she crossed the distance between them, trying desperately to keep her anger in check. Deion must have smelled her because he turned quickly and reached for her while still holding the waist of the younger woman. It was then that Mari saw who it was and she felt so utterly foolish in that instant. 

Deion took her hand and without thought he pulled her close to him, wrapping his arm around her waist and lower back because he was so much taller than her. Mari felt his love for her pouring forth in his aura as it swarmed around and through her and she wrapped her arms around his waist. Eliani and Nara had taught her how to begin to detect the aura he could project to her right away and both of them told her it would only increase in effect when Deion finally made her his completely. Mari relaxed even more as she folded her body possessively against him for she could feel his happiness and she suddenly felt even more foolish for thinking what she had been thinking.
“Mari… this is… this is Eirene!” He spoke excitedly. “This is my sister Eirene!” Mari felt his powerful arm squeeze her even tighter and his next words made Mari smile brilliantly and mentally kick herself for being so utterly stupid. “Sister… this is… this is my Mari!” Deion spoke confidently. 

Eirene, her own face animated, happy and full of tears, nodded. “I know who she is silly!” She stammered. Mari didn’t hesitate when Eirene opened her arms and they embraced tightly. 
[Don’t worry Mari… I would have thought the same thing. He is so very handsome.] Eirene’s voice echoed in her mind in the shielded Etheric connection and Mari hugged her even tighter and laughed softly. 

Mari drew back and smiled as she shook her head. “It is… it is so very nice to see you again Eirene.” She said as they squeezed each other’s hands tightly. 

“So it was Mari!” The male voice boomed and Mari did not have time to react before Fedor’s arms scooped her up and spun her around hugging her tightly before setting her back down beside Deion. “I thought for sure father was pulling our leg!”

Mari laughed again as Eirene slapped her twin’s shoulder. “Fedor don’t be a mida!” She hissed.

Mari felt the warmth and love of family permeating all of them and she wrapped her arms around Deion’s waist again without shame or hesitation. She should have expected that Deion’s father would have sensed her Etheric resonance within Deion’s but it did not matter. “Yes… it was me Fedor.” She spoke.
“Wait!” Deion gasped. “Father and… father and our mothers know?”

Eirene laughed at his expression. “Did you honestly think you could hide that from our parents? Especially our mothers? They felt your happiness from across the galaxy you igord!” She told him. She looked at Mari smiling. “Did he make you scream to the moon Mari?”

Mari pressed her head to Deion’s chest with a brilliant smile. “That and so much more.” She replied happily and without an ounce of embarrassment.

Fedor turned and held out his hand now as the young woman came up behind him and he pulled her close. “This is Iama’Juturi Leonidas.” He spoke with a similar pride spilling over in his voice. “My wife and mate.”

Nara stepped forward and embraced Iama without hesitation. “We have heard so much about you!” She gushed. 

Iama had long ago grown accustom to the Leonidas family displays of affection and she hugged Nara tightly. “And we have heard more about you.” Iama said with a smile.

Nara laughed. “Probably about him.” She said playfully motioning with her head. “He’s the bad twin.”

“As if anyone with half a brain will believe that!” Deion spoke.

“You have half a brain fervon.” Nara spoke with a grin.

Deion shook his head as he looked at the hulking Kavalian male now attached to Eirene’s side. “And you must be Miseo.” He spoke.
“The last time I checked… yes.” Miseo answered happily. Miseo watched as Nara turned and looked at him as well. Deion moved forward and grasped his hand and forearm tightly.

“Sister… he is…” Deion started.

“…Very large!” Nara finished his sentence.

It was Mari who burst out laughing now and she stepped forward. “Stop you two!” She declared looking at Eirene and taking her hand. “They do that all of the time. It drives Eliani crazy!”

Deion stretched out on his tip toes several times and kept looking between Miseo and Eirene. “Wow! Very large!” He stated.

Mari looked at him and slapped his abdomen. “Deo… stop!” She hissed at him.

Deion grinned and tightened his hand on Miseo’s arm. “Welcome fervon.” He said with warmth and affection.

Miseo nodded his head as his tail encircled Eirene’s waist and his arm went around her lower back. “I look forward to meeting all of Eirene’s brothers and sisters.” He said.

“So do I!” Iama echoed happily as Fedor pulled her close.

“I don’t know…” Deion spoke as he stepped back.

“… We aren’t exactly normal.” Nara finished the sentence.

“And we are?” Fedor exclaimed.

Deion and Nara both laughed. “So true.” She agreed with him.

“Deion… Nara…” Fedor turned and moved back several steps to motion Kalis and Serale forward. “This is…”

Fedor stopped in surprise when Deion moved past him and stood in front of Kalis. They were of equal size, with Kalis being slightly more bulky, but to his credit Kalis did not shy away. He needn’t have been concerned for Deion pulled him into a rib cracking embrace and took his head in his hands before kissing his cheek.

“We owe you more than you will ever know Kalis Leonidas.” Deion spoke with a soft and serious voice. 

Kalis shook his head as he held Deion’s arms. “I was protecting my family cousin.” He told him proudly. “The only family that I have or will ever need now. There is nothing owed within family.”

Deion smiled as Nara came up to him and pressed her frame close to his, hugging him tightly under Deion’s embrace. She reached up and kissed his cheek tenderly. “No… there is not.” Nara said lifting her hand and caressing his cheek. “But your actions… they will never be forgotten Kalis.”
Kalis looked at both of them and smiled. “It is… it is so very good to meet you both.” He drew back and pulled Serale closer to him. “This is Serale Leonidas.” He spoke proudly. “My wife… my mate… my light.”

“Eliani will be so very happy to meet you!” Nara said as they embraced tightly. “With the exception of Inamarno and Cvea… all she does is complain to Andro about being understaffed and not able to do her job.”

“She complains about that all of the time.” Deion said.

“Where… where is Andro?” Eirene asked first with obvious excitement in her voice.

Deion looked at her as he moved back beside Mari and pulled her tighter. “He’s waiting for us on the surface.” He answered. “Mari’s father is… Murano is… sibfla…” He swore under his breath.

Mari placed her hand on his chest. “It is alright Deo my love.” She said without hesitation or embarrassment. “He does not hear as we do and he can not break our Etheric shields.” She turned and looked at Fedor and Eirene who had puzzled expressions on their faces. “It is a long story which I am sure you will discover and eventually see to its end. I am just too much of a coward at the moment.”

Eirene smiled at her brightly. “We knew already Mari.” She said touching her nose.

Mari rolled her eyes. “Yes… I should have known.” She said.

Deion lifted his hand. “Enough of that!” He said. “Murano, Jeru and Mayla are waiting with the ship. Andro wanted us to bring the couriers father was sending to the surface right away. Where are Kdan and Dnom?”

Eirene looked around. “They sprinted off the ship before we could stop them.” She replied. “We are always chasing those two.”

“Andro probably already knows it was you that father sent and just did not tell us.” Nara spoke. “He can be a closed mouth ronnus when he wants to be.”

“Our gear is already stowed… we can move to the other hanger bay and leave as soon as you are ready.” Deion said.

“This ship is… it’s huge!” Fedor spoke as he clutched Iama and they began to follow Deion and Nara.

Nara laughed. “Wait until you see the rest of it.” She exclaimed. “As Eli says… it will rock your socks off!”

“Blows your socks off sister.” Deion corrected her. “Blows your socks off.”

Nara waved her hand dismissively. “Whatever… let’s find Kdan and Dnom and get to the surface.”

AUSTROVA
RE MYDALA ESTATE

Dyack watched from the balcony above the courtyard as the Leonidas family had a small reunion of sorts.
Dyack had felt like an utter fool the moment he saw Sehri jump from the dragon’s back and into his arms. It was the first time he had seen Androcles Leonidas in person and nothing had prepared him for what he saw in his youngest daughter’s face.  Sehri had been riding in front of him when his massive dragon landed on the grass in the lower courtyard and Dyack had watched with Aleatia beside him as Androcles gracefully climbed down, immediately turning for his daughter. Sehri had practically leaped into his arm from the saddle and they had shared a passionate kiss right there as he spun her around slowly in his arms. Her face was so bright and animated with happiness, unlike any time he had seen in her life. As the kiss broke they shared whispered words he could not hear. Words that had Sehri’s musical laughter drifting up to him on the balcony. Soon the other dragons had arrived and then five more women joined them, crowding around Andro and the Vanari female who was Coren’s daughter. Dyack noticed right away that Sehri was always within physical contact with one of them as they laughed and moved among the dragons to greet the others that were landing. All of the young women who crowded around Androcles were in physical contact with each other and the contact was not one of a simple nature. The physical contact and kisses were what lovers shared and that knowledge did not affect him as he had thought it would when seeing it. Dyack had thought he might be repulsed by such a thing, but seeing Sehri and the others interact quickly pushed that out of his mind. They did it so naturally, like it was the most normal thing in the universe for them to act this way. Within moments, Dyack had no doubts about what Sehri had become part of, and his hand squeezed Aleatia’s hand with happiness because of this. His youngest daughter, his baby, had found unquenchable love with Androcles and her fellow wives and that was as obvious as the sun in the sky above them. Sehri had become the future of their people and what they could eventually become and for Dyack that was what mattered most.
That had been an hour ago and now Dyack sensed someone come up beside him and he turned his head from watching Denali and Lisisa and Arduri talking animatedly with their sisters as Androcles moved up to the railing next to him. He turned back and looked at Sehri once more.

“I have never seen her so happy Androcles.” Dyack spoke softly. “She glows with such life and energy.”

“We love her sir.” Andro said softly. “I love her.”

Dyack looked at him now. “I will not ask you to explain how this could be Androcles Leonidas. Aleatia has already told me that it is not something you can explain. Only that it is and it can never be broken now.”

Andro nodded his head. “As I told her… I gave up trying to discover the why of it many years ago. I am different… and for many years I hated that. When Sadi finally came back into my life the pieces began to fall together. Sehri is part of that. She always has been. It just took us this long to find her.” Andro met his eyes evenly. “I will adhere to any marriage ritual that the Rothryn people might honor sir… I give you my word.”

“Aleatia tells me you never break your word.” Dyack spoke turning fully to face him.

“I try not too.” Andro replied.

“Then your word to love my daughter and all of them with everything that you are will suffice Androcles Leonidas.” Dyack said.

“That is a promise I will happily commit to sir.” Andro said. “And I will honor it until the day I pass into the next life. And beyond.”

Dyack nodded his head. “I can ask for nothing else.” He said.

“My father and you are very much alike.” Andro said. “When you finally do meet him I think you will get along famously.”

“Coren tells me your father and mothers are in what would be the Echo quadrant.” Dyack said. “Searching for answers to questions about the Ancient blood within you.”
Andro nodded his head. “The Pralor blood, what your people call the Ancients, yes.” He answered him. “It hasn’t been an easy trip… but they are making progress now and my father is very hopeful and optimistic. They are moving to a planet that has more Lycavorians on it right now. Those that the Ancients transported from our homeworld.”

“As they did us?” Dyack said. “You don’t seem to agree with that from the tone of your voice.”

Andro nodded again. “I don’t.” He answered. “I understand why they did it… but the manner in which it was done is abhorrent to me. It takes choice out of the equation. Choice is what makes each of us who we are.”

“Indeed.” Dyack said. “You have them among you now I understand. Two of them.”

Andro met his eyes. “Murano and his daughter Mari.” He replied. “Murano is… he was one of my great grandfather Sumar’s finest Praetorian warriors and a friend. He left him behind when he departed… and Murano did not understand why until now. Until my father found him. His daughter Mari… well she has quite unexpectedly fallen in love with my brother Deion. She is a Praetorian as well… but even Murano does not know that just yet.”

“He does not know his own daughter is one of these warriors?” Dyack asked.

Andro grinned. “He doesn’t know Mari is his daughter.” He told him. “Not yet anyway.”

“How can that be?” Dyack asked.

Andro shook his head. “It has something to do with the Etheric skills of her birth mother Tobia. Mari is able to shrink her Etheric resonance to levels that would not be detectable by normal Praetorians. My father only discovered what her relation was because of our sense of smell. You can not hide family in someone’s scent.”
Dyack turned back and looked down into the courtyard once more. “The Rothryn… we do not use the senses we possess as you do. It is something I have always tried to change but we have evolved to this point without them and I believe many think it is silly.” He turned back to Andro. “Sehri has…she can use these skills now? And shift her form?”

Andro nodded once more. “The way my sister Eliani explains it and medical terminology always gives me a headache… the Ancients or Pralors… they never removed the gene within the Rothryn that allows you to shift your forms as we do. They only suppressed it. When I… when I bit Sehri… the virus in my blood reactivated the dormant gene.”

Dyack smiled and reached out to touch Andro’s arm. “Do not be embarrassed for doing what your instincts called for you to do Androcles.” He said. “Aleatia told me a little of your customs… and I will learn more as time passes. It is a gift that you have returned to my people, starting with Sehri, and hopefully continuing into the future.”

“It must remain secret for now however.” Andro said.

Dyack nodded his head. “As much as it angers me to say… yes.” He stated. “If word of this broke to the general population, I fear that others who do not have the best interests of my people at heart would act to try and stop this from happening.”

Androcles nodded. “Among them this Rothryn Science Academy I take it?”

Dyack nodded as well. “They would be the largest voice against such a thing… but there would be others.” He looked at Andro intently. “These are issues for discussion at another time however. There is already much going on that does not concern the Rothryn people, though it could affect them.”
“It is important to me sir.” Andro told him.

Dyack nodded his head in agreement. “For me as well… but the issues with the Vanari need to be resolved first. We have not even made an official announcement that your people exist, though it is the talk of my world among everyone.”

“Whether you can shift your form or not sir… you are still Lycavorian.” Andro told him.

“And I believe this as well. Now more than ever.” Dyack replied. “How we deal with this crisis however, that will determine from which direction we approach the official introduction of your people to mine and how we proceed with the politics of things.”

Androcles rolled his eyes in disgust. “Carians… I hate politics.” He said.

Dyack laughed and nodded his head. “On that I believe we agree utterly Androcles.” He said truly liking this young man. His honesty was refreshing and he carried with him an aura of command and power, yet he was not arrogant or rude in any way.
They both turned when Dorian came up to them from the side. “Excuse me sir…” He spoke looking at Dyack.

Dyack nodded his head in recognition taking note of how polite these young men and women were. “Of course.”

Dorian looked at Andro. “Coren is ready.” He said. “He wants us to come to his office.”

Andro nodded and looked at Dyack. “Now the fun begins.” He said motioning with his hand.

ARC ROYAL

FOUR HOURS FROM VENTORI

DESERTED LYCAVORIAN COLONY

Aricia Leonidas walked down the corridor carrying the mug of coffee in one hand and the data pad in the other without regard for where she was. The engineers on the ARC ROYAL had actually cordoned off this entire section of the deck with portable walls and two Durcunusaan soldiers at each of the three corridors leading into this section to keep others out. They had done this when it was determined this would be the deck and section where the quarters for the King and those of his family would be. It was far more of a privacy measure than anything else Aricia knew and that is why she didn’t hesitate in walking down the corridor with nothing but thick, thigh high socks, white thong panties and her floor length white robe over her otherwise naked body. Fedor and Eirene’s quarters were now empty, but they would return sooner or later, and she didn’t doubt they would need to expand a little when Gorgo and her own mother Dasha arrived for they always stayed very close to them.
Aricia Leonidas had changed so much since the days of that young woman who had first greeted Martin Leonidas on Earth. Her love for Martin and her fellow Queens had not only saved her in so many ways, but it had altered her as well. Aricia did not think back very often on that time, for she was not that naïve woman anymore and the shame and pain of those few weeks and months had long ago drifted into obscurity. Martin’s love for her, her fellow Queen’s love for her, it had saved her. Martin’s actions all those years ago had shown Aricia her path and what she was meant for. It was a path she had embraced and continued to embrace even to this day. She was Martin’s Anome… the one who held the very center of his soul within her hands. She was the one who brought focus to the love and desire for Martin that she and her fellow Queens and lovers felt for Martin. Even Isabella and Cirith, who were far older than her in years and experience, even they considered her their center. Aricia had not wanted it this way, but it was a role Anja, Dysea and the others had given to her. A role she now relished more than anything. Aricia would be their combined voice when they were together. She would be the personification of the love and passion all of them had for Martin. Aricia was so happy when For'mya finally came back to them and was able to feel what only she and Dysea had been able to feel for years. When first Anja and then Cirith and finally For'mya were able to feel the full force of Martin’s unshielded aura upon them as she and Dysea had for so long, it brought completeness to them all. Though Bella could not feel his wolf aura as they did, his Etheric resonance within her mind and on her body was equal to what his wolf aura did to the others. 
Martin had never been very good with words, they all knew that, but his love for each of them was unquestioned because he showed them everyday what they meant to him in his actions. His affectionate nuzzles. The touch of his aura on them. The soft, fluttering kisses or the feel of his caress upon them. His words in the interview with Lady Tinra had touched a cord within all of them.
“They are me and I am them.”
Up until that moment Aricia did not think that any of them could love Martin Leonidas more than they already did. Those seven words had proven her so very wrong. Though it was well known that the Queens of the Union gravitated to each other differently, Aricia, Anja and For'mya to each other, while Dysea, Bella and Cirith had become nearly inseparable, it was also well known that each of them loved Martin voraciously. They had not truly known why Martin almost never questioned them or what they did. He had not in the past, and Aricia knew he would not in the future. They now knew why this was. Each of them were extensions of his will and he did not question the decisions they made for they were part of him and he part of them.
Aricia looked up as she reached the door to Zarah and Lucia’s quarters and she touched the panel.

“Come in!” Lucia’s voice echoed from within.

Aricia tapped the panel once more and the door slid aside and she entered quickly. As the door slid closed behind her she saw Zarah and Lucia on the couch in the main room. Lucia was sitting between Zarah’s legs sipping a glass of juice and reading from a data pad while Zarah skillfully pulled a brush through her long, silky raven black hair. Both of them were clad only in bra and panties, their bodies more muscular and lean than Aricia remembered, but that was not surprising. The time out here had honed all of them to new physical preparedness.
“Good morning mother.” Zarah spoke happily as she saw Aricia come in.

Aricia smiled as she came fully into the room. What had happened to her had caused all of them shame and hurt, more so Androcles than anyone, but Zarah Leonidas had turned out to be far more resilient than even they could predict. Most of that was Lucia’s love for her they all knew, but the other part was her connection to Androcles. His essence within her and Lucia’s untainted love had given her the strength to push back the veil of darkness that could have enveloped her and it gave her the fortitude to begin anew. Finding the love she had with Lucia was a surprise, but Zarah had always been one to follow her brother’s adventurous nature, and when Lucia had come into her life, she had not hesitated for an instant to embrace that.

“How long have you two been up?” Aricia asked as she settled to the couch across from them. “Your father and I told you to get some rest.”

“We have only been awake for an hour.” Lucia said with a happy smile. “We went to bed early enough… but I could not keep Zarah’s lips from finding different spots that kept me from sleeping.”

Zarah chuckled in delight and leaned forward to kiss her cheek. “I can’t help it if you taste so good.” She stated. “Blame my father for my wolf genes.”

“Hah!” Lucia laughed. “I would rather thank him for your wolf genes!”

Aricia laughed with them for there was no denying the love between the two young women or how powerful it was.
“Why does it matter how much we slept mother?” Zarah asked as she continued to run the brush through Lucia’s hair. “When we reach this planet the only thing father will let us do is watch from orbit.” She finished with a touch of disgust in her voice.

Lucia turned her head slightly and ran her hand along Zarah’s bare thigh. “Udos xun naut zhaun nindel whol zhaunus ussta ssinssrigg.” She said. (We do not know that for sure my love.)
 Aricia held up the data pad in her hand. “I would not be too sure about that fenneennum. Just as Lucia has said.” She said as both of their eyes focused on her. “That is why I am here now.” (Daughter)
Zarah stopped brushing Lucia’s hair as she sat up. “What… what do you mean mother?” She asked.

“Never think for an instant that your father does not trust in you or your abilities.” Aricia told them. She looked directly at Lucia. “Either of you. Your father has only been holding you back until he had a better understanding of what your connection with Androcles has meant for your skills Zarah. And what you are truly capable of Lucia.”

“What are you saying mother?” Zarah asked again.

“You have the dormant Praetorian gene within you Lucia, just as I do. Just as Sadi does.” Aricia told her. “Your mother was able to confirm this for us when she met with Martin. You, Carisia and now Onera are the only ones who she passed this gene too. It did not pass to your brothers for some reason. It allows us to do things that others can not with the Etheric realm. Your whips are the perfect example. They are Etheric in nature and while not normally physical objects, they are fueled by the emotions within you and that is why they can be extremely deadly weapons that can be used to inflict serious injuries if your emotions are running high.”

Lucia nodded her head slowly. “Yes.” She stated thinking back to what she was able to do to her foul brother.


“While we cannot normally do this… because of the pureness of our blood… if our emotions are running very high… we can project our Etheric powers into the physical realm for the briefest of moments.” Aricia told them. “We have confirmed this after talking at length with Wayonn and Murano. It is really the only explanation that we have come up with.” She looked at Zarah. “When you took so much of your brother’s blood Zarah… it did essentially the same thing. It granted you abilities that you would not normally have. This is the only thing that has held your father back when concerning you and Lucia. Being able to hide Radem for so long and so effectively only confirmed it for him.”

“So what does that all mean?” Lucia asked.


Aricia set the data pad on the table between them. “Your father is putting both of you in command of the Scouts that will go to the planet with us.” She told them seeing their eyes go wide in shock as Zarah snatched up the pad and began to read. “You will have six of your Aunt Aihola’s Drow Vampire scouts under your command. They came with Manda’s group. Also… you will have two of your grandfather Vengal’s senior vampire Durcunusaan Scouts acting as your Lieutenants. Use their experience and knowledge… but your father has made clear that you and Lucia are in charge.”

Zarah looked at her, eyes still very wide in shock. “Mother… tell me this is not a joke!” She declared.


Aricia smiled and shook his head. “This is no joke fenneennum. The Command is yours and you will be among the first of us on Ventori. Your father loves you Zarah. And that love extends to you Lucia, because of what you share with our daughter. He also trusts both of you without question. He just tends to move rather slowly when putting his children in harms way. As do we all.”


Zarah screamed in delight and blurred across the small distance between them to throw her arms around her mother knocking Aricia back on the couch slightly. Aricia was laughing as she returned the embrace and held her tightly. She took Zarah's face in her hands and stared at her.


“Just remember all you have learned Zarah. Everything your brother has taught you. All we have taught you.” Aricia said gently.


“I will mother. I promise.” Zarah told her.


Aricia nodded her head. “Good. Now let me get back to your father before your mother Anja steals all of the warmth of his body. We only have two hours before we need to begin to prepare.”


Zarah moved back beside Lucia as Aricia got to her feet and moved for the door. She turned back once and saw both of them beginning to go through the data pad, pressing their heads together. Aricia smiled and exited the room.

VENTORI 

DESERTED LYCAVORIAN COLONY 


“…Detected them three hours ago. I didn’t disturb you and the others because we were still too far out to really do anything.” Akemi told Martin who stood beside her chair in the center of the ARC ROYAL’s bridge. “The Cruiser REPULSE is remaining back from us as our front… and any active sensor sweeps we do may be detected.” 

Martin looked at her. “NOVA-Class?” He asked.


Akemi shook her head. “VANGUARD-Class MkIII Interdictor. More versatility and firepower. Admiral Lorian likes to be prepared.”


Martin nodded. “Nice.” He said.


“How many ships Akemi?” Danny asked moving up beside Martin.


“Just the one right now.” She answered. “Heavy Cruiser type that is comparable to our NOVA-Class Refits though not as large. Admiral Lorian is breaking off her Wing and moving for the opposite side of the planet. Making sure no one is hiding back there or behind one of the three moons.”


Martin turned when the doors to the bridge opened and Tobia and Valael came rushing 
in. “Morning.” He said cheerfully. “We have guests it seems.”

Tobia and Valael came up beside him looking at the main view window which was at a hundred and ten percent magnification. Tobia gasped slightly and reached out to touch Martin’s arm. “That is not a Tasmor ship Martin.” She spoke quickly. “It’s from the Kintaur Hegemony.”


“I’m guessing that is not a good thing?” Danny asked.


“The Tasmor and Kintaur have been at war, off and on, for four centuries. They hate each other.” Valael spoke now.


“Of course they do.” Martin said as he rolled his eyes. 
“Tobia… what is the lifespan of the Tasmor?” Aricia asked.

“Several hundred years.” Tobia answered. “I don’t know exactly but Saydia is just over a hundred and forty years old.”

Martin shook his head. “You know… there is no love in this quadrant of space. What happened to let’s all just get along and be friends?” All of them heard the fit of coughing from the side of the bridge and they turned to see the elven female wiping her tea from her lips where she had just spit some out in laughter. Aricia and For'mya grinned at this and For'mya slapped his rock hard abdomen playfully.


“When I last visited the Tasmor four years ago, no incidents between the Kintaur and Tasmor had taken place in a decade.” Tobia told Martin as she too smiled in amusement now. His dry humor was beginning to grow on her and there were times when he was hysterically funny and did not even know it.


“Why would they be here?” Martin asked. “If what you told me is accurate Tobia… they are a long way from home aren’t they?”


Tobia nodded. “Yes.” She replied. “Their area of controlled space is on the opposite side of the Tasmor Regime. At least two months travel with the technology of their current engine design.”


Martin looked at Danny for a brief moment and Dan shrugged his broad shoulders. “It’s not just a job…” He said.


Martin nodded his head as he turned back. “It’s a fucking adventure.” He muttered. “You know fervon… I’ve come to really hate that phrase through the years.”


Danny chuckled. “You and me both.”


“Captain! Incoming hail from Admiral Lorian on Secure War Channel Alpha!” The ARC ROYAL’S COM officer announced.


Akemi didn’t hesitate. “Put it up. Main holo disc.”


They all turned slightly to the left as Miranda’s image shimmered to life, flickered and then became crystal clear from the bridge of the ARIZONA.


“Manda?” Martin spoke first. “What do you got? Happy news I hope.”


“Two ships… holding position just inside the gas rings of the second moon.” Miranda answered. 


“Same make as this one?” Martin asked.


Miranda shook her head. “Smaller. Heavy Frigate Class to us. Tasmor ships based on the schematics Lady Tobia gave to us.” She answered. “I have a ship moving closer to get more detailed scans but they definitely appear to be hiding. Using the rings as cover.”


Martin looked at Tobia and saw her nod her head. “The Kintaur are not as advanced in many areas as the Tasmor. Their sensors for instance. Just one of the many sticking points between them.”


“Why do I not like the fact that both of these species are in different orbits of the planet that was home to my people.” Martin asked. “Have they detected the REPULSE yet?”

Akemi nodded her head. “If the information we have is as accurate as everything else Lady Tobia has given us then they should be coming into range of the sensors on this Kintaur ship within moments.”


“Akemi… focus one of the ventral arrays on the planet and give me some sweeps of the surface. Tell me what is down there.” Martin spoke as he moved around behind her chair and stood on her opposite side.


“Ops?” Akemi barked.


“Realigning forward ventral array now.” The voice echoed. “Stand by.”


“Manda… you think they can detect each other?” Martin asked his eyes never leaving the holo image of the planet and three ships shown in white colors.


Miranda shook her head. “Doubtful given the level of technology Lady Tobia has told us they possess, unless the Kintaur ship maintains a constant orbit with the gravitational rotation of the planet. Then the Tasmor ships will see them in about thirteen hours at the current rotation.”


“Tactical?” Akemi snapped.


“The Kintaur ship is holding station over the northern most continent above the planet’s equator.” The TAC Officer answered instantly.


Martin nodded. “Ok… that answers that question.”


“Ops… anything on that continent above their position?” Akemi asked.
“It appears they are holding station above one of the larger abandoned cities Captain.” The Ops officer answered. “I’m detecting Kintaur lifesigns on the surface of the planet. They appear to be centered on the outskirts of this city. Looks to be about eighty of them.”


“Tasmor signs?” Akemi asked.


“Not within the passive cone of the forward ventral array Captain.” The man answered. “An active scan would tell us.”


Martin shook his head quickly. “No… not yet. An active scan will give us away and let them know there is more than one ship out here. Have the REPULSE do it when they are in range.”


“COM officer… send the order to the Captain of the REPULSE.” Akemi barked out.


“The REPULSE should be coming into range of the Kintaur ship’s sensors now sir.” The TAC officer reported.


“Who’s commanding?” Martin asked Akemi.


“Captain Nemoa Or’sali.” She answered instantly. “Lycavorian. Four hundred years in command slots. Mated over a thousand years now. Her mate is her First Officer.”


“Janon chose her from the 14th CFFG Martin.” Miranda Lorian added quickly from the ARIZONA’s bridge. “She’s smart and witty. Alba Tau vet.”


Martin nodded his head in approval. Those two words alone were all he needed to know. Anyone who had fought on the ground or in the stars at Alba Tau was considered a notch above the average Fleet Officer. The space battles had been just as down right vicious and costly as the operations on the ground. Martin, Danny and Miranda were perfect examples of that.


“Let her roll with it.” Martin spoke seeing Danny nod in approval out of the corner of his eye.


Tobia saw this and turned to look at Aricia and For'mya just behind her. She took a few steps closer to them. “I have heard this name from others before.” She said softly. “Is this name… this Alba Tau… is it significant?” She asked them.


Aricia glanced at For'mya quickly and then back to Tobia. “Yes.” She replied simply. 

Tobia saw the look in her eyes and turned her head back to where Martin stood. She glanced back to Aricia and For'mya when they didn’t continue. “You can not tell me about this?”


“No.” For'mya told her. “It is… it is not spoken of freely. I’m sorry.”

Tobia looked somewhat surprised as none of them had held anything back from her and Valael before now. She bowed her head slightly in recognition of For'mya’s answer and turned back to look at the holo map. This information was something she would have to discover at a later time.


“Captain! The Kintaur ship is breaking orbit and moving for the REPULSE!” The TAC officer barked out. “They are hailing them! Low band sub space transmission! Captain Nemoa is transmitting audio only for the moment.”


“Monitor it.” Akemi barked out the order. “Tap their feed!”


“On speakers and holo disc three!”


All of them turned to see the humanoid face appear within the holo image. The dark brown skin of the Kintaur male was weathered and drawn tight across his face. He had a wide forehead that formed two large ridges along where his temples would be and then extended back on the hairless skull. The skull was almost oval in shape, his nearly black eyes large and sunken into his brow. He had the outline of a nose but only two small slits above the lipless mouth.


“Whoa!” Danny muttered softly. “He’s attractive.”


This comment brought soft murmurs of laughter from those who had heard it just before the voice echoed from the internal speakers. 

“Unidentified ship… you are approaching the Kintaur Hegemony Cruiser BRIGHT STAR.” The deep male voice sounded through the speakers on the bridge. “I am First Warrior Gars. You will stand to and prepare to be boarded! You have entered Kintaur Hegemony territory without authorization. Respond.”
“I am Captain Nemoa Or’sali of the Lycavorian Union Cruiser REPULSE.” The female voice filled the bridge now. “We are new to this area of space, but we have received confirmed reports of the existence of our people on the planet that you are orbiting. We would like to make contact with them.”
“You are female?” Gars spoke.

There was a pause before Nemoa answered. “The last time I checked… yes I am.” She answered, drawing soft laughter from almost everyone on the bridge of the ARC ROYAL at the sarcastic tone of her answer. It apparently did not register with the Kintaur.
“How many females do you have aboard your ship? I do not recognize the configuration of your vessel. What is your crew complement and where do you come from?” Gars demanded now. 

“I have several hundred females among my crew.” Nemoa replied evenly. “And as I have already told you… we have confirmed reports of our people having settled on this planet. We would like to make contact with them.”

“What is a Lycavorian?” Gars hissed. “We have no knowledge of such a species. You will activate a video transmission immediately.”

The ARC ROYAL’S COM officer instantly split the holo transmission they were watching and all of them saw the face of Nemoa appear. She was an attractive Lycavorian woman with bright, light brown eyes and short, dark blond hair. Martin guessed her age to be roughly nine hundred to fifteen hundred years old. Showing just a small bit of her experience, Nemoa only revealed her face and upper body in the return holo transmission.

“I am a Lycavorian.” Nemoa answered him now. “It is a pleasure to be introduced First Warrior Gars.”
“Your ship is unknown to us.” Gars spat with noticeable contempt. “You have entered Kintaur Hegemony controlled space. I will speak to your senior officer at once and you will prepare to be boarded!”

Nemoa blinked several times. “That would be me.” She answered. “I am Captain of this ship.”

“You… you are a female!” Gars said.

Nemoa nodded. “I believe I have already stated that fact.” She told him.

“You are in command of that vessel?” Gars asked once more looking as if he did not believe what she was telling him.

“That would be an accurate assumption.” Nemoa told him. 

“You will cut power to your engines and prepare to be boarded!” Gars spoke again. 

“And why would I do this?” Nemoa asked calmly. 

“I am ordering you to!” Gars replied as if it was the most normal thing in the world. “You have entered Kintaur space without authorization!”
“According to my information this area of space is not controlled by anyone.” Nemoa spoke.  “We would simply like to make contact with our people on the surface of Ventori and ascertain their condition.”

“Did you not hear me woman!” Gars’ voice rose slightly. “This is Kintaur space! You will do as I command you!”

Nemoa couldn’t help but smile now. “You’ll forgive me when I tell you that I can’t do that. Our information of this area of space indicates that it is not controlled by anyone as I said earlier and I most certainly will not allow you to board my ship. We only wish to seek out those of my people on the surface and inquire of them if they need any assistance.”

“There are none of your people on the surface!” Gars growled at her. “You are violating our territory and you will do as I order you!”

Nemoa turned from Gars and to the side of her bridge. “Are we in range?” She asked the question to someone out of the cone of transmission. There was a subdued voice that replied and she nodded her head. “Begin active scan. All arrays.”

“What are you doing?” Gars demanded to know. “I have ordered you to cut power to your engines and prepare to be boarded!”

Nemoa returned her gaze to him and smiled sweetly. “Yes… I heard you the first time.” She spoke looking back to the side. “Route the active feed to them.” She spoke.

They watched as Gars turned his head now, someone in the background aboard his ship speaking to him. He turned back quickly and glared at Nemoa. “You are scanning the surface of the planet! You are not allowed to do this! I order you to stop immediately or we will fire on your ship!”

Nemoa met his gaze and this time her eyes shifted and her wolf fangs extended half way, clearly exposing the pointed tips just beneath her upper lips. “If you can produce some sort of documentation that proves this planet and system belong to you then I will abide by your request. As I have stated several times now, our information tells us Ventori and this entire system is free space, and I intend to search for our people.”

“The Kintaur Hegemony has claimed all of this system!” Gars shouted now. “To include all of the planets within it!”

“He didn’t blink.” Miranda spoke softly from the bridge of the ARIZONA.

“No he did not.” Martin agreed.

Tobia and Valael looked between the two of them quickly before Valael spoke. “What do you mean?” He asked.

“When Nemoa exposed her fangs.” Danny answered looking at him. “He didn’t blink an eye. He’s seen it before. Which means he’s seen our people before.”

Tobia moved closer to Martin. “Something must have happened in the last five years if the Kintaur have come into this area of space and begun claiming planets Martin. Ventori is far closer to Tasmor space and the Tasmor would never allow that ship to cross their territory unopposed.”

Martin looked at her. “How far out of the way would they need to travel to get around Tasmor space and come here without crossing into their territory?”

“The Tasmor have marked all of their borders with buoys of sorts. Beacons.” Tobia told him. “It would take a Kintaur ship months to move around the borders to get here. Every system with habitable planets between here and the Kintaur border is controlled by the Tasmor. As I told you… they are arrogant… but not to the extreme. They do feel that they are superior to most however, hence why they control most of the planets in this and the surrounding sectors. Ventori is among a dozen or so planets within this sector alone that no one controls but are relatively close to the Tasmor border.”

“They conquer these worlds?” For'mya asked with distaste evident in her voice.

Tobia shook her head. “No… not in a military sense. But they do manage to insure they are the ones who eventually gain control of these worlds, or insuring the populous supports them.”

“I’ve never heard of them coming this far from their space Tobia.” Valael spoke now. 
“Neither have I.” She agreed.

“Manda… those Tasmor ships? Have they moved?” Martin asked now turning to look at her in the second open transmission.

Miranda shook her head. “No. We are detecting short range sub space COMS from one of the ships however. Directed at the planet’s surface. Can’t pinpoint exactly where, but its close to where the Kintaur are on the surface.”

Danny looked at Martin. “I don’t like that Skipper.” He said.

Martin nodded his head. “Neither do I.” His eyes shifted to Miranda. “Can those Tasmor ships pick up the COMS Manda?”

“Nemoa is broadcasting in the clear just like the Kintaur ship.” She replied. “Anyone within half a light year could detect that.”

“King Leonidas!” The Ops officer barked out causing all eyes to turn to where he was at his station. “Sire… I’m getting lifesign readings from the surface now! Captain Nemoa is using a multidirectional sensor band focused on the area around the city. The feed just began to come in. I’m detecting multiply Kintaur lifesigns, roughly eighty in total and at least seventy others. Contact is intermittent Milord… I can’t get a true number but…”

“Give me what you got son.” Martin spoke as he stepped closer to him. “Don’t hold back now.”

The Ops officer looked at him. “Sire… I am almost certain they are Lycavorian lifesigns. Mixed in with what appear to be Tasmor. At least two dozen of them.”

“How certain son?” Martin asked him.

“There are slight differences but…” The young man took a leap and met his King’s eyes. “Milord… they are Lycavorian. I am certain of it.”

Martin nodded his head. “That’s good enough for me.” 
“Fucking right!” Danny growled.

“Cross deck that back to Nemoa.” Martin said turning to Akemi. “Let’s see what our fugly friend has to say then. Tell her to leave out the part about the Tasmor.” 
“Sending data back to the REPULSE.” The Ops officer echoed as his hands worked his two consoles. 

Martin turned once more and watched as Nemoa took a data pad from someone they couldn’t see and she read quickly. She looked up and met Gars’ angry eyes.

“First Warrior Gars… my sensors are detecting lifesigns on the surface that belong to my people.” She stated evenly. “We are also detecting Kintaur lifesigns. What exactly is your intent sir?”

“I do not answer to you woman!” Gars growled. “How… how can you detect them when the planet is so far away? This planet now belongs to the Kintaur Hegemony. Any who are on the surface will be taken into custody!”
Tobia reached out and took Martin’s arm. “Do not let them do that Martin Leonidas.” She told him urgently. Akemi slashed her hand down and the COM officer cut the audio feed they were listening to. “The Hegemony prisons and work camps are vile places. They have captured a few hundred of our people through the years… scientists and researchers mostly… and we never saw them again. The same can be said for the Tasmor as well.”

Martin looked at her and his dark brown eyes narrowed considerably. “And you didn’t think that this was something important enough to tell us!” He hissed at her.

Tobia shook her head embarrassed and took a step back in fear from him. “I… I had no reason to believe that we would encounter the Kintaur so close to Tasmor space Martin. I did not think it was important enough to mention since we would not be dealing with them.”

Martin knew right away that Tobia was being truthful. He could detect no sign of a lie within her scent and she looked extremely concerned and embarrassed. Tobia had been totally forthcoming about everything since arriving on Manne and making friends with everyone she came across because of her calm and outgoing demeanor. Added to the fact that his son and her daughter Mari had entered into a very intimate, passionate and committed relationship from everything Martin and his Queens could sense, trust was not an issue with Tobia and he was not going to make it one. He covered her hand on his arm with his own and nodded his head. 

“No worries.” He said in a softer voice while squeezing her hand. “What can you tell us now that can help us?”

Tobia felt relief wash through her at his words and the way his resonance echoed around her. She berated herself for being so stupid as to not tell him more of the Kintaur but…

“Tobia… don’t.” Martin spoke and she met his eyes. “Stuff like this happens all the time. It’s not your fault. Just give us what you can right now.”

Tobia took a deep breath and nodded her head. “They are a violent and unpredictable species.” She spoke confidently now. 
Aricia and For'mya smiled to one another for they knew Martin had the uncanny ability to put someone at ease very quickly with his wit and charm. 
“They hate the Tasmor with a passion, bordering on the fanatical. I asked Saydia once why this is but she told me she did not know. It had something to do with what happened long before she became Sovereign, during the time of her grandmother’s rule, but she did not know what it was.” Tobia continued.
“Why would they be here Tobia?” Aricia asked now.

Tobia shook her head and met her eyes briefly before turning back to Martin. “I don’t know… but you can be assured it is not to be diplomatic.” She answered. “I don’t think they can spell that word.”
“Given what we have seen so far… I tend to agree.” Akemi spoke up.

“Does anyone else find it odd that they are both here now? Just when we happen to show up?” Martin asked turning his head back and forth and finally looking at Danny.

“Stinks to high heaven is what it does fervon.” Danny agreed with him.

Martin moved closer to Akemi. “Give me ship-to-ship COMs with Nemoa Akemi.” He told her. Akemi didn’t pause and stabbed down twice on the arm of her chair.

“Secure. Go.” She told him.

“Captain Nemoa… this is Martin Leonidas! Give me a full power active scan of their ship! Make sure none of our people are on that ship!”

Martin turned and watched as Nemoa motioned quickly to someone off screen as she heard Martin’s voice echo from speakers on her ship and the Ops officer on the ARC ROYAL activated the audio link once more. It took only seconds before Gars realized what was happening.

“You are scanning our ship!” He shouted. 

Nemoa met his gaze. “How very astute of you.” She answered him calmly. “We have detected our people on the surface of this world and I want to insure there are none on your ship.”

“You have no right to do this woman!” He screamed. “You will cease this at once! We are Kintaur!” He turned to look at someone on his bridge. “Well… stop it!” He snarled.

“I can not First Warrior!” The voice shouted back. 

Gars turned back to the transmission. “I will give you only one more warning! Cease your activities and prepare to be boarded!”
Nemoa rolled her eyes before turning and looking at her sensor operator who was shaking his head. She turned back to Gars knowing that the King was listening. “Luckily for you, none of our people are present on your ship.”
Akemi turned when she heard the soft beeping and the COM officer went to the console behind his station. “Milord… incoming secure from REPULSE Ops officer!”

“Let’s hear it!” Martin barked.

“Milord… we detected no Lycavorian lifesigns on their ship but we did distinguish one Tasmor lifesign. Female from the looks of it.” The man reported. “It was faint… but there. From the scans it appears to be behind some sort of energy barrier and that is why I can not get a solid lock.”

“Man… this just keeps getting better and better. I will not be drawn into a conflict that is not mine!” Martin snapped. 
Tobia stepped closer to him now. “The Kintaur are not known to be kind toward their prisoners Martin Leonidas. Any prisoners. They are especially brutal towards the Tasmor. They will… they will rape and torture her for days before they kill her Martin.”

“I did not come out here looking for a war Tobia!” Martin exclaimed. “They have done nothing to me except make silly demands that even that half wit Gars knows we won’t comply with!”

“What about those on the surface?” Tobia asked him softly.
Martin turned his head quickly to the sensor operator. “Report!” He barked.

“The Lycavorian and Tasmor lifesigns are intermingled sire.” The man answered. Martin looked at the ARC ROYAL’S Ops officer who nodded his head.

“And the Kintaur?” Martin asked.

“Our people and the Tasmor are in two different groups but they are moving together and moving fast. The Kintaur lifesigns…” Martin saw his brow furrow slightly. “Sire… they have broken into two groups now as well and seem to be pursuing them.” The man spoke.

“They’re hunting them.” Danny snapped becoming more alert.

“Fuck me!” Martin swore loudly. His decision was made almost instantly, shocking Tobia and Valael at the speed of this and even more at the orders he began to issue. “Avi?” Martin touched the arm of Akemi’s chair again.
-Standing by Martin- Avi answered instantly.

“The teleport pads?” Martin asked.
-The Worker Drones have finished the upgrades transmitted to us from Armen on SPARTA'S WRATH yesterday Martin. They are fully functional and completely safe-

“Anja?” Martin hissed out loud. “Give me a no shit assessment Red? Go or no go.”

Anja’s response was also very quick and without hesitation. “I don’t know what they did Lover… I’ll have to review the details later but Andro and Armen got the damn thing working perfectly. Avi has conducted four tests since the Drones finished their work and all of them were successful. As much as I want to say we need to do more tests… you have my Go as Chief Medical Officer.”

“Avi… how many can we send at once?” Martin asked.

-There are two main Teleport Pads in Landing Bay Two that can hold fourteen- Avi answered. –Three smaller pads throughout the ship can transport six personnel each. Three more are being installed currently but are not ready for activation-

Martin turned without hesitation and looked at Akemi. “How many on that ship now?” He asked.

“TAC Officer?” Akemi barked out as she turned.

“Sensors are picking up three hundred and sixty-four.” The man answered.

“How many around where this Tasmor is?” Danny asked now coming up beside Martin and knowing what he was thinking.

“Nine within thirty meters General.”

Martin looked at him and Danny nodded. “I’ll take T'lolt, Jules, the Master Chief, Kenny and Pablo. We’ll interrupt the power flow; grab the prisoner and teleport out. K.I.S.S. all the way!”

Martin nodded his head. “Go! How many of these Kintaur douche bags are on the surface again? Give me numbers!” He asked as Danny bolted from the bridge.
“Forty-two in one group Sire!” The man answered. “Thirty-eight in the other! The larger group is pursuing our people along a northern path away from the city while the smaller one is moving northeast in what appears to be an attempt to cut them off before they reach this large river.” He traced the landmark on the holo map.

“Avi… how soon before you come within range of the planet?” Martin asked.

-Two minutes Martin. I can transport each group twenty seconds apart or as fast as they can step onto the Teleport Pads. We will need to remain within range of the Kintaur vessel until Daniel returns but it will not strain our capability. I have already assigned officers to operate each Teleport Unit-

Martin reached for his daughter within Mindvoice without shielding. Zarah?

We are here father. She answered instantly.

This just got a lot bigger than a recon fenneennum.

We have been listening. We can do this Papa. Zarah spoke without reservation.

Then move to the landing bay Zar. As soon as your uncle Danny teleports over to that ship I want you and your team moving. Pick four additional Spartans to take with you in the first group Zarah. Eighteen more will come down from the other pads. I’ll send you another fourteen twenty seconds after that. I’m sending you to a point in front this northeastern group. Set up a standard ambush Zar. Hit them hard and fast! Your mother’s and I will hit the main force following our people. Once you are secure move to link up with us.
We are moving now! Zarah told him.
Watch your ass daughter. Your brother will spank you silly if you get yourself hurt. Martin told her as he sent an Etheric pulse of love and confidence to her.

Papa! Zarah exclaimed happily.

Zarah… these Kintaur appear to be really bad news fenneennum. Don’t jerk around with them.
Zarah paused for only a moment as the true meaning of her father’s words filled her. I will not. I will see you on the surface father.
“Anja… meet Aricia and I in Landing Bay 2.” Martin spoke openly now. He looked at For'mya. “Come in guns blazing if you need to Kinsoaurgai.”

For'mya nodded. “You can count on it.” She told him.

Martin turned to Tobia and Valael. They were both utterly stunned at how quickly they had seen Martin Leonidas change. He had just issued orders that would have taken their commanders hours to implement and not one person had batted an eye at these orders or even tried to tell him they were not prepared to do such things. They obviously had done things like this many times in the past. 

“Elder Valael, I need you to remain here in case those Tasmor ships try anything stupid. Let them know we are trying to help. Tobia you are with me.”

“Milord?” Akemi asked causing him to turn and look at her. “What about the Kintaur ship?”

Martin paused for only a moment and then moved to her chair and activated the ship-to-ship secure COM.

“Captain Nemoa?”

“I am here my King.” She answered.

“As soon as you get the word from Akemi that General Simpson has returned here to the ARC ROYAL… do me a favor.” Martin spoke.

“Of course Milord.” Nemoa answered.

“Blow that ugly, loud mouthed bastard out of the stars.” Martin told her.

AUSTROVA

RE MYDALA ESTATE

Whatever doubts or fears that may have been lingering in the back of Caliria Leonidas’ mind had been dispelled within the first hour of being back within his arms. With Caliria urging him on, Androcles had taken her furiously in that first hour, his unshielded aura setting her body on fire in a way nothing that ever had and his huge cock making her sing to the moon above as it filled her to overflowing. When he had bitten her, just as his seed erupted within her depths, Caliria had descended into utter heaven. The intense pain had been so very brief as the virus in his blood rushed through her, but the changes that had taken place within her already only sped up the merger, and once the pain was gone it left nothing but unmitigated pleasure. Her soft cries of passion had filled the large room then as she clutched at his shoulders in ardor, and when Sadi and the others appeared on the bed beside them, Caliria discovered the true meaning of paradise.

It had been so shamelessly corrupt and wondrously lustful and Caliria was very nearly overwhelmed for she knew it would be like this for the rest of her life and she relished in this knowledge more than anything else. 

A tangle of limbs, lips, tongues and hands that had not stopped for hours. Androcles was the center of it for all of them, twisting and turning and taking what they so wanted him to have. Her Alkay enchanted all of them, soon covering each of them in a fine sheen, which only served to increase their desire and endurance to new proportions. Caliria tasted all of them once more, reveling in the flavor and scents of her fellow Princesses almost as much as Androcles’ lavender and pines scent. His wolf aura was pulsing madly for all of them and completely unshielded. Carisia may not have been able to feel his wolf aura, but his Etheric resonance was doing the same thing to her that his wolf aura did to them, keeping them on the brink of devastating and total pleasure, and then allowing them to experience it in irresistible waves and hearing them cry out in glee as they shuddered in release. 
They filled her being now, and Caliria could not get enough of them, Lu'ria and Carisia most of all. The moment they settled to the bed with them, it began a night of exploration and blissful passion that none of them would ever forget. It did not matter who Androcles was taking at any given time, for they were all servicing one another with little thought of anything else. Even Sehri, though they had only met a few hours before, even Sehri was unashamedly taking part in everything. She had pleasured Caliria two or three times, each time making her scream out her release before Caliria returned the pleasure with equal fervor. Androcles had taken each of them at least twice before he began to tire, and even when he did, his hands and lips and tongue remained so very active. There was not a single time where any of them lost physical contact with each other. They were always touching in some manner, their love and devotion for each other shining through like a blazing light in the darkness. All of them felt something within their beloved Androcles, he had laid open his soul for them and the absolute and unquestioned love that flowed from him for them was beyond words. All of them felt it however, something just on the edge of his perceptions, something new and unique and so very lovely. It filled them as well, for he held nothing back, and while the knowledge of what this was would come to them eventually, this night they let it slip back as their desires and passion for each other overrode everything else. 
The sun rising outside the bathed their bodies now, warming their skin, but none of them wanting to move. Caliria was magnificently spent, her heart still racing from the hours of utterly decadent lovemaking. She lay between Androcles’ long, powerful legs, her head resting on his flat abdomen and his delicious but now flaccid cock pressing between her breasts. Lu'ria’s head was resting on the back of her shoulder, her shimmering white hair splayed across her back, her legs canted slightly to keep from dangling off the edge of the bed. A bed that was not nearly as large as it needed to be Caliria thought.
Caliria lifted her head when all of them began to laugh softly and she realized they had heard her open thoughts. Andro’s face was so peaceful as he slept; the rise and fall of his broad chest calm and smooth.
“Well… it’s true!” Caliria spoke openly completely unashamed of herself.

Sadi, curled up beside Andro with her head resting on his shoulder, laughed once more and reached out to caress her cheek. “Don’t worry Inamarno; the bed on our ship is notably larger and much more comfortable.” She said softly.
Caliria kissed Sadi’s fingertips before dropping her head back to Andro’s powerful abdomen. “Thank the prophets!” She exclaimed.

Ne'Veha was on Andro’s opposite side with Sehri tucked between her and Andro’s body, her blond head resting against Ne'Veha’s ample and proudly firm breasts. Their legs were entwined together, Sehri’s hands resting on Ne'Veha’s exquisitely shaped ass.

“Can we… can we wait for a few hours.” Sehri stammered. “I am so worn out I don’t know if I want to move.”

“If we move we will wake Androcles.” Ne'Veha said softly.

“I’m already awake.” His voice sounded and they all turned to see his azure blue eyes open and glance around. “It’s kind of hard to sleep when my wives and mates are chattering like birds in the morning.”

Sadi lifted her head in mock indignation. “We do not chatter!” She announced.

“No we do not!” Carisia added. “And it is your fault anyway.”

“My fault?” Andro said lifting his head and looking at Carisia who was stretched out beside Sadi and spooned against her back. “How is this my fault?”

“If you were not so voracious and did not have such a delicious celie then we might have a chance at actually refusing your wonderful attentions.” Carisia told him with a glint her maya blue eyes. (cock)
“Voracious?” Andro spoke. “If I recall… it is you and Sadi who took it upon yourselves to inspire me once I fell on the floor exhausted. I didn’t have anything to do with that!”

“Don’t blame us!” Sadi retorted. “We can not help it if you are irresistibly tasty! And you were just laying there!”

“Nope.” Carisia agreed with her.

“Just admit that you are a demanding and insatiable beast our love.” Lu'ria commented now with bright amber eyes and a wide smile. 

“Fine!” Andro spoke. “It’s all my fault.”

Caliria smiled brilliantly and placed her chin on his flat abdomen and looked at his face from across the expanse of his mouth-wateringly muscle packed stomach. “Just continue to admit that our love… and there will be no reason for us to punish you.”

Androcles Leonidas lay there and basked in the scents and auras of the six women he worshiped as they swirled around and through him. Sadi’s sugar plume and spice scent was the strongest of them, but as each day passed, the sweet amaretto scent of Ne'Veha, Sehri’s warm walnut scent, Lu'ria’s honey melon scent, Carisia’s rose blossom scent and Caliria’s musky honey dew scent were growing stronger and stronger. His instincts told him he had found the six strongest females anywhere and those same instincts made him love them all the more. He had felt it last night, all of them had, but he had no idea what it was and he was not going to worry about it. They were together now and this is what mattered the most to him.
Andro lifted his head at Caliria’s words and stared into her eyes. “Punish me?” He said with a smile. “Would punishing me involve anything like what Sadi and Carisia did last night? I would gladly submit to that punishment!”
Sadi’s jungle green eyes went wide. “You pig!” She exclaimed.

Andro chuckled and pulled her closer to him with one arm, pulsing her with his aura and watching her eyes close in blissful enchantment. He allowed his aura to reach out to all of them and heard them gasp in delight.

“Stop you beast!” Ne'Veha exclaimed in happiness.

The laughter and happiness was all any of them felt at the moment and to them it most the most glorious thing they had ever felt.


Androcles entered the main sitting room of Coren’s estate holding the mug of his mother’s coffee in one hand and reading from the data pad. He stopped moving when he felt their combined presence and he lifted his head to see all of his brothers and sisters in the main room sitting around or standing. All of them focused their eyes on him. 


His eyes touched nearly all of them before he spread his arms open wide. “What?” He exclaimed loudly.


Fedor and Eirene had arrived after Andro and the others had retired to their bedroom and could not see him. They stepped forward now and Andro saw them and quickly found a table to set his mug and pad on. Almost instantly after that they were both in his arms. Eirene had tears falling freely from her dark brown eyes and even Fedor was holding back the moistness as their brother crushed them in his powerful arms and nuzzled them both furiously. It was almost an impossibility to see tears falling from their brother’s eyes, but everyone in the room saw it now as two streams of tears rolled down his cheeks from his tightly shut eyes and he absorbed the auras of his brother and sister.

Denali, Lisisa, Normya and Eliani looked at one another knowingly, for among those present, only they, Sadi and Andro’s wives and mates were there and truly knew what Andro had done and what he had endured in order to touch Fedor and Eirene within their mother For'mya’s womb. Only they knew the shame that their brother still carried for having to attack his own mother in such a way. Andro had granted Fedor and Eirene awareness before they had even been born, much the same as he had been, and it was this gift alone that had saved their mother and their family from experiencing so much more agony and suffering. They watched for only a moment before Eliani was the first to break from Jomann’s arms and move across the large room and press up against Eirene from behind. Eirene’s body was shaking, wracked with the sobs of very powerful emotions while Fedor’s powerful arm was trying to pull his brother’s head closer. Denali, Lisisa and Normya quickly followed their sister and then Dorian, Deion and Nara joined them while everyone else looked on. 
This was a moment in time for the Leonidas children alone and no one wanted to intrude upon this, and while they may have been missing three of their brothers and four of their sisters, no one in the room doubted that this emotion was not being felt by them wherever they were.
Coren stood beside Rinel and he looked down when Nyosa gripped his arm tightly. He saw small tears flowing from her eyes, and she pressed close to him. Rinel reached out with moist eyes of his own and placed his hand on Coren’s shoulder because he knew Coren did not really understand what was happening. He stepped closer to the man he had called friend for so many years.
“Rinel…? What is…? What is happening?” Coren whispered.

“I don’t believe we will ever truly know or understand what took place Coren my friend.” Rinel answered in a similar whisper as he moved closer to Coren. “Something very deep and very emotional happened between these twins Fedor and Eirene and their brother Androcles. It has affected them all quite profoundly, and that is why they act as they do now.”

“It’s beautiful.” Nyosa whispered tucking her head against Coren’s chest.

Coren’s arm unconsciously curled around her slim waist as he turned back to see Andro lift his head from Fedor’s shoulder, his azure blue eyes wet with tears. He looked around briefly and settled on the young man who Coren knew was called Kalis. He must have said something within the Etheric realm to him for Kalis stepped slowly away from the tearful red haired young woman beside him. Coren watched as this young man was pulled into the embrace of so many bodies, Androcles’ arm drawing him tight and brushing his face against his, whispering in his ear before Kalis’s arms wrapped tightly around all of them as best he was able. Coren would never know, but for Kalis this was the culmination of his transformation. As he pressed his head to Andro’s, the tears came once more as the feeling of family and acceptance swarmed around all of them. The only task that remained for him was to find his mother, Karun and Nikkei and insure that they knew this was who he was now. This gathering continued for many minutes, none of them wanting to leave the mass embrace, even as Sadi and Caliria led Andro’s wives and mates out of their bedroom and into the sitting room, moving to stand with Sheva, Onera and Serale. Words were not exchanged as Iama, Serale and Miseo were just as quickly pulled close and were sharing embraces with Sadi and the others with no hesitation.
Brendi stood close to Jomann and she looked up into his handsome face as he watched what was happening. “Jomann…?”

He looked at her immediately. “Yes?”

“Is it… is it always like this?” Brendi asked softly.

Jomann nodded his head. “Some say… some say the bond between the Leonidas family is something that cannot be explained… that its power transcends that of normal families. They would not agree… but yes… it is like this all of the time. With any Lycavorian or elven family, and for that matter, I imagine it is like this with any family… no matter their species.” He answered her question as his eyes went back to the group.

“Jomann… I think… I think I may have fallen in love with Eliani and you. Both of you.” Brendi spoke softly once more. “I don’t know how or why but…”
Jomann looked at her once more, his ocean blue eyes bright. His powerful arm snaked around her waist and pulled her five foot nine body close to his. Brendi did not shy away from this action in the least and she actually pressed against him harder than he was pulling her. “We already know that Brendi Faith.” He told her. “Just as we love you.”

“What do we do?” She asked him.

“What do you want to do Brendi?” Jomann asked her even as his heart raced with new happiness.

Brendi Faith met his eyes without an ounce of fear or hesitation. “I want to experience it Jomann. I want to feel what you feel for Eliani. What she feels for you.”

“What we both feel for you?” Jomann said.

Brendi nodded. “Yes.”

“It will change your life Brendi… even more than it has already been changed.” Jomann told her. “Are you sure that is what you want?”

“Yes.” She answered instantly. “I have never been more sure of anything.”

Jomann leaned over and kissed her softly. Her hand came up and caressed his cheek as his soft lips sent shivers through her. He drew back slightly and stared at her dark brown eyes. “Then we will gladly show you what you mean to us Brendi Faith. In more ways than you could possibly imagine.”
Brendi felt her body flush and become aroused at his words and she smiled brightly. She could not deny it any longer. She did not want to deny it any longer. Her sisters and her parents had found a new life and new happiness and now Brendi decided that she was going to do the same thing. 

That new life would include Eliani and Jomann, of that she had no doubts or fears, and that knowledge filled her with complete and utter happiness.

“…Returned to the Rothryn embassy.” Coren spoke as he looked across the small table between him and Androcles. Sadi sat to his right, Ne'Veha and Sehri beside her, while Eirene now sat to his left and her face glowed as she gazed at her brother. All of them had gathered in the Sitting Room now, whether it was sitting on the chairs and couches or the floor itself. Lu'ria sat on the floor between Andro’s legs with Carisia and Caliria squeezed between her long legs. Coren had quickly noticed that no matter where they chose to sit, all of them were touching each other in some fashion. Denali and Lisisa and his daughter Arduri. Dorian, Sheva and Onera. Jomann Eliani and Brendi Faith. It did not matter how, they simply were. “Dyack thought it best.”
Andro nodded his head in agreement. “What is happening does not concern the Rothryn with the exception of Sehri, and it is better if they continue to stay out of it completely. We will have our own issues in the future I’m sure but right now… better that they sit this out and remain out of the line of fire.”

Coren held out the data pad to him. “I contacted my office this morning before everyone began to wake up.” He explained. “None of the other members of the SBR or the normal Board of Regents has heard anything from Ardan in regards to this. It appears he is either not going to present it to them, or he is waiting to see if the formula actually does work now that they have the entire thing.”

“Does that surprise you?” Androcles asked.

Coren shook his head. “No… but it does leave him vulnerable to leaks.”

“Really? Why?”

“Rinel and I talked of this last night.” Coren said. “There is no question he has men and women who work for him that are researchers like Caliria. However, if they find that this formula does indeed work, Rinel and I both believe he will not be able to keep it quiet for very long, if at all.”

Rinel sat casually on the arm of the couch holding the mug of Lycavorian coffee. “There are very few among the Vanari who have not been touched in some way by this chemical Prince Leonidas.” He told them calmly. “Whether it be within their family, or a family of their friends, whatever it is… all of them know what a discovery like this can do.”

“Ardan and those like him believe that our people have become so lax and detached that it is just a fact of our lives that we must deal with.” Coren continued. “I believe they count on this way of thinking and even encourage it. Ardan has shown as much in the past and you have seen this for yourself. Rinel and I believe that if the existence of the Counter Agent is revealed to the general population then it will have a cascading effect.”

“Hasn’t this already been part of your own Public Channels for weeks now?” Andro asked him. “Surely everyone must know that your children are being investigated.”

Coren nodded his head in agreement. “It has been all over our News Channels.” He said. “But Ardan and his supporters have been very careful about what they intentionally release to the News. There have been no specific charges brought up in public, only rumor, conjecture and innuendo behind their words. And the only mention of the Counter Agent that they have made has been in reference to what Caliria was working on.”

[It is true my love.] Caliria’s voice filled his head in the private connection. Andro turned to look at her where she was sitting with Carisia and Lu'ria on the floor. [Even at the University, all anyone has been concerned with are the reports that I was claiming to be your wife and mate. They made fun of me for weeks because of this and never brought up the rumors of what I was being accused of.]
[Well… I think you settled that little debate quite convincingly yesterday.] Andro told her with a very large smile.

Caliria smiled as well and Lu'ria and Carisia both chuckled as they leaned into her. [I suppose I did, didn’t I.] She spoke.

[Quite convincingly indeed!] Sadi agreed with a grin of her own.

“The largest unknown right now is the First Regent.” Coren continued as Andro turned back to him. “Alrerin Sha Harael has always been an open and very liberal mind so to speak but in the last century he has become a vocal opponent of anything having to do with bringing us closer to the former Protectorate. He has always blocked such things in a vote regardless of the outcome especially in the last century or so as I said.”

Andro sat back on the couch now looking at him. “So he will take Ardan’s side without regard for the truth?” He asked.

Coren looked at Rinel and then back to Andro. “We are not so sure that this is not an act of some kind and has been for some time.”

“I don’t follow.” Andro said.

“Five hundred and thirteen years ago Alrerin’s oldest daughter Narlei was taken by the OSG.” Coren spoke. “It was shortly after Dutkne took the reins of power fully from what I understand.”

Dutkne nodded from his chair to Andro’s right. “That sounds about right.” He spoke up.

“Unlike Caliria, she has white blond hair and was taken in a raid that saw the OSG kidnap fourteen Vanari females with dark hair.” Coren continued. “It appears that they did not know she was on the ship they hijacked. Neither did Alrerin for that matter. She was traveling with a close friend of hers that had dark hair.”
“And this matters why?” Andro asked. “If anything… I would think this would make him more open to my people.”

Rinel nodded his head. “You would think so yes.” He stated evenly. “Alrerin’s daughter was among the first Vanari females that the Protectorate rescued when Dutkne ordered such operations like this to begin on a regular basis. By this time she had been a prisoner of the same Enverr Warlord for over four hundred years. It was shortly after my wife and I married as I told Coren.” Rinel saw Andro lean forward at this news, his interest very much peaked. “When they were offered the equipment to contact their families and let them know they were free, Narlei was the first to accept. She contacted her father. When the time came for us to transport them back to Vanari space… all but two refused to leave. Narlei among them. As I told Coren, I don’t know what was spoken between them, but she was extremely adamant about not returning after that conversation with her father and she convinced the majority of the others not too as well.”

“Where is she now?” Andro asked. “Can we talk to her?”

“Two years after she refused to return to Vanari space she married a Lycavorian officer.” Rinel told him. “They have had seven children and are a cornerstone and guiding hand for the mixed relationships that have begun among our two peoples. She and her husband have become the symbol of these relationships. The man worships the very ground she walks upon as I also told Coren. She has become a very vocal voice of the Lycanari that are among us and she has incredible influence. She recently won election to a seat on the Protectorate Senate… but I do not know how the merger will affect that.”

“It won’t affect that at all.” Dutkne spoke up.

“I contacted my wife Tarnie after speaking with Coren about her.” Rinel said. “I have not heard anything back from her as of yet.”

“Does Alrerin know all this Coren?” Andro asked.

Coren shook his head. “I don’t know. I have Jokros trying to find out as much as he is able, but Alrerin Sha Harael is a very private man and has been for as long as I have known him. Even when I was a boy.”

“When do you expect to hear from Jokros father?” Arduri asked.

“He should be making contact with me tonight.” Coren said.

Andro looked at him. “Contact him first.” He stated. “You will not be here tonight.”

Coren looked at him suddenly. “What? Why?”

Andro met his gaze evenly as he rose to his feet. “They will hit us tonight and I have no intention of even accidentally losing you, Inamarno or Arduri to these fools.”

“How can you be so sure?” Rinel asked.

“It is what I would do.” Andro said. “Give us a full day and night to settle in and become comfortable and then hit us when they think we least expect it.”

“Surely the OSG can’t think they can get away with that.” Coren stated.

“It won’t be the OSG who attack us. Not directly.” Andro said.

Rinel now rose to his feet as well. “The Lycavorians who are working with them.” He said seeing Andro nod.

“It fits perfectly with what Ardan and the others are trying to do.” Androcles said. “Place blame entirely on Lycavorians for supporting and even helping the OSG. He can say anything he likes about us, even that it was some sort of internal fight between my people on how to proceed with the slavery of the Vanari females. It would cause the Vanari to turn against us as an entire people and forever destroy what we could have.”

“And tighten Ardan’s grip on power. As well as those among the OSG who control him.” Coren said.

Andro nodded his head. “Pretty much.”
Caliria and Arduri had gotten to their feet now. “I will not hide!” Caliria snapped. “Not anymore! Not ever again!”

“Nor will I!” Arduri echoed her sister.

Andro shook his head quickly. “No. I will not risk your life or Arduri’s safety for any reason Inamarno. And I will certainly not risk your father. Inamarno… you will be with Eliani, Serale and Cvea preparing to treat any wounded. Arduri… you and Nyosa will be covering your father with a contingent of the Drow scouts we have on the surface. All of you will sneak out at different portions of the day because I’m quite sure they are watching the estate even now.” He looked at Denali. “The tunnels are finished?”
Deni nodded from where he sat beside Lisisa. “Yes.”

“Tunnels?” Coren asked. “You mean that is why you have had people under my home digging?”

Andro turned back to him. “Three tunnels. Two with exits to the river and the third that extends all the way to the edge of the city.” He told him.

“How?” Coren asked in disbelief.

Andro grinned. “Aradace was quite the tunnel maker when she was small.” He answered. “Between her and Cemath… they dug tunnels all over our island on Apo Prime.”

Coren looked at Denali. “That is why we have not seen your dragon? I thought you had sent her to your ship?”

Denali shook his head. “I did… for the first couple of days.”

Andro looked at Coren. “You will be in the safe house we have established in the city. Caliria and Arduri as well with the Trauma unit my sister will set up just in case. You’ll be able to see and hear everything… but the only people who will be here are those members of my team.”

“But you have told me that there are over forty of your people hidden within the city!” Coren spoke. “If all of them attack the estate tonight you will be outnumbered!”

Rinel shook his head slowly. “Not completely Coren my friend. Ryana, myself and four of our finest snipers will be positioned across the estate. Two of them have been in place for eight hours already. This will come down to a close quarters combat battle within the walls here Coren. We do not want to be inside when that takes place. No Vanari, no matter how skilled is a match for pureblooded Lycavorians, despite how much the SBR thinks they are.”
“Trust me it is better this way sir.” Andro told him. “If they succeed in even injuring you a little bit… Ardan will turn this against us. You must not be present.”

“I don’t like it damn it!” Coren snapped. 

Caliria stepped up to him. “Papa… I want to be here as well but Androcles is right.” She told him. 

“Ardan and the others do not yet know of the Lycanari Coren.” Rinel said. “While we are not full blooded… we are far more capable than normal Cadre Commandos.”

“They will not attack in broad daylight.” Andro said rising to his feet. “It would raise far too many questions among your people about why so many Lycavorians are wandering about the capital when the restrictions on my people are so well known.”

Coren met his eyes. “And you are certain it is this Franklin Adams who is running their operation?”

Andro nodded. “It is him.” He said softly.

“And what will happen to him?” Coren asked.

Andro glanced at Caliria before turning to her father and Coren saw the look of death in those azure eyes. “He won’t attack the estate with the others.” Andro spoke. “He will more than likely direct the operation from their own safe house. After speaking with him at the University, I believe he is very high up in the OSG pecking order so to speak. At least here on Austrova.”
“But he is not the one giving the orders?” Coren questioned.

Andro shook his head. “No.”

Coren’s eyes grew a little wider. “His father!” He gasped.

“You have met him?” 

Coren shook his head quickly. “Not directly no. Ardan and some others have invited him to different functions over the years. He is the Eridiani Ambassador to the Vanari. Their senior official. Is has to be him!”

“He is the one pulling the strings then.” Androcles spoke with a nod. “Coren, how many Eridiani are there on Austrova?”

Coren shrugged his shoulders. “Aside from those who work at the embassy… and the three hundred or so enrolled at the Austrova University… several thousand I believe. Most of them have opened cafés or stores of some kind.”
“And how many of them are OSG?” Denali asked now.

“Our Intelligence has only been able to confirm a dozen establishments that have known OSG contacts.” Coren said. “We have always kept them under close supervision but we have never moved on them because of their weapon and their threats to use it as a weapon of mass destruction against every one of our colony worlds.”

“And the others?” Andro asked.

Coren shrugged once more. “I truly do not know. Many appear very forthcoming and friendly to be honest. Never trouble with the Vanari Security Police that I am aware of. They operate fair businesses and have many Vanari as customers or patrons.”

Andro looked at Coren, stepping up to him now. “You do realize that once they conduct this attack sir… things may well rapidly spiral downward from there?”

Coren nodded his head slowly. “Yes.”

“Are you prepared for that sir?” Andro asked him. “Any action you take that makes it seem as if you are supporting us in any way will cause you to become an outcast among your peers.”

Coren met his eyes. “Only until they have their eyes opened as I have Androcles.” He stated. “And that is something I fully intend to see happen. Jokros is on his way back here as we speak. He said he has discovered some information that could work in our favor.”

Andro nodded. “We can use every advantage we can get.” He said.

“What about us Andro?” Fedor spoke now from behind where Eirene sat. “We fought the Svorag and father did not send us here to sit on our hands! Eirene and I are ready and we wil not let you do this without us!”
Coren looked at Andro. “The Svorag?” He asked.

“One of the few very bad things my father and mothers are now dealing with in the Echo Quadrant.” He answered. “It is not something we need to be concerned with right now.” He looked at Fedor as Iama stepped up to him and wrapped her tail around his thigh as she pressed close to him.

Dorian moved up beside Androcles now. [They are like us Andro.] He spoke to him in a heavily shielded connection. [At least somewhat. We will have a naturally stronger connection to them.]

[They do not have our experience fervon.] Andro said.

Dorian nodded his head. [Perhaps not… but with the depth of our connection to them, it could prove invaluable if they are spread out and monitoring things from locations that we deem important.]

Andro met Dorian’s multi colored eyes for a long moment and could not deny the sound tactical move it would be. He looked back to Fedor and Eirene and made his decision.

“Very well. Fedor… you will return to SPARTA'S WRATH and take command of the QRF detail.” Andro told him. “I will assign Famus as your Second. Use his experience and knowledge fervon for he can teach you so much. If things go bad for us down here I will expect you to come screaming in to save our collective asses. Normya and Tir'ut will be flying the STRIKER you will be on so you will have extra support there as well.”
Fedor nodded quickly. “I will.” He stated confidently.

“Ne'Veha and I will be in the PREMONITION providing high cover.” Sadi told him. “If the call comes Fedor… we will cover your STRIKER.”

Fedor nodded. “Understood.” 

Andro looked at Dorian. “Do we have enough sets of the new Mark VI Armor?”

Dorian nodded his head. “Sa'sur just sent down the last shipment from Uncle Ben.”

Andro turned back to Fedor. “Once we are done here… you and Eirene get fitted with the new armor.”

“I didn’t know we had new Body Armor.” Fedor spoke.

Andro nodded his head. “Uncle Ben’s people shipped it shortly after we left Earth. It didn’t catch up to Sa'sur until they arrived here. It’s essentially a much lighter version of the Cataphract Armor wore by Josie and those in the 82nd. You’ll see when we are done here. It probably arrived with father as you were transiting here.” Andro turned to Eirene. “Eirene… you and Miseo will accompany Eliani and Cvea.” Andro said. “Once you are there I want you to coordinate with Arusk and Kimtia and monitor all the VID feeds we have across the city now. If anything appears to be out of place or suspicious… contact me or Dorian directly within Mindvoice. No matter how minor it might be. It will be easier to link with one of us because of how we were all born and it will not distract us if we are otherwise engaged. Mother says she has never seen anyone who can multitask better than you. We will need your eyes watching us and directing us.”

Eirene nodded her head with a smile. “We will make you proud.” She stammered.

“We are already proud of you.” Denali said. “All of us.”

“Which means you have nothing to prove to us.” Lisisa echoed him. “Just do what father and our mothers trained you to do and everything will be fine.”

“We will.” Eirene said.

Andro turned and looked at where Kalis stood and had remained very silent until now. “Kalis…” He spoke. “I told you there was a spot for you here with us. I meant it.”

Kalis pushed away from the wall. “I… I did not know if I would fit in.” He said softly.
It was Eliani who spoke and echoed what she knew all of her siblings felt. “Fit in?” She gasped. “Sibfla… we are all misfits! You fit in just fine!”

Andro rolled his eyes at Eliani’s comment but nodded his head after a second as the rest of them laughed. “While I would not have used misfits to describe us… Eli is essentially very correct. Surprisingly!”

Eliani looked at Andro. “Blow it out your ass fervon!” She popped causing more laughter among them.

Coren and Rinel stood there flabbergasted at the exchange between the brothers and sisters and only Nyosa had a smile on her face.

“You are making jokes?” Coren gasped. “Now? Knowing what we face?”

“Just little ones sir.” Denali chimed in now. “You haven’t seen Eli until she gets rolling. She can cuss at you in six different languages without breaking a sweat… and she isn’t afraid to use some very descriptive uses of those same languages.”

Eliani smiled brightly. “What can I say, I’m very talented.”

“Yes you are.” Jomann spoke from beside Brendi who was pressed tightly to his side. “In more ways than one.”

Eliani saw them and felt her heart flutter and fill with joy. “See?” Eliani quipped as she began to imagine the three of them together.

“Oh get a room will ya!” Lisisa exclaimed.

Andro shook his head with a large smile as he looked at Coren once more. He shrugged his broad shoulders. “We should probably go over the small details before your man Jokros arrives.” He said. “You truly do not want to hear my sisters when they get wound up.”

AUSTROVA 

OSG STAGING AREA

ERIDIANI EMBASSY


“How many?” The Lycavorian asked as he stared at the holo image of the Re Mydala Estate.

Franklin Adams stepped up to the table. Like his father he did not care for anyone who was not Eridiani. He thought them all to be inferior to his species and what they had been able to accomplish. However, unlike his father, Franklin knew that they could not do everything by themselves. Regardless of the amount of genetic enhancement the Eridiani had undergone through the years, or how well trained they were, they would not be able to stand toe to toe with a Lycavorian in close quarters. The Lycavorians possessed far too much strength and endurance to physically overcome them in battle. This had been proven countless times when captured Lycavorians had savaged OSG soldiers in personal combat even though hampered by injuries or drugs. There were experiments underway trying to determine if they could combine the natural abilities of the Lycavorians with the Eridiani but still leave his people pure. None of their work had come to fruition as of yet because of the enormous healing properties of the Lycavorian immune system. They could sustain incredible damage and injury and still function, and their bodies naturally attacked any foreign substance either ingested or introduced into their bodies unnaturally, destroying it within moments. Advances had been made, but so far none were even close to being able to help them.


“My people in place around the estate have reported that Coren and two of his daughters are present.” Franklin answered. “There is a small, three person detachment of their Cadre Commandos consisting of an older male and two younger females. His security most likely, as the one with blond hair is never far from his side. They have also confirmed that Androcles Leonidas and all of his siblings and their wives are present.”

The Lycavorian looked up from the holo image and met his eyes. “All of them?”


“That is what I am being told.” He answered. “Is there an issue with that Unnel?” 


The Lycavorian shook his head. “It seems the boy Prince is not as smart as he likes to think he is.” He stated. “He’s pulled them all into one location. We will be able to destroy the Royal family in one fell swoop. It will throw the Union into chaos and allow us to move against the Protectorate and take control.”


“Are you not all one government now?” Franklin asked.


Unnel shook his head. “There are many who did not want the merger to take place. We do not consider ourselves part of what this Union has built. We have lived without them for all of these years and we do not need them. When we succeed tonight it will give us the single opportunity that we have lacked for centuries.”


“And perhaps allow us to become closer as working partners?” Franklin said.


Unnel nodded. “There is that possibility.” He said.


“Would you allow me to pass this on to my superiors?” Franklin asked.


“I would not have mentioned it otherwise Franklin Adams.” Unnel said calmly. “We have enjoyed the working relationship we have had with the Eridiani and the OSG. I do not see why that can not continue.”


Franklin nodded. “Interesting.” He said. He looked back to the holo image of the estate. “They have installed additional defenses on the estate but we expected this and just before your assault my people will cut power to the entire grid. If you include the Vanari security detail on Coren I estimate roughly twenty individuals.”

“And none of their beasts are there?” Unnel spoke.


Franklin shook his head. “The Vanari have refused to allow them to the surface after Prince Androcles’ stunt at the Austrova University. All of them have returned to their ships in orbit.”


Unnel nodded. “We will attack from two directions.” He spoke pointing to the image of the estate. “One from the river, and then over this wall here along the bank. The other will come from the main entrance through the walk in doors. The main estate gates will remain locked so as to minimize any of them possibly escaping.”


“How many?” Franklin asked.


“I have my entire force.” Unnel said. “Sixty-three soldiers. We have them outnumbered and our experience will give us the advantage.”


“All of them have combat experience Unnel.” Franklin spoke.


“They have not fought us.” Unnel told him confidently.

Franklin nodded his head. “Very well. I will have three ships standing by to lift off from this Vanari garrison seven kilometers across the river to the east. All of them will be piloted by Vanari Cadre Commandos loyal to us. Once you have confirmed the deaths, they will respond to your call and extract you by landing in the courtyard one at a time.” Adams told him. “You will need to gather your wounded and dead and be gone within four minutes. That is how long it will take the Vanari to respond from this garrison to the north. They are part of the Vanari 64th Recon Regiment commanded by one of Coren Re Mydala’s close friends and we have never been able to insert someone into their ranks. They will also come to full alert and expect the Eastern garrison to respond but they will only wait for so long. Our people might be able to stretch that timetable for another two, possibly three minutes with false communications issues but… four minutes is your true window and the one you should use.”


Unnel nodded. “We can do it.” He stated. “The time of our attack should put them all in their separate rooms either sleeping or fucking like animals. We will have complete surprise.”


Franklins Adams nodded his head. “Caliria Re Mydala is not to be harmed.” He stated. “And we want at least one of the other two pureblood brothers. Either Denali or Deion Leonidas or one of the brothers and the female twin. Nara I believe her name is.”


“For what purpose?” Unnel asked.


“That is not your concern.” Franklin told him. “If all else fails… you must secure at least one of the pureblood Leonidas children except for Androcles.”


“You do not care for him.” Unnel said. “I can smell your hate.”


Franklin looked at him. “Let’s just say he took something from me that I intend to get back.”


“The Vanari wench?” Unnel asked.


“Yes.”


“I will make no guarantees… but we will try.” Unnel told him.


“Bring her back to me unharmed and I will increase your payment by an additional five percent.” Franklin told him. “She and her sister have exhibited signs of being affected by the virus that runs within your species. We wish to study that.”


“And have her in your bed whenever you want.” Unnel commented with a knowing glance.


“An additional five percent.” Franklin told him once more.


“The others?” Unnel asked.


Franklin shook his head. “Kill them.” He answered. “Kill them all.”

ECHO QUADRANT

KINTAUR HEGEMONY MEDIUM CRUISER

BRIGHT STAR
 


The Kintaur were a humanoid species that claimed thirteen planets as their own. The vast majority of their species were of medium height and build but very few ever reached more than two meters in height. They were a militaristic society and everything was conformed to insure their government persevered above all else. If you were part of the military or the government Quorum then you were considered above the normal citizens. Every part of their society was regimented and driven. Every citizen in the Hegemony worked for the betterment of the whole. No one questioned the government or its leaders. The citizens of the Kintaur Hegemony wanted for nothing and crime within their strict society was nearly non-existent. The punishment for most crimes was usually death, regardless of the type of crime and the sentence was carried out very swiftly. Most everything within the Hegemony was centered around keeping their military the strongest it could possibly be. New discoveries in any field were reviewed first for their military value and possible development as weapons or new technology for their ships and soldiers. There truly was no dissension within the overall society as a whole. Everyone knew their place and they accepted this as a fact of their lives.


The Kintaur military was very well trained and led. They had the finest equipment their government could develop and everything was centralized. While their technology fell just shy of the Tasmor, they were still an advanced species and not surprised by very much. Like the Tasmor they had tried on several occasions to bargain, take or capture Pralor technology in order to gain the upper hand over the other races that they deemed inferior to them. All of these attempts failed. They had gained some knowledge over the years through the torture of captured Pralor men and women, twenty-two of them total, but nothing that they could use to improve their military. Those Pralors they had captured were mainly Agricultural Scientists that were attempting to improve the growth rates of different plants from the planets they had been captured on. The thirteen men they had interrogated and killed within hours. The nine women they had raped and tortured for several weeks before sending them to their homeworld to be dealt with. Their final fate was unknown except to a few.

The Brig of the BRIGHT STAR was especially barren of any comforts. There were six holding cells, all but one empty at the moment. Three Kintaur were sitting at the small table playing some sort of board game, two more were resting on the uncomfortable looking bunks along the bulkhead, and two were standing at the view window trying to get a glimpse of what it was they were pursuing since their Captain had pulled them out of orbit. The last two men were the Brig officer and his Second. They were standing in front of the cell looking at the half naked body of the badly beaten Tasmor soldier they had captured from her ship yesterday. They had boarded the Tasmor frigate with a small force with one purpose and that was to take this female prisoner. It did not matter that they had lost nineteen of the twenty-four members of the boarding party; they had succeeded in their goal. 

The Tasmor female’s standard green patterned fatigues were nearly shredded from her body. They had taken her boots from her, and shredded the fatigue jacket she had been wearing. The flimsy shirt she wore underneath was torn nearly in half, exposing one of her firm breasts, while her fatigue pants she held together with one hand in some sense of dignity. Her entire body was badly bruised, small cuts on her breasts and a larger laceration across the back of her left shoulder. Her legs appeared as if she had been dragged through some sort of thorn bush and dried blood was evident all across her skin. Both of her legs appeared swollen and the wounds puffy and just beginning to ooze clear liquid from the open sores. Her breathing came in labored gasps, her long blond hair falling over her face and hiding her features. Unlike other Tasmor prisoners they had taken in the past, this one had been left unsullied. They had beaten her and subjected her to light torture, but First Warrior Gars had left orders insuring she was not to be violated. At least not yet.

The Brig officer turned his head to look at his two men by the view window. “Do you see anything?” He asked.


“No sir!” One man answered. “If we have moved to intercept a Tasmor ship we cannot see it from this side.”

“Return to your duties then!” The man ordered. “We may yet have more prisoners to deal with and I want to…!”


There was a bright, yellowish/red flare of light behind him combined with a strange whining noise and the Brig Officer and his Second whirled around. His black eyes grew wide in stunned shock as seven humanoid figures appeared within the center of that light and instantly materialized into solid forms. Three of them were utterly huge individuals; easily over two meters in height, and all of them carried black weapons that seemed to be extensions of their bodies. All of them wore some type of conforming black and red armor that he had never seen before.

“Break now!” Danny hissed out the order as he stepped forward and lifted his silenced P190A4 and jammed it into the chest of the Brig officer, loosing a five round burst into the Kintaur’s broad chest before the man had a chance to register shock on his face. 
The five 12.7mm DA coated hollow points were specifically designed to do maximum damage on a target without actually leaving the target’s body. This type of round had been the ideal choice for assaulting old world jet aircraft and for the Air Marshalls that sometimes rode those same aircraft back on Earth in the early twenty first century. The lethal rounds traveled at incredible velocity but would not penetrate and exit a target’s body and possibly puncture the skin of an aircraft while in flight. Martin had ordered this round back into production within the first two years of him returning as King and now they were the standard ammo used in all Union Special Operations. Union engineers had switched to the Kavalian 12.7mm round several years earlier for its added stopping power and when added to the Dragon Armor coating on the round, hence the DA identifier in the round’s name, they were instantly deadly rounds. They had left Earth in a hurry for their search for For'mya, leaving without this specialized ammo but Andro’s supply ships had been stocked to overflowing with these rounds and he knew how his father liked to operate.
The five round burst entered the Kintaur’s chest at nearly four thousand feet per second and instantly upon entering his chest the lethal DA coated rounds expanded and then splintered, doing horrific damage to the chest cavity, shredding organs and shattering bones. The kinetic energy was instantly spent however and the Kintaur Officer’s body was flung back two meters from the force of the rounds just as T'lolt and Tony broke from around his side lifting their own weapons. 

Two five found bursts and the Kintaur who had been standing beside their view window were lifted off their feet and fell to the deck, both of them with accurate shots and pink colored blood leaking from those holes to pour over the front of their bodies. Kenny and Pablo had moved around T'lolt and Tony and both of them sprayed the two Kintaur who had been lying on the cots with accurate bursts. None of the men made it halfway up before the rounds perforated their bodies and destroyed vital organs. As Kenny and Pablo continued to track their weapons to the remaining three Kintaur, they watched as those men sitting at the table were all dispatched with lethally precise head shots from Julie and Anuk. It was over in exactly nine seconds and Danny’s head turned to Kenny. 
“Kenny! Pablo! Cover the door!” Danny hissed as he jammed the barrel of his A4 under the chin of the last Kintaur. “Jules… get on the power grid to this thing.”

“On it!” Julie spoke as she blurred to the wall of computers.

T'lolt and Tony swept over the bodies of the dead Kintaur and tossed aside any hidden weapons just to be certain.

“T'lolt?” Danny barked softly as he moved to the side of the only active cell.

“They are all dead Daniel.” T'lolt replied as he flung what appeared to be a hand weapon of some sort under the nearby bunk. The pinkish colored blood was beginning to pool on the floor. “I think.”
“You think?” Daniel gasped.

“We have never encountered this species before Daniel.” T'lolt complained.

“Don’t think!” Daniel rasped. “Be sure! Better safe than sorry T'lolt my friend!”

T'lolt did not take offense at Daniel’s urgent tone of voice and he simply drew out the silenced K12 KM and pressed it to the Kintaur’s forehead, caressing the trigger once. He stood up and did the same with the three men in the cots. He turned back to Daniel. “Now I am sure.” He stated.

Daniel shrugged his broad shoulders. “Works for me.” He stated. “Jules?”

“Standard brig controls for the most part.” Julie spoke as her hands drifted over the console.

“Can you open this cell?” Daniel asked. “We’re burning daylight here!”

“The upload to our implants only let’s us speak their language! I can’t read their fucking language Simpson!” Julie declared.
Danny turned his yellow wolf eyes on the Kintaur and exposed his fangs. The Kintaur’s eyes grew wide in fear when he saw this. He appeared younger than the officer, at least to Dan. “Hi! We’re from the Interstellar Prisoner Exchange Association.” Danny spoke. “And right now… we are here to exchange your prisoner from your custody to ours. You understand me right?”

The Kintaur officer bobbed his head up and down quickly. Danny grinned as he realized the language upload that Tobia had conducted on all of their internal implants had worked perfectly. “Which control to release the force field?” Danny asked.

The Kintaur motioned with his hand to the far console beside where Julie stood. “The… the blinking red one!” He managed to stammer.

“Jules?”

“Got it!” Julie barked as her hand came down on the button and the soft humming of the energy barrier in front of Danny ceased as the barrier disappeared.

Danny looked at the Kintaur. “Thanks. You’ve been a big help.” Dan caressed the trigger of his A4 and sent one round up into the skull of the Kintaur officer. His body leaped off the ground from the power of such a close range shot and then dropped like a bag of rocks to the deck. “Anuk baby!” Danny barked even as Anuk broke from where she was standing against his back and moved into the cell where the Tasmor woman was staring at them in unabashed awe.

Anuk held up her hands as she dropped to her knees in front of her, swinging her A4 around behind her body and out of the immediate ability for the prisoner to grasp it and use it against them. “We are here to help you!” She spoke. “I am a Field Medical Officer. Do you understand me?”

The Tasmor was staring directly at Danny, who had his A4 pointed at her, the small laser dot centered directly over the bridge of her nose. Anuk stayed out of her husband’s line of sight, knowing that he was using standard protocols and protecting her. She reached out to take the young woman’s beaten and bloody face in her hands. When she felt Anuk touch her skin her head moved instantly and was looking at her.
“You understand us yes?” Anuk asked her once more.

The woman nodded her head quickly now. “Yes… yes!” She saw the elegantly curved four inch high elven ears on Anuk and her eyes grew even wider. Whenever she conducted an operation like this, Anuk always pulled her rust colored red hair into a tightly bound pony tail that fell to the middle of her back, leaving her elven ears fully exposed. “What… what are you?”

Anuk opened her hands in a show of passiveness. “We are friends. I am a doctor and I want to treat you quickly so we can get you out of here. What is your name?”

“I am… I am Third Officer Emylea Daret.” She stammered.

Anuk smiled brightly at her now. Daniel and Nayeca both had told her for years that she had the warmest and most enticing smile of anyone they had ever met. Her smile alone could put a person at ease almost immediately and while she had heard others speak the same thing, Anuk never really believed them. In fact it was very true as the Tasmor woman saw that smile and the obvious intelligence of her cerulean blue eyes and this put her immediately at ease. 

“I want to scan you quickly Emylea and then give you a shot that will increase your heart rate and give you an energy boost. A stimulant to be exact.” Anuk told her. “It will only take a few seconds… but it will allow you to shrug off the effects of any drugs they may have given you or the physical torture they forced you to endure.”

Emylea nodded quickly as Anuk brought the scanner up and she glanced once more at Danny as he had now lowered his weapon and turned to the others. 

“Jules?” He called out. 

“Running the tap!” Julie barked. “Avi… you getting this?”

-Affirmative Julie- Avi’s calm mechanical voice echoed in their implants. –Elder Valael is reviewing it as you send it-
“Twenty seconds is all you are getting and then we’re out of here!” Julie hissed.
-Understood-

Emylea’s eyes darted back and forth between Daniel, Tony and T’lolt where they had moved up beside him. She had seen the huge black man extend wolf fangs like those men and women she had seen on the planet below and his eyes had changed in color as well, now a bright yellowish brown color. She had never seen one so large as him before however, or the even larger black skinned man beside him who also had changed eyes and full fangs. The third man was completely new to her with his bronze colored skin, massive body and strange features on his face. He seemed to have spikes all along his jaw line that extended into the thick hair on his neck. She turned back to the female.
“Who… who are you?” She gasped. “I have…” Anuk looked up and Emylea’s eyes grew wider still when she realized that Anuk had changed eyes as well and the tips of her fangs were exposed just under her lip. “You are like them!” She gasped aloud. “You are… you are like the men and… you are Lycavorian!”

Anuk looked up quickly. “You know what we are?” She asked her sensing Danny’s head come around and look at them.

Emylea nodded. “Your kind… your kind is on the planet below. Lycavorians. But I have never seen one with ears like you. Or like him.” She motioned with her head to where T'lolt stood.

“How many of our people are on the surface?” Danny asked moving closer as Anuk passed the medical scanner over her chest now.

“Not many now. A few hundred at most scattered across the planet in the ruins of your cities.” Emylea answered almost immediately. “We have moved most of the survivors from this world. It is not safe here.”

“Survivors?” Anuk questioned looking at her before glancing up at Danny.

“You are them!” Emylea said. “How do you not know of…?” Her blue eyes narrowed somewhat and she looked back up to where Dan stood. “Who… are you?”

“We are friends.” Anuk said. “We came looking for our people and instead we found you and these men.” She lifted the hypo injector. “This is the medicine I told you of. I want to inject it so we can leave this ship.”

Emylea nodded her head quickly. If she had her strength back and she needed to, she could fight her way free, but not in this condition. They had beaten her badly, though they had not yet raped her, which was unusual to say the least and without a stimulant of some sort she would be utterly helpless. “We must hurry!” She stammered. “They will know what has happened here very soon. They are savages but they are efficient.”
“That’s all you are getting Avi!” Anuk heard Julie call out as she nodded and gently pressed the hypo against her neck and depressed the button. She saw Emylea grimace slightly but that quickly passed. She gripped her arm gently then.

“We are not the enemy Emylea.” She spoke. “We are here to get you off this ship and return you to your people. You must trust me.”
Emylea lifted her eyes. “Trust must be earned.” She said.

Anuk nodded and got to her feet holding out her hand. “Then let us earn it.”

Emylea didn’t hesitate for she felt she could trust this strange woman. She took her hand and saw Anuk smile. “Daniel… your space blanket!” Anuk called.

Danny turned slightly away from her, effectively blocking Emylea from other eyes and presented his back to her. Emylea took notice of this action regardless and she relaxed even more as she realized he was blocking any view of her near naked form. “In my pack Baby!” He told her.

Anuk flipped up the Velcro flap and pulled out the silver, light weight blanket. She turned back to Emylea and wrapped it around her shoulders tightly, covering her near naked body. “We are ready.” Anuk told him.

Danny nodded. “Time to go folks!” Dan barked as Julie dashed back over to him and stepped up to Emylea on the opposite side to help support her. Danny touched his ear implant.

“Ghost Two to ARC ROYAL. Avi… get us out of this stink pot!”


-Stand by. Activating Teleporter-


“Wait!” The strange voice echoed in their implants. “Wait! Daniel wait!”


Dan’s eyes narrowed somewhat as he recognized Valael’s voice. “Elder Valael… we are in a hurry here!” He snapped.


“Daniel… it was a trap!’ Valael spoke quickly. “I am reviewing the logs we tapped. These Kintaur apparently knew who was on the Tasmor ships. They had orders to come here and take the young woman prisoner at all costs.”


Danny looked at Emylea between Anuk and Julie and her face showed confusion when she saw him react in such a manner. “Are you sure Valael?” Danny asked him.


“It is the reason Delnash sent Tobia and I with you. Both of us can read Kintaur and speak their native tongue. This First Warrior Gars was under orders to capture the young woman you have rescued.”


“Coincidence?” Daniel asked.


“I do not believe in coincidences Daniel Simpson.” Valael answered.


“Yeah… neither to I.” Daniel spoke. “Stand by!” Danny tapped his jaw twice, switching channels on his implant. “Ghost Two to REPULSE Actual!”


“Nemoa here General Simpson! Go!”


“Captain… I am remanding the King’s order to destroy this ship! Cripple it and make sure it doesn’t leave the system, but do not destroy it! Confirm.” Daniel stated.


There were perhaps a dozen individuals within the entire Lycavorian Union that had the authority to countermand an order from the King. General/Colonel Daniel Simpson was one of them.


“Confirming new orders! Incapacitate only!” Nemoa answered.


Danny switched channels once more. “Avi… execute!”


-Teleporting- Avi answered instantly.

In the same flash of light as when they had arrived, Daniel and his team vanished. They left nine dead Kintaur and many questions that the Kintaur would never be able to answer.

ARC ROYAL

MAIN TELEPORT STATION ONE


-…Have them- Avi’s voice spoke from behind the console. –Strike Team One has returned-


“Akemi!” Martin’s voice rang out as he entered the Teleport Station with Aricia, Anja, Colin, Thoti, Cody and eight other members of the Durcunusaan. “Break for the planet now!”


“Already done Martin!” Akemi’s voice filled the internal COM.


“Avi?” Martin questioned as he passed Avi at the controls.


-I will put you down four hundred meters in front of them Martin- Avi answered. –At their current rate of advance they will be upon your position two minutes after you arrive. The other teams are standing by on Station Two’s pad and all three support pads-


Martin nodded his head. “Forty-six will be enough.” He stated as he stepped onto the main teleport pad, one hand gripping his A4. 
-Daniel has rescinded your order for the Kintaur ship Martin- Avi reported. –Additional information was discovered-

 Martin watched as the others stepped onto the pad as well and moved around him. Aricia was on his right and Anja on his left. “Danny has that authority Avi. If he did it… then he has his reasons. Coordinate with him and let him run with it.”

-Understood-

Anja looked up at Martin with questions in her beautiful eyes. “It’ll be fun Red.” He said with a grin. “Don’t worry so much!”

Anja snorted in disgust. “Fun?” She stated. “Scattering your atoms into little tiny pieces and transferring them through some sort of sub space dimension onto a planet that is still three hundred and seventy thousand kilometers from where we are standing is fun to you?”

Aricia chuckled as Martin leaned over and nuzzled her cheek. “You’ll see.” He said. “Our son did it.”


“Our son is even more malda than you!” Anja spat. She looked away and gripped her A4. “I swear… one of these days I’m going to have both of you committed to a facility for those who are criminally insane.”

“Melyanna… we don’t have such a facility.” Aricia spoke from Martin’s other side.


“Then I’ll have one built for these two and wait for them to do something this stupid again!” Anja declared. “Then I’ll commit them.”


“C’mon… what happen to it’s not just a job it’s an adventure.” Martin spoke.


“Sibfla… that saying was meant for an ocean going Navy that didn’t even know life existed out here Martin!” Anja hissed at him. She looked up into his eyes once more. “Before you and your big cock ever came out of stasis and corrupted me Martin Leonidas and before I even got to Earth!”


All of them heard the others around them laugh softly at Anja’s words. They had heard it many times in the past and it never ceased to amuse them.


-Shall I abort the…-


“No!” Anja barked. “Just do it Avi! If I am going to…”


-Teleporting- Avi spoke as he pressed the console and Anja’s words vanished in the yellowish red flash of light. Avi turned when he heard the soft laughing from his side and he looked at the female Vampire Engineer who would control this station when he was not here.


“The King is going to have some serious body worshiping to do when they get back.” She said. “Queen Anja was just getting wound up.”


-Indeed- Avi spoke in reply knowing that she was very correct. –Your assessment is quite accurate- He turned to the other Durcunusaan who were moving on to the teleport pad. –Prepare to initiate second sequence-

VENTORI
This mission had been ill thought out from the very beginning and thrown together far too quickly she thought to herself as she stood behind the massive uprooted tree and watched with alert dark brown eyes as her people moved through the timber all around her mingled with the several dozen Lycavorians they had been able to find. She could see that almost half of the Lycavorians had changed their forms and were sprinting back and forth, yelping with short barks of encouragement and even urgency to the others. This was her sixth mission here and she knew enough of the Lycavorians and their people now to know that they had found two family packs hiding within the remains of the city. She did not know why her mother’s quorum had decided to help them three years ago, but once the decision was made they had begun to make weekly forays back to Ventori in order to take more and more of them off this dead world. Nearly six million Lycavorians had been relocated to seven different Tasmor worlds so far in the last three years and each trip here was becoming more and more dangerous. Word had leaked out somehow that they were doing this, and now the Kintaur had taken notice and had begun to come to this world as well looking for new slaves. The Kintaur cruiser had appeared from light speed travel within the planetary system and was upon them before they had realized it. She and her people were already on the surface and the last reports she had received from their ship was that they were under attack and the Kintaur had boarded one of the Frigates and taken her sister prisoner before they had been able to repel the attack. Emylea had been in overall command of the operation and her last order before being captured was to hide within the nebula on the far side of the planet and for her people on the surface to disappear into the deep timber.

The Lycavorian people who called this planet home had been very wary when they first arrived. The Tasmor Quorum had known they existed but had elected to not pursue first contact with them. They had a very stable government and while their technology as a whole was much lesser than the Tasmor, they had been well on their way to discovering space flight within the next fifty years or so. Their innate ability to transform their bodies into the shape of wolves had fascinated many Tasmor scientists and doctors and this had been studied for some time from safe locations hidden on the planet that the Tasmor had established. They had a large military that was well equipped and very well trained, and when added to their obvious other abilities, it was decided to not pursue relations just yet. From what they had been able to determine through years of watching them, there had been no wars between the Lycavorians on Ventori in all of their history. They were hard working and committed to one another in a way that even the Tasmor people were not. 
It wasn’t until after the Svorag had come that things changed. 
The Lycavorians had fought savagely and valiantly, but in the end it did not matter. Their military had been crushed within the first month of the invasion, swarmed over by numbers and superior weapons. Then the Svorag had decimated their cities, killing millions and millions of innocents while taking millions of prisoners, most of them female Lycavorians. It wasn’t until the Svorag had finally left that they had begun to come here trying to discover if they could help whatever survivors remained. They had found far more than anyone had first thought and the decision was quickly made to relocate them. Now she was not so sure that had been a good idea. In the last year alone they had lost thirteen combat ships to the Kintaur Hegemony and another twenty to random Svorag patrols. Nearly twenty thousand of her fellow Tasmor and equal that number of Lycavorians. The Kintaur had developed new engines it seemed and were now able to skirt Tasmor space in much less time and come here. 
They had scanned the area for two days before Emylea had decided to continue to the surface. Then the Kintaur had arrived. It had gone downhill from there.
She turned her head just as the large wolf skidded to a halt beside her and she watched as the graying brown furred wolf transformed before her eyes in a soft white explosion of light. Unlike many of her people, she did not look down upon the Lycavorians as inferior to them. They were a proud and strong species and while very different from her own people, they were not stupid. When the transformation was complete the much older Lycavorian squatted beside her. He was of medium height but lean and in excellent condition. His dark brown hair was wild and almost shoulder length, his beard trimmed. Gray flowed through his hair extensively, but this did not take away from his physical condition as it would with many other species. Gray in their hair usually meant they were old and frail. That was not the case with Lycavorians she had discovered. It was a sign of experience and age, something the Tasmor had revealed within the first weeks of beginning these missions. Lycavorians were very much like Pralors in that they were essentially immortal.

“They are closing on us Namiri.” The man spoke urgently. “We must stop and face them while the women and children continue to the river or they will kill us all!”

“How far Nalmos?” She asked him even as her dark eyes turned to look back the way they had come.

“A hundred meters. Two at most. We must turn to face them.” Nalmos spoke.

“Damn!” Namiri Daret exclaimed in a harsh whisper.

Namiri Daret, the youngest of her mother’s six daughters at twenty-three years old and the one least respected and looked upon as a daughter of the Tasmor Sovereign Regent. Her dark brown and red colored haired was very long and now pulled into a pony tail and tucked within her light weight body armor. She had the full lips, high cheekbones and delicate brow bone ridges of her mother but the deeply tanned skin and large dark brown eyes of her father. The brow bone ridges of the Tasmor were what set her people apart. They could be sharp and severe or, as with Namiri and her sisters, delicately curved and sloping and quite attractive. Namiri was very petite, unlike her sisters, at only five foot three and barely a hundred and five pounds soaking wet, but she had long legs for her height, a slim waist and very firm and impressive sized breasts. She had made a decision when she was young to honor her Tasmor father by joining the ground forces of the Tasmor military. Her father was one of the few Tasmor men who had climbed the ranks into leadership roles and she had wanted to honor him for this. Her sisters, all but Emylea, had made fun of her for this. They considered themselves above such things and her mother did nothing to discourage how they treated her. She may have been the daughter of the Tasmor Sovereign Regent and held the title of Lady Regent like her sisters, but Namiri was very much alone in the great scheme of things. Only Emylea had ever shown her the love of a sister, and the two of them were very close. This frustrated her mother and older sisters but Emylea did not care and she had remained very close with her and made it a point for them to do many things together.
Namiri lifted the small MIC she wore on her combat harness. “Alpha and Beta teams break off into defensive positions now! Charlie Team continue to the river with the women and children! Execute!”

Namiri saw Nalmos stiffen beside her and she looked at him as he sniffed the air. “What is it?” She exclaimed.
“Some… something!” He rasped.

“More Kintaur from behind us?” Namiri gasped.

Nalmos shook his head quickly. “Something… something all around us.” He spoke in almost a whisper. “Something wild and pure!”

“Nalmos what are you talking about?” Namiri almost yelled. “We need to…”

The war scream cut off her words and caused both of them to whirl and watch in what appeared to be slow motion as the Kintaur warrior came charging over the massive log with his weapon raised. He carried the huge Kintaur pain stick, a large club like instrument designed to inflict horrible and incapacitating electrical charges into its victims. One full strike could render a fully grown man or woman almost helpless as electricity coursed through their bodies and the blunt end of the club broke bones or ruptured muscles. This was the Kintaur War Leader. The largest and most fearsome of the Kintaur ground troops, the War Leader commanded all of their ground troops in any given situation. Even as Namiri attempted to bring her weapon to bear, that pain stick came flashing forward and caught her a glancing blow on her arm. Thankfully it only connected with the barrel of her weapon and not her flesh, but as she watched her weapon sail away with horror filled eyes Namiri knew it was too late. Nalmos reared up with a savage growl but the Kintaur’s opposite hand flashed out and struck the older Lycavorian a solid blow to his head and sent him sprawling to the ground. The War Leader’s eyes returned to Namiri as she stared up at him frozen in fear. 
“You are mine now Namiri Daret!” The Kintaur bellowed. “And I will enjoy our time together! I will…”

Namiri’s eyes grew even wider as she saw the War Leader’s eyes bug out of his head and his chest exploded outward, showering her torso with pinkish Kintaur blood. Namiri saw the glistening, almost invisible head of some sort of spear protruding from the War Leader’s chest almost a foot and she watched as the War leader looked down to stare in shock at the blood covered spear causing the agony wracking his body now. His Pain Stick fell from suddenly useless fingers and both his hands moved to grasp the protruding shaft. Namiri gasped in shock as the air behind the War Leader shimmered and the light altered as the form of a huge man in strange armor appeared behind him. She watched as he leaned close over the War Leader’s shoulder and then she saw the yellow/golden colored eyes and savagely barred fangs under the helmet. Long fangs not unlike the fangs she has seen on Lycavorians in the past but this set of fangs had another set of equally wicked looking teeth beside them and together the dual fangs were the most frightening thing she had ever seen in her life.
And then Namiri heard that apparition speak.

“Not in this lifetime motherfucker!” Martin Leonidas snarled savagely just before twisting and then wrenching his Nehtes out of the Kintaur’s chest with incredible strength. 

Namiri heard the War Leader’s spine snap as close as she was and she heard the rush of air leave his lungs and they were shredded but she could not take her eyes from the massive armored form standing above her.

Then, as if from some ancient story of warriors that her father had read to her as a child, Namiri saw them begin to appear all around. Huge armored forms appearing all around them from thin air and lifting weapons like she had never seen and moving without fear or hesitation directly at the advancing Kintaur forces. She could hear the soft popping of weapons and as the armored forms moved directly for the Kintaur forces and with each popping sound she saw a Kintaur soldier fall. Namiri’s eyes turned back to the huge man in front of her and saw the multicolored plume extending down the back of his helmet as he touched the side of his helmet.
“Sweep and clear!” His voice barked out. “No prisoners!”

Namiri’s eyes filled with stunned shock as she saw the white flash of light so similar to when she saw other Lycavorians shift their forms. Yet the wolf that materialized in front of her now was nearly three times the size of any Lycavorian she had ever seen before, Nearly four feet tall at the shoulders and Namiri could actually see the bands of muscle flex under the raven black fur as that wolf sprang into the air and released a savage howl. Namiri kicked her way to where Nalmos was staring in disbelief at what was happening and she reached for him.

“Nalmos!” She barked. “They… they are Lycavorian!” She cried out.

“They are… they are Alphas!” Nalmos shouted out. “They are Alpha Lycavorians! Praise the gods in the stars! We did not… we did not believe any still existed!”
Namiri’s head snapped around when she heard several shouts from her own people and then she saw what they were frantically motioning at. From the northeast timber another group of these new Lycavorians burst forth and fell upon the Kintaur with death in their eyes. Namiri caught the glimpse of motion and she could only gawk in disbelief as she saw the forms of two females moving so fast that they blurred in motion as they entered the melee, short blades flashing in the rising sunlight.

“Nalmos… how is this possible?” Namiri gasped aloud. “I thought… I thought you said all these Alphas of your people were long dead!”
“Well… the explanation is rather long.” The female voice spoke from behind them and both of them whirled around to see the two figures behind them. Namiri was stunned at how close they had gotten without her keen senses detecting them. “But not entirely boring.”

Anja reached up and lifted her helmet from her head as the massive form of Atropos covered her and Aricia from one knee slightly behind her. Anja shook her head gently and let her Persian red hair fall free.
“Anja… I will join our Beloved.” Aricia spoke from beneath her own helmet, her hand reaching our to squeeze Anja’s arm. Aricia’s azure colored wolf eyes captured Namiri's gaze like a magnet and held her.

Anja nodded. “Go! He is angry Little Wolf… see to it that he does nothing stupid.” She spoke. “Remind him he is King.”

Aricia laughed softly. “He hates when we do that… but I will try.”

Namiri could only gasp in shock as Aricia moved with incredible speed and sprinted away from them directly into the fray below them on the ridge. Her eyes turned back to Anja as she dropped to one knee in front of her and Nalmos. She appeared completely unfazed at the battle that was raging only a hundred meters away and her jade colored wolf eyes were simply incredible. Namiri saw the huge man behind her touch his helmeted head and nod.

“Anja… my Queen.” He spoke formally as was his way when not alone with her or among family and friends. “Duewa and your medics are down and she is establishing a triage area four hundred meters from our location. Security is being established as we speak. We should begin moving the civilians out of the area while the King and the Durcunusaan deal with these fools.”

“Que… you are a Queen?” Namiri gasped aloud.

Anja nodded her head as she looked at Nalmos and then back to Namiri. “We have ships landing as we speak and we have established a medical triage area behind us. You seem to be the one in charge of your people so if you would let them know to begin moving that way I would appreciate it.” Anja turned to Atropos. “Give the order Atropos. Anyone not actively engaged… start ushering our people back out of the kill zone.”
Anja saw Nalmos sniff the air slightly and gaze at her. “You are… you are not entirely Lycavorian… yet you… you are a female Alpha.” He stammered the words.

“There is a story to that.” Anja explained. “One which we can talk about later.” She looked at Namiri. “We know of your people from the Pralor Tobia…”

“Tobia?” Namiri gasped once more. “You… you know of her? Of the Pralor people?”

Anja nodded her head. “She is with the medical triage unit. I would ask that you inform your people we are not the enemy and we are here to help… but if they do something stupid we will not hesitate to kill them. Our husband and mate is not in the best of moods since we arrived here. He gets upset when people try to hurt or kill our people. You saw that for yourself.”

Nalmos stared at her in incredulity. “That… that was your husband and mate?” He rasped.

Anja smiled brightly. “Yep. Big, reckless lug that he is. We love him though.” Anja’s words caused Atropos to chuckle softly.

“You… you called him King.” Namiri stammered. “And he…” She looked at Atropos. “He called you Queen.”

Anja nodded. “We are from the Lycavorian Union.” She spoke proudly and Nalmos saw Atropos’s chest swell with pride at her words. “We’ve come to take you home.”

