CHAPTER FORTY-ONE
VENTORI

ZARAH’S AMBUSH SITE


Though it would not become known to Zarah Leonidas for many months, this day was the day that she earned complete and utter faith in her abilities from her father, the only man outside of her brother Androcles whose opinion mattered most to her. Young though she may have been, Zarah’s connection to Andro had bestowed gifts upon her that she would not have otherwise had. Many who were close to the Leonidas family, mainly the Durcunusaan, took notice of this closeness and the extra training that Androcles had given to his sister through the years. It was these gifts that she had cultivated and perfected over the same years. Androcles already knew what his sister could do, he already trusted in her abilities, for Zarah knew he would never have put her in charge of training the High Coven riders in hand to hand combat had he not. Since those horrific moments, once Lucia had come into her life and saved her from the abyss, all Zarah wanted to do was show her father that she was not a broken child. That she was still the young woman she had been. His love for her was unquestioned, Zarah knew that, it was his faith in her recovery and her combat abilities that she knew worried him the most. Zarah Leonidas would lay her father’s doubts about her to rest for all time today. And thanks to her adopted elven grandfather Vengal’s senior Durcunusaan Scouts, the word would spread quickly that Zarah Leonidas, like her father and brother Androcles, had no mercy or pity whatsoever in her petite body for her enemies. 


The moment they had materialized on Ventori, Vengal’s senior men could only look on with awe and approval as Zarah and Lucia immediately flew into action. The two of them were like a single entity as they issued orders and men and women began to take up positions. When the second group materialized, Lucia was directing them to their positions almost before they had fully formed. There was no hesitation on their part in the least; they spoke with confidence and purpose and with a single voice. It was Zarah Leonidas who noticed Radem first and she moved right up to the Evolli assassin without regard as others looked on. They shared several whispered words and Radem bowed his head in respect to her at the end of their conversation. All of them noticed that Radem then became Zarah and Lucia’s shadow. 
While the information would never be made public nor would it be acknowledged in the least by anyone who knew the truth, by the Royal Order of King Martin Leonidas, Radem had been assigned as the permanent protector of Zarah and Lucia Leonidas. This role suited Radem just fine. New found faith and hope flowed through Radem as it now flowed through his people and at Martin Leonidas’ request, Radem had sworn to teach Zarah and Lucia everything he had ever learned in his years of warfare, including his unequaled skills as an assassin. It would become known among the Royal family and all of the Durcunusaan as time passed, but those with Martin and the others right now already knew that Radem’s actions had earned him a place of high honor. For the first time in the history of the Union, an Evolli would now walk the walls of power within the Union freely and forever have a place of honor and respect among the family that had once been so hated and feared among his people. This information would finally make its way back to the Evolli homeworld and the planets they claimed in the months ahead and it would forever seal the trust and loyalty of an entire people that had once been bitter and savage enemies. This knowledge would spur the Evolli to great things in the future to come and no matter where a Leonidas walked within Evolli space they would be honored and trusted friends. Also unknown to Radem or anyone else at this time, the moment he had killed Pusintin and fulfilled his sacred oath to Androcles, he had secured his own bloodline’s future. From this day and for millennia to come, the bloodline of the Evolli Holnari Convoasce family would be tied to the Leonidas Royal family, never to be sundered or dismissed. Future generations of both families would walk together, fight together and call themselves kindred souls.

The moment the Kintaur soldiers rushing headlong through the timber came into the kill zone, Zarah Leonidas acted without hesitation and sprang their ambush. None of the Kintaur troops moving through the timber were rookies; all of them had seen some form of combat through the years. However, the last few years had seem them doing nothing but collecting prisoners and slaves who did not fight back and none of them had ever been on the receiving end of such a vicious and unforgiving ambush by forces with greater firepower and one thing that the Kintaur lacked.


Purpose.


The ambush was meticulously executed, regardless of the fact it had essentially been thrown together at the last minute. This was what the Spartans within the Union excelled at however, and this is why they may have lost battles throughout the years, but they had never lost a war. A full minute of sustained fire from over forty P190 A4s had shredded the Kintaur forces like so much Swiss cheese. Going one step further than what her father had wanted and pulling from her brother’s knowledge and tactics he had used, Zarah had laid a perfect S type ambush. No matter which direction the Kintaur tried to run, they were slaughtered and chopped to pieces from hidden Spartans. It was over before the Kintaur truly knew what was happening and then Zarah rose to her feet and surveyed the smoky terrain before her.

“All teams report!” Zarah barked into her implant.


“Team One… no casualties.”


“Team Two… we’re good.”


“Team Three… just peachy.”


“Team Four… a little more resistance would have been nice.”


Zarah couldn’t help but smile and look at Lucia as Lucia rose to her feet next to her. “We did it.” Zarah muttered softly not realizing that, also from this day forward, she had the combat unit she had always wanted.

“Do not delay Zarah and Lucia.” Radem’s voice echoed softly from behind them and Zarah and Lucia turned to look at him as he was changing magazines in his A4 smoothly and without conscious thought. “We must reunite with your father as quickly as possible. They will engage within moments. Surprise and speed is our friend at the moment and we must make every use of it.”


Zarah nodded and began moving, lifting her hand and tapping her jaw implant. “Sweep and kill any survivors!” She ordered. “No prisoners people! They were hunting our kind and carians knows what they intended! Let us make a statement of our own! Thirty seconds and then we break for my father’s position!”


The first true test of Zarah and Lucia Leonidas’ combat ability and leadership capability had been proven. There would be many more in the future to come.

VENTORI ORBIT

ULU REPULSE 


“…Heard the General!” Nemoa spoke as she rose from her chair. “Tactical… give me a place to shoot and kill all power on that ship except life support! What’s their hull made of?”


“Standard Duetronium Captain! Guess they use it out here like we do back home!” The Sensor Officer barked out. “Still running with no shields!”

“Fucking fools!” Nemoa spoke softly.


The Tactical Officer was already prepared. “Here!” He announced as he brought up the holo image of the Kintaur ship. “Focused, tight beam shots from the five forward Type I turrets Captain! Take them in a tractor beam and then punch their engine core right out the bottom of their ship before it even has time to explode!”


“How many will that kill TO?” Nemoa asked.


The man looked up at her. “Forty-seven are currently in their engineering section.” He told her. “None of them will survive.”

“Captain!” The COM officer shouted. “Captain… I think they have figured out General Simpson stopped in to say hello and took their Tasmor prisoner!”


“Sibfla!” Nemoa hissed. “Ops…?” 


“They appear to be channeling power to their forward weapons array Captain!” The man answered.


“That’s it then!” Nemoa spoke. “Ops… hit them with a tractor! TO… bring turrets two through five to bear. Tightest beam focus we can obtain! Weapons officer…?”

“Standing by!” The voice echoed before Nemoa even got to finish her statement. She smiled to herself. She loved her crew.


“Captain… the Kintaur ship is hailing us!”


“Put it up.” Nemoa spoke.


The face of Gars appeared and if Nemoa was any judge of character he was not happy.


“You have taken my ship within some sort of holding beam!” He screamed. “Release us at once or I will open fire and destroy your vessel!”


Nemoa chuckled. “Not likely ugly.” She told him. “We are about to punch your entire engine core out of your ship Gars. Prepare to engage your emergency power.”


“What?!” He screamed even louder. “What…”


“Weapons!!” Nemoa barked. “Fire!”


The forward section of the REPULSE came together in two points and on the edges of those two points were two of the five forward Type I batteries she carried. Two hundred meters further back were the next two, and it was these four Type I batteries that flared instantly and released the tightest configuration of plasma based beams that they were capable of. Powered as they were by the REPULSE’s Hyper Matter Fusion Core there was never any question in what they would do. Compared to normal beam operation, these were like firing four, torpedo thin beams of staggering power. The four beams struck the BRIGHT STAR about two thirds of the way back from the bridge and all of them saw Gars and his bridge crew stagger wildly. The hole image cut out then as the four tightly concentrated beams of plasma burned through the hull of the BRIGHT STAR almost instantly. They carved their way through the hull, directly into the main engineering section and struck the ship’s main engineering core square on top of its mounts. The colossal force of the plasma weapons began to burn through the core shielding almost immediately, but their kinetic energy also served to rip the engine core from its mounts and rammed it further down into the ship’s superstructure until it finally punched out the bottom of the Kintaur vessel six decks below them. Four seconds later, the plasma beams reached the still active core and the explosion that followed lit up the area of space for a full ten seconds.


“Report!” Nemoa barked.


“The Kintaur ship has established emergency power!” The Sensor Operator yelled. “They have activated emergency force fields in both hull breaches! They are well trained at least!”

“Imminent death has that effect!” Another crew member barked out.

“The core exploding has filled the area with Neutron Particle Radiation and I’m adjusting the sensors to compensate!” The SO announced.

“Neutron particle radiation!” Nemoa exclaimed. “Their core was nuclear?”


“No sir!” The Sensor Operator answered. “Not in the same sense we know of nuclear power! Whatever they have powering their ships is based in part on the much older nuclear plants of Earth’s oceangoing ships! But it is not a full nuclear power system.”


“Argh!” Nemoa shook her head. “Spare me the details for now. Active scan of the entire area! Get as much information as we can on whatever they were using to power their ship! Queen Anja will want it for sure! Their emergency shields are holding?”


“Yes Captain!” The TO replied. “Tractor beam is solid as well!”


“Very well… helm… take us to a point halfway between here and the planet!” Nemoa ordered as she moved back to her chair. “Then we will maintain station until Queen Anja says we are safe. Make sure everyone onboard has updated radiological immunizations and make damn sure we are not being irradiated!”


“Chief Medical Officer has confirmed Captain.” The Ops Officer spoke.


“Very well. We are out of it for now people… but let’s take up an overwatch of the system.” Nemoa spoke. “All sensors to active mode! Anything comes into this system and doesn’t squawk from the Union I want to know about it! Our job isn’t done folks… let’s stay on our toes!”

VENTORI


Their Beloved was angry.


So much deep emotion flowed through him since they had rescued For'mya and she had returned to their arms. Unlike at any time since they had been together Martin now held nothing back from his Queens. Any of his Queens. His words to Tinra, words he thought none of them would ever hear; they were the embodiment of his deep feelings for all of them. Now… now all of them could swim within his mind and feel his utter and complete commitment, desire and love for each of them. 
He was them and they were him. 
And the love and unrequited desire for him alone was returned by his Queens a hundred fold. There was one place within his mind that they would not go however. A place that he shared only with his son and his mard fervon. A place all of them had decided they did not want to go, for what was inside terrified them all. It was a place that held all of the horrors and power that he could unleash upon his enemies. A place that showed the lengths to which he would go to safeguard all of his family and his people. The destruction he would wrought if it meant that his family and his people were left alone to live in peace. Aricia Leonidas and her fellow lovers and Queens knew better than most that Martin Leonidas would be perfectly content to spend his days loving his Queens breathlessly and playing with his children. He would muddle through the more mundane tasks as King, make decisions that benefited all of their people and lead them by what his heart told him. There were very few however, that could possibly imagine the death and violence he would and could give free rein if it meant protecting that which he had come to love.


Aricia Leonidas was witnessing just a small portion of that this day.


All of the weeks and months spent searching for and finally rescuing their Kinsoaurgai, imagining the horrors and humiliation she had endured, and finally feeling her back within their embrace. It had been building in their husband and mate, and while he kept it tightly controlled they all knew it would come out soon enough. Coming out here to discover about their history, what had taken place on Onterom and now seeing his people being hunted by what were quite obviously violent and evil people had been the tipping point. 


Martin Leonidas had had enough.

While they had not the time to set up a proper ambush because the Kintaur had moved faster than they thought, Lycavorian Spartans, truly anyone trained as a Spartan, could adapt on the fly instantly. When the Tasmor forces had begun to turn to face the advancing Kintaur, that is when they struck. Yet it was their beloved husband, mate and King that carried the day and the battle. Martin Leonidas had finally reached the end of his tolerance and the Kintaur suffered for it. Even as she moved along behind him, witnessing what he was doing, she could feel the thick emotion flooding through him and how it affected everyone around him. It made them act with perfect action.


Martin had shifted back to human form just before he fell upon the Kintaur troops, his yellow/gold eyes wide in savage anger, and his aura pulsing madly. The Durcunusaan troops with them had fought beside their King many times before for they were members of the King’s personal 1st Spartan Attack Group. Androcles had sent men and women who he knew would not hesitate to follow his father anywhere. The Durcunusaan and regular troops of the 1st Spartan Attack Group were dedicated to their King in an almost fanatical manner. They had been at his side since their inception nearly twenty five years ago and none of them would willingly leave his command. They had fought beside their King before and they knew what he was capable of. These men and women, Lycavorian, Elf and Vampire, a mixture of other races as well, they moved far faster than the Kintaur could compensate for and before they could lift their weapons and react the battle was upon them in a very personal way. What she saw then, Aricia Leonidas would share with her fellow Queens without question. And it would give them an insight into the man who held their hearts and souls so tightly within his grasp. 

His Etheric shield was fully active, encasing his form in a light blue and white glow that conformed to his body like a second skin over the new Mark VI ArmorPly Body Armor they all wore.  He had shifted back to human form just as his massive paws touched the ground, right in the middle of a group of five Kintaur who were frozen in shock at the colossal beast that had just landed among their small party. Torma may have been circling the battlefield above in their STRIKER Mark II, but their combined Etheric shield was unlike anything that Aricia had ever seen with the exception of her son Androcles and Elynth. This had to be one of the skills they had taught themselves from the Ancient Tomes of Martin’s grandfather Sumar. Something that all Praetorians appeared to be able to do. 

The new Mark VI armor conformed to Martin’s two hundred and forty pound body like a glove. Most of it was made from layers of flexible, tightly weaved material once referred to as Kevlar. In the many centuries since this material had come into existence, it had been changed many times she knew. Somehow, Benjamin’s researchers at Dreamland had combined the best of both the Kevlar and the exquisitely weaved Drow Scout armor material called Tiriam. It was a simple material that the Drow had discovered in what was once Canada. It was a fire resistant and shatterproof metal like substance that, when properly forged, was lighter than aluminum and very near unbreakable. Once this combination had been perfected, exceptionally thin layers of Dragon Armor were blended into the actual interlacing of the material and reinforcing the armor. Thin plates were then added to the chest area as well as the shoulder joints and shin area of the combat boots to provide additional protection. Aricia knew that this armor was now being mass produced on Earth and Apo Prime under the watchful eyes of Drow, Nodon and elven scientists for distribution as soon as it was ready. Several thousand sets of this armor had been sent to them and to Andro by Ben’s people for use in the field. As with the earlier versions of the ArmorPly, the new armor conformed to its wearer within a matter of hours and retained this memory in its design. It was a snug fit for females, especially those who had larger than average chests like Anja and herself, but the discomfort was quickly forgotten when it was discovered that this armor allowed their bodies to breathe and move with far more freedom and relief. 

Aricia reached her beloved mate just as he unleashed a roar of anger from under his full helmet, his dual wolf fangs fully extended and utterly terrifying to behold to the uninitiated. His yellow/gold eyes, such beautiful, expressive orbs to the women who loved him so, held nothing but death in them now. His Nehtes, extended to its full length before anyone even took notice, stabbed out with unerring accuracy and Martin drove it entirely through the chest of the closest Kintaur. Pinkish blood exploded out his back and Martin released the shaft as the Kintaur began to fall. What followed next wasn’t like what they had witnessed on Enurrua, it was truly unlike anything Aricia Leonidas or the others had ever seen from their husband and mate, and it made her near glowing azure colored wolf eyes beam with unadulterated love.

The Kintaur had been chasing their people in tight groups spread out every ten meters or so. Martin had landed among the first group in the center of their formation and now he became a whirlwind of destruction. His armored hands came up and he snatched up the four remaining Kintaur soldiers in an Etheric wave and simply smashed them back to the hard ground with ghastly horrific force. The grunts and sounds of shattering bones and squishy flesh reached her ears as Martin turned instantly, forgetting the four now dead Kintaur in an instant. Ten meters away was another group of Kintaur and his left hand whipped out, a bluish Etheric wave of tight rippling outward and crossing the distance in two blinks of her eyes. She watched as that wave of Etheric power smashed into the group of six Kintaur and lifted them into the air. Four of their Durcunusaan then rose and lifted their A4s and sent deadly bursts of 12.7 mm rounds into each of the six Kintaur soldiers, killing them before they crashed back to the earth. Aricia could only watch in awe as her Beloved moved with almost magical grace and power. For a man of his size physically, he moved with speed most did not possess. He seemed to know where each group of Kintaur soldiers was without even looking across the expanse of the field. Etheric power rippled all around him, pulsing with life and devastating power. With each of his attacks, Kintaur died in groups. Whether he smashed them back into the unforgiving earth himself or he left them exposed for his men and women to kill with lethally precise shooting, it did not matter. 
When Aricia saw their daughter Zarah lead her attacking unit from the flank she knew it was over for the Kintaur. Aricia and the others now knew of the connection that Zarah had with her brother Androcles. What he had done in order to protect her, and what he had passed to her in acting how he did. The Etheric power flowed around Zarah’s arms and hands, Lucia’s Etheric whips snapping out at different times fueled by her passion and emotion, as they moved as one entity to converge on where Martin was. They now knew that the Etheric power that flowed in all of them was fueled by their emotions and passion, and as it allowed Aricia to use her Etheric knives or less powerful versions of the Etheric diamonds, it allowed Lucia to use her whips as weapons. Though not actually within the physical realm, they appeared and acted as if they were and were just as lethal.
Martin had dropped among a final group of Kintaur by now and his sword was now in his hand. His Shi Viska burst into life, but remained on his arm as he used it like a shield. The front of the shield smashed into one Kintaur soldier’s chest and even from her position a few meters behind him, Aricia’s wolf ears heard the man’s entire chest crunch as every bone in his upper body shattered. As his body lifted completely off the ground and sailed back, Martin brought his sword whipping around with blistering speed, totally decapitating another Kintaur in one powerful swing. He reversed his sword in a single blink and sent a lone pulse of deadly energy from the pommel, the thin yellow reddish beam of concentrated energy burning entirely through another’s Kintaur’s upper body. Aricia knew he had been training with the new sword ever since Enurrua and Avi had tinkered with the charge pack giving Martin another ten shots before he had to replace the small power cell. Martin whirled around and drove the edge of his Shi Viska into the midsection of another Kintaur just as Zarah reached her father and saw the lone remaining Kintaur raising his weapon to shoot her father in the back. 
Zarah’s hands closed around the barrel of the weapon and she wrenched it from his hands with a snarl of intense anger, stunning the large Kintaur with the speed and viciousness of her attack. Zarah then reversed the weapon in her grip and used the butt to drive into his face with all of her wolf and vampire power combined. The Kintaur’s face caved in with a sickening sound and Zarah dropped the weapon instantly and stepped into a ridge hand strike directly over his throat before the scream of pain ever escaped his lips. That one blow crushed the bones and cartilage in his throat and his hands reached for his neck as his pain filled eyes bugged out of his head when he could no longer breathe. It didn’t matter for Lucia swept up beside him and drove one of her dual blades into his chest with all of her strength and then ripped it out to the side, spraying his purple colored blood over the ground around them.
Martin’s head whipped around then and he saw his daughter and her devoted lover and wife Lucia beside him. His mouth split wide in a toothy smile, his fangs ever so prominent as he gazed on them in happiness. His yellow gold wolf eyes quickly turned and took stock of what was happening and he saw Zarah’s men and women quickly mixing in with his Durcunusaan and sweeping the area of any and all Kintaur that had turned and fled. He turned back to face his  daughter and the one he would call adopted daughter for millennia to come as half a dozen other Durcunusaan closed in around them and encircled their King, Queen and two Princesses, their weapons facing out and searching for any threats. Given what had taken place over the last months, no one among the Durcunusaan were going to take chances with the lives of their Royal Family.
“Bout time you got here!” He barked loudly just as Aricia moved up behind them, her Nehtes clutched in her hand but unused. “I thought I was gonna have to chase them all the way to the river!”

Aricia saw the light of love on Zarah’s face as her father embraced her and Lucia in his arms. Aricia knew then that their daughter had almost fully healed now. She would always carry with her what had come to pass, but with Lucia’s unquestioned love and the commitment of her family, she had beaten back the horrors and begun her road into the future. And Aricia, like her son Androcles, sensed that Zarah’s and Lucia’s love would open the door for both of them to find the one man who would love them both breathlessly and without regret.
Martin reached up quickly and tapped his jaw. “Colin!” He barked. “Report!”

Colin had been the only one of his personal team to accompany him to the surface and Martin began to search the field looking for his friend.

“What the fuck do you want me to report?” Colin’s voice barked right back in the clear through their implants. “Why did we even bother coming down here? We could have sat on the sidelines and drank beer or drinks with little umbrellas while we watched you open the whup ass on these fools! That would have been much more fun!”

Martin’s keen eyes finally found Colin Walsh standing roughly a hundred and fifty meters to his right and holding his A4 propped on his hip, several Kintaur bodies bunched on the ground around him and two other Durcunusaan, both of whom happen to be vampires. He grinned quickly.
“Give me eyes Colin!” Martin told him. “All the way back to where they had their initial camp! Make sure we got all of them homey.”

Martin saw Colin nod his head even across the distance. “Rules Skipper?” He asked.

“If you find any others, take them out with extreme prejudice!” Martin hissed. “These bastards were here to take our people as slaves. That burns my ass!”

“Consider it done!” Colin snapped. “Be back soon!”

Martin watched him speak to the two others who were with him and then they blurred off into the forest, disappearing like the ghosts they were trained to be. He turned back and looked at Zarah just as Radem moved stealthily up behind them. He nodded his head to the Evolli who was now their protector. “Did you get them all Zar?” Martin asked Zarah.

Zarah nodded. “They walked right into our kill zone father.” She answered as Aricia came up beside her and began to inspect her and Lucia for any injuries as any of her mother’s would do. “None of them survived.”

“Get your people in place and secure the landing zone for our ships then.” Martin told her. “Make it a standard H perimeter Zar and have your medic make sure no one is hurt. Get them back to your mother if they are. We don’t know what ugly little bugs might be on this planet that we have not been exposed to.”

Zarah nodded. “We’ll get it done Papa.” She said.

“When you got them settled in, you and Lucia move back to the main perimeter they are establishing and find me.” Martin said. “Something tells me we are going to be here for a few days and we’ll need to institute more permanent Intel and positions.” 

Zarah nodded her head, leaned up on her tip toes to kiss his cheek and then took Lucia’s hand. They both gripped Radem’s arms and blurred off, carrying their Evolli guardian with them without question.

Martin looked at Aricia as he took his helmet off and he stared into her azure blue eyes as the high of combat began to slowly bleed off. She looked very imposing in her armor and helmet as did all of his Queens. She was looking at him intently and he lowered his helmet. “What?” He asked softly.  

“Are you quite finished taking unnecessary risks?” Aricia asked him while trying to remain straight-faced and not let the fact that his display had stirred her wolf blood intensely, not to mention Anja’s and For'mya’s because they were so tightly bound together.

“I did what needed to be done!” Martin quipped.

“Oh really?” Aricia retorted as she stepped out his line of sight and motioned with her hand behind them.

Martin’s yellow/gold wolf eyes saw where she was motioning and they grew wider. The path of destruction he had wrought extended back nearly two hundred meters, with at least six different groups of now dead Kintaur between where his rampage had begun and where he now stood. Martin finally turned and focused on Aricia’s own beautiful wolf eyes.

“Oops.” He managed to stammer.

Aricia couldn’t help but laugh at his expression and comment as she took off her own helmet and the half dozen Durcunusaan soldiers who were within ear shot of them began laughing as well. She stepped into his embrace and nuzzled his cheek with devotion as relief began to spread outward now that the fighting was over.


Namiri Daret could only sit near the massive fallen tree and look upon the battlefield in utter disbelief with Nalmos beside her. They were ignoring the mass of bodies moving past them as Lycavorians from Ventori were being guided or carried by their kindred brothers and sisters towards where Duewa had already begun to set up the Field Triage Center. Most of them were still in a state of shock at what had happened and were simply going through the motions of following. Namiri however, she could not tear her eyes from the enormous Lycavorian after he had begun to cut his terrible path of destruction through the Kintaur soldiers. Though only twenty-three years old, Namiri Daret had seen plenty of battle with the Kintaur over the last five years. Never in all that time had she seen one man ravage them in such a way, using powers and skills she could not comprehend and had never seen before. She finally tore her eyes away and looked at Nalmos when she saw the two young women blur in motion away from where the Lycavorian stood with the reptilian man between them.

“Nalmos?” She gasped.


The Lycavorian looked at her, his turned wolf eyes were bright and clear. She could see the tips of his fangs protruding just beneath his upper lip. “I… I don’t…”

“Nalmos… I thought you said there were no other Lycavorians! That you were the last of your kind!” Namiri exclaimed.


Nalmos nodded quickly. “That is… that is what we have always believed.” He couldn’t help but stammer.


“These others… they are not like you!” Namiri hissed. 


Nalmos shook his head. “They are Lycavorians… but they are Alphas Namiri! Most of them that I can see anyway! There are many Beta wolves among them, but the majority of them are Alpha wolves! The most powerful of our kind Namiri; those we have thought long extinct!”


“How?” Namiri asked. “How can that… how can he do such things?”

Namiri Daret, unlike many of her people, had spent many weeks among the Lycavorians they had rescued before now. The long journey back to Tasmor space had allowed her to do this on many different occasions. She found the Lycavorian people to be proud and strong and in no way beneath them. Some of their scholars were just as intelligent as any Tasmor. She had developed several friendships among those they had rescued and while her mother and all but one of her sisters frowned on this, Namiri had kept those friendships alive. She had been chosen to lead this ground mission because of these friendships and she had been the one to make contact with Nalmos and his people once they were on the ground. They had been speaking for two weeks before even arriving here and had developed a friendly relationship much like a father and daughter.


Nalmos shook his head. “I do not know Namiri.” He told her. “All of our history and science has told us the Alphas died out long ago, before we even came here to Ventori. Only the Betas and the Omegas were left.”


“Are you certain?” Namiri asked. “What… what about that one?” Namiri pointed to where Martin stood in the distance. “How is he able to do that? I have never seen one of your people able to do what he did Nalmos? He… I have never seen anything like what he was doing to the Kintaur.”


“Namiri I don’t know!” Nalmos exclaimed. “I’m not lying to you child. I… this is so… it’s unbelievable! I would…”


Nalmos stopped talking and looked up, Namiri’s eyes following his as the tall, thickly muscled Lycavorian stopped beside them. The strange looking full faced helmet covered all of his features except for his eyes and a small portion of his lips.


“Are you injured?” He asked as he looked at them. His voice was calm and carried a tone of respect and friendliness.


Nalmos shook his head quickly. “No.” He managed to answer sensing right away that this was a young Alpha wolf.


“Though the battle is over, there may still be enemies in the area sir.” The young Alpha told him. “I am Enomotarch Jontas Asear, third in command of the King’s personal detail of Durcunusaan. We have established a secure area several hundred meters back. Please… I will escort you and your friend to safer surroundings. Queen Anja and Colonel Thoti’s wife and mate Duewa will have already begun to give medical attention if it is needed and we will have food and fresh water very soon.”


Nalmos glanced at Namiri and then back to the young Alpha Jontas. “The Tasmor… Namiri and her people… they have been helping us.” He stated.


The young wolf nodded his head. “Yes sir… that has already been made known to us.” He told them. “You… you are the leader of our people here yes?”

Nalmos rose to his feet, squeezing Namiri’s hands as he did so. “They… they follow me yes.” Nalmos answered.

Jontas nodded his head. “The King will want to speak with you sir.”

“That man?” Nalmos asked. “That Alpha…” He motioned out into the field where Martin still stood with Aricia. “Who is he?”


“That is King Leonidas sir. He leads the Lycavorian Union with his Queens.” The young wolf spoke proudly Nalmos noted, his chest almost swelling with pride under the incredible body armor that he wore. “We are his Durcunusaan as I said.”


Nalmos looked at him with wide eyes as he just realized something. “You… you speak the ancient language of our people!” He gasped.


Namiri noted the young alpha looked delighted that Nalmos knew what he had said. “It is not so ancient anymore it seems sir.” Jontas said.


“What… what does this word mean?” Namiri asked.


Nalmos looked at her. “Durcunusaan. In the ancient Lycavorian language… it means…” He looked at the young Alpha. “It means Wolves of the Blood.”


The Durcunusaan motioned with his free hand. “Please… let us move away from the smell of death and have Queen Anja or one of her medical people look you both over.”


Namiri noticed that the young man spoke to Nalmos with utter respect and gently reached out to take his arm when Nalmos almost stumbled as he began to move forward without question. Namiri took Nalmos’s other arm as they began to move away from the field knowing she and her people had no real choice but to do what they were told at the moment. Whoever these new Lycavorians were, they were extremely well organized and trained and obviously did not see the Tasmor as a threat for all of her people still had their weapons. They had a right to think this way she knew, for they had just decimated an entire Kintaur platoon and had not even broken a sweat in doing so. Namiri glanced back quickly and saw the towering Lycavorian man standing beside the stunningly beautiful raven haired female and speaking to her while circled by no less than six guards, all of whom were facing out and looking for danger. 
As her eyes swept the area she saw other newcomers helping their fellow Lycavorians along and in one case she even saw one of the new Lycavorians carrying three children, one who was atop his broad shoulders and looking all around with delight, two others were in his arms, while their mother moved along just in front of him carrying the small baby. There was no hesitation on the parts of these new Lycavorians when it came to assisting their own people, and she even saw one carrying a much older woman in his arms. She could see her people moving along with them, still somewhat in shock had what had just taken place, for none of them had seen anything like it before. All of them smart enough to know however, that whoever these new Lycavorians were, they were no match for them and they were heavily outnumbered. Since these new Lycavorians did not seem to regard them as an enemy, that is the way the Tasmor wanted to keep it. They were helping the younger Lycavorian children as well as the older men and women right with the new Lycavorians. They would not act without orders from Namiri regardless and she had no intention of risking their lives in any way by attempting to do something stupid. These Lycavorians were obviously very technologically advanced, more so than even her own people and they were equipped with weapons and gear that she had never seen before. She doubted her small ground team would stand much of a chance against them if it came to a battle.

Namiri Daret had no idea her respect and knowledge of the Lycavorian people she had been helping for the last few years would lead her to wonders she never imagined she would experience.

ARIZONA 
ORBIT OF VENTORI


“…Secure here Manda.” Martin spoke within the main holo disc on the bridge of the ARIZONA. “We’re establishing a hard base camp and perimeter now. You and Akemi prep whatever MENKLA transports you have and load them with spare uniforms, clothes, and whatever hot chow the Mess Chief can throw together. Tell Akemi to load up whatever Anuk feels they need in the way of medications and get them moving. I want them on the ground within the hour.”


Miranda nodded her head. “Consider it done.” She stated calmly. “Casualties Martin?” She asked knowing that only her bridge crew would hear her address him informally and they knew that their Admiral and her Drow wife and lover were two of only a handful who were allowed this.


Martin shook his head slowly. “Not among our people… but these Kintaur are wiped.” He answered. “Have your Wing G4 Officer come down Manda. I want the bodies of the Kintaur collected and treated with respect. Have him assign a detail to that. Whatever their reasons they fought bravely and well. Anja will give him a couple of her medics to do spot scans of their bodies and to make sure none of them are playing dead.”


Miranda nodded her head. “Done.” She spoke. “Captain Nemoa has taken the Kintaur ship under tractor and moved to the edge of the system. Apparently their engine core was based on some form of nuclear fusion and when they destroyed it, a cloud of radiation covered the area. Nemoa is playing it safe but she and her ship are secure.”

“Manda… de-shroud the Wing.” Martin told her. “Leave your flanking ships shrouded but I’m done sneaking around!”


Miranda leaned forward in her command chair. “I recommend against that.” She stated calmly not afraid to voice her opinion. “Three or four ships at most Martin but not the entire Wing. It could draw unwanted attention and put all of you at risk.”


Martin thought about that for a second then nodded his head. “Very well... I’ll let you handle it. Have the ARC ROYAL and three others de-shroud then and move closer to the planet. Deploy the Wing as you see fit.”

“Martin I…” Miranda began to speak.


“That is your realm up there Manda!” Martin told her. “It’s why Ben and I gave you the job. This is my realm down here. I expect you to tell me to stick it in my ear when I get stupid. Ben does all the time.”


Miranda chuckled as did most of the ARIZONA’s bridge crew. She didn’t pause or reflect on the subject for she knew Martin would not. “Our guests up here still have not made any move to indicate they know what is happening.”


“That’s bullshit!” Martin spoke. “They know what is going on down here. Send out an open COM message Manda. Find their channel and let them know who we are and what we are doing. Inform them that we got their officer off the Kintaur ship and what has taken place down here.”


“We’ll reveal that we can see them.” Miranda said.


Martin nodded his head. “That doesn’t matter now.” He stated. “There’s about three dozen Tasmor here on the ground with us that were helping our people run from the Kintaur. If they haven’t communicated with their ships before now they will shortly. Tobia just touched down in the last STRIKER with Torma, Isheeni and Aurith. She knows them… she can talk to them.”


“Understood.” Manda spoke.


“Now tell me why that big bastard countermanded my orders to ventilate that Kintaur ship Manda?” Martin asked.


Miranda smiled. “Apparently Elder Valael found something when Danny and the others were downloading their computer core during the snatch mission. It indicated that the Kintaur knew the Tasmor were going to be here Martin.”


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Really?”


Miranda nodded her head as E'dira moved up beside her, the data pad in her hand. “Elder Valael is currently going over the intelligence we got, but he is certain that the Kintaur knew the Tasmor were going to be here and what they were doing.” E'dira spoke. “The Tasmor officer we rescued is… she was beaten and tortured harshly but she appears to be resilient and proud and she will survive.”

“E'dira… did they…?” Martin began to ask.


E'dira nodded her head slowly knowing that her answer would dictate how Martin Leonidas dealt with the Kintaur in the future. “Yes… several different times according to the officer Martin. Emylea Daret is her name; First Commander of the Tasmor Defense Forces. She is strong however and is already requesting to be sent to the surface or back to her ships. She is the overall commander of this mission it seems. Her sister… a Namiri Daret… commands the ground force.”


“Daret?” Martin asked. “Isn’t that the name Tobia mentioned? The name of their so called Sovereign Regent or something?”


“Elder Valael confirmed this yes.” Miranda said.


“Why does that strike me as odd? She sends two of her children on a mission so far away from their space at considerable risk?” Martin spoke.


“Elder Valael thought the same thing.” Manda told him. “He is going through the entirety of the Kintaur ship’s logs but it will take him several hours.”


Martin nodded. “Have Avi help him Manda.” He spoke. “Then have him come to the surface once we are established. I want to hear this. Is Zaala there?”


Zaala looked up from her station. “I am here Martin.” She spoke up.


“Zaala… I want you and Chuess to rig up some portable power generators that are strong enough to operate a combined ground shroud shield and jamming nodes.” Martin told her. “Send the specs to the ARC ROYAL’s bunch of Worker Drones so they can put them together and get them to us. I don’t want your drones pulled away from their tasks.”


Zaala nodded her head a she came to her feet. “That should only take us about an hour.” She answered.


Martin nodded. “Good enough. Red should be done with her initial exams by then. This will be our forward base Manda. From here we’re going to initiate searches of the nearby city and others in range. There has to be more of our people here and I intend to find them and bring them in. Have Akemi start shuttling the remainder of the Durcunusaan down to the surface as well.”

“Understood.” Miranda spoke. “I can QCR back home and have Union Command send a couple more of the newer MENKLA IIs. They can carry twice the load and three times the passengers. It will take them a few days to get here but they could come in very handy. It appears we’re going to need the transport capability.”


“Route them through Manne first Manda.” Martin spoke. “And give them a full Tactical Wing as an escort. I got a feeling we are going to need them. I want them moving like yesterday afternoon!”


Miranda nodded her head. “I’ll see to it.” She said. “The Tasmor frigates appear to have atmospheric landing capability if our scans our accurate. Do we let them land?”

Martin nodded his head. “If they choose to yes. But put them down several klicks from where we are now. I want to see them coming if that is the case.”


“I’ll let Daniel and the rest of your team know to bring the Tasmor officer as soon as she is able to travel.” Miranda spoke.


“Good enough. I’m going to go talk to the spokesman for this group here and try and find out what is going on. Contact me if you need anything or we get any other visitors trying to make Ventori their vacation home.” Martin spoke.


Miranda nodded with another chuckle. “Will do.”


“Spartan One clear.” Martin said just before he ended the transmission.

VENTORI

ADHOC BASE


“…All the way back to their camp.” Colin told Martin as they stood around the portable table that now held a holographic version of the entire area around them for fifty kilometers. “I dropped TAP cameras every few hundred meters and they are all online.”


“Nothing?” Martin asked him.


Colin shook his head. “If there were any back at their main camp they aren’t there now.” He replied. “We detected probably half a dozen on the short range sensors, but they were long gone when we got there.”

Martin nodded his head. “No worries.” He stated. “I’ll have Torma and the others find them.” He stated.


Zarah leaned over the table from beside her father and pointed to several locations on the image. “I have established OPs at these four locations father.” She told him. “Six member teams that have whatever heavy weapons we brought with us. The landing zone is completely secure at the moment. We’ll need to add more when we get more boots on the ground father, but for now mother will have no worries landing whatever ships we need.”


Martin nodded his head in approval. “Excellent.” He spoke. “Colin… have four teams of four set up on this trail leading back here. I want a clean route from here to the landing zone. Our people have been running enough it seems and they are done running. These Kintaur assholes don’t seem bothered at inflicting damage against innocents and I won’t let them do that anymore.”


“I’ll see to it Skipper.” Colin said.


Martin turned slightly as Jontas led the much older Lycavorian and Tasmor female up to their small group. He knew each of his personal Durcunusaan team and treated them a tad bit more casually than everyone else. “Jontas… what’s up?” He spoke.


“Milord… this is Nalmos.” The Durcunusaan officer spoke. “He leads these men and women and...”

Nalmos dropped to one knee in front of Martin, bowing his head in obvious deference. “I submit to your will as an Alpha of our people.” Nalmos spoke clearly. He didn’t see Martin’s eyes, and the eyes of everyone else grow wide at this display and Martin quickly reached out and took Nalmos by his shoulders.

“What the hell?” Martin exclaimed loudly. “You are Lycavorian and you submit to no one.” Martin told him firmly as he pulled Nalmos to his feet and the older man looked at Martin.

“But you… you are an Alpha.” Nalmos stammered, not really knowing what to expect. All of their history scrolls and legends of the Alphas from their past told him that Alpha Wolves were dominant and aggressive in everything they did.
“And that doesn’t make me any more important that anyone else.” Martin answered him as he helped Nalmos to back to his feet and held the smaller man by his shoulders. “You make it sound as if we are somehow better than you.”

Nalmos stared at him in shock. He glanced between Jontas and Martin several times before meeting Martin’s gaze. “You… so many of you are Alphas!” He stuttered. “Alpha wolves are… they have never existed on Ventori in our entire time here! Almost a hundred thousand years our people have lived here and no Alpha wolf has ever existed in all that time. They are… they are only in our history books and… and our legends.” 

“How is that possible?” Martin asked him with a stunned expression.

Nalmos shook his head quickly. “I was… I was going to ask you the same question.” He stated. “You are… you are the King of our people?”

Martin sighed heavily and rolled his eyes. “That is one of the names people use to refer to me.” He stated. “I hate it personally… but…”

Zarah elbowed her father in the side. “Father…” She gasped aloud.

Martin grinned and looked at her before turning back to Nalmos. “This is my daughter Zarah.” He said.

Zarah reached out and took Nalmos’s hands in hers and stepped close to him, brushing her cheek against his in the wolf form of greeting. Nalmos looked at her with wide eyes, clearly smelling that she was an alpha female, but also that she was not entirely wolf. It also thrilled him that they seemed to know many of the ancient customs of their people. “It is an honor to meet you sir.” Zarah told him. “We never thought to discover our people so far from home and it is a joy… truly.”

“Home?” Nalmos asked her looking once more at Martin.

“That’s a long story.” Martin said with a smile. “…One that I can explain later if you don’t mind.” He looked at Namiri. “And who is this?”


“I am Commander Lieutenant Namiri Daret of the Tasmor Defense Forces!” Namiri spoke immediately. “I demand to know who you are, what you are doing on Ventori and what are your intentions?”


“Namiri!” Nalmos gasped in shock though not seeing Martin smile as he took in her proud display and the strength she had for demanding such a thing. “You must show respect! They saved our lives!”


“We do not know why they saved us!” Namiri exclaimed. “We don’t know who they are or where they come from! We…”


“Should remember your mother’s teachings and follow her rules of conduct Namiri Daret.” Tobia’s voice echoed softly from behind Martin. He had smelled her coming and turned his head slightly to watch her walk up. Namiri’s eyes grew wide in shock as she saw her. 


“Tobia!” Namiri gasped in sincere astonishment. She didn’t hesitate however and stepped right up to Tobia grasping her hands.


Tobia smiled warmly as she gripped Namiri’s hands tightly and brought her forehead to Namiri’s for a brief moment as was the Tasmor way of greeting friends and family. “It has been a very long time since I saw you last Namiri Daret. You are even more beautiful now than I remember.”


Namiri blushed under the tanned color of her skin and squeezed Tobia’s hands. “You are… you are looking well Tobia.”


All of Saydia’s daughters knew of the relationship Tobia had shared with their mother. Though it had been torrid and brief, all of them still thought of Tobia as a treasured friend and confidant.


“Your mother?” Tobia asked her bringing up a hand to touch her cheek. “Your sisters?”


“We…” Namiri began.

“Ah… Tobia?” Martin chimed in.


Tobia glanced at him. “Yes… forgive me Martin.” She turned back to Namiri. “Namiri… we need your help.” She told her. “Martin and his people are not your enemies. They are here only because we discovered that Lycavorians occupied this planet. We did not know you would be here. We were coming to investigate the ruins of the cities here and...”


“And any survivors we can find.” Martin said seeing Namiri’s eyes turn to look at him.

“You are… you are not from this quadrant of space are you?” Namiri asked.


Martin grinned sheepishly. “It’s that obvious huh?” He asked. 


“You… you destroyed an entire Hunting Cadre of Kintaur warriors without a single loss of life.” Namiri gasped with wide eyes. “That… no one has ever done that before. Who are you people?”


Tobia squeezed her hands tightly causing Namiri to turn back and look at her. “Martin’s people rescued Emylea from the Kintaur ship…”


“Emylea!” Namiri gasped looking between Tobia and Martin and then back to Tobia. “She is…” 


“She is safe.” Tobia answered. “And she is requesting to be brought here. As soon as the medical people on our ship clear her they will escort her down.”


Namiri looked at Martin. “You… how did you… you took her from their ship?” She asked in astonishment. “How did… how did you do this?”


“Does it matter?” Martin asked her. “She is safe. The Kintaur bastards used her badly if what I understand is correct… but she is strong willed your sister and…”


Namiri’s eyes grew wide. “They took her against her will!” She almost shouted. “I must see her! I must go to her! Tobia you know what…”

Tobia pulled Namiri into her embrace. “It will be alright child.” She said looking at Martin’s questioning look. “If they… if the Kintaur were able to rape her… Emylea will lose her command and all rank and honor as an officer of the Tasmor Defense Force.”


“What the hell for?” Martin snarled loudly, his anger surging to the front and causing Namiri to turn and look at him. 


“It is a sign of weakness to the Tasmor.” Tobia said softly.


“She only allowed herself to be taken in order to give us time here on the surface to get to a safe area where the Kintaur would not follow us!’ Namiri pleaded. “To save her ships and her crews! My sister is not weak!”


“Namiri… why are you here?” Tobia asked. “I know enough of your mother to know that she would never allow both you and Emylea to come this far out from Tasmor space without a larger force!”


Namiri shook her head. “We have a Task Force two light years from here. Just across the border. We were training when this mission was sent to us.” She looked at Tobia. “The orders had authorization from my mother’s office. We were to come here, extract Nalmos and his people and then leave!”


Nalmos nodded his head. “We have been sending distress calls to the known Tasmor relays in this system with the equipment that others of the Tasmor left behind for us.” He stated. “We received a response two weeks ago, and two days later Namiri contacted me and told me they were coming. I moved those who follow me here over the last week in order to evacuate and within hours of Namiri arriving, these Kintaur showed up.”


“That’s convenient.” Colin spoke up now.


Martin met his eyes with a knowing look. “You think.” He said.


Namiri looked between the two men. “What… what are you saying?” She demanded.


“These Kintaur ass wipes knew you were coming here.” Martin told her evenly. “We downloaded their computer core when we rescued your sister. Elder Valael noticed something in their COM logs that indicated they knew you were coming here; not just your ships but you and your sister specifically.”


“That… that doesn’t make any sense.” Namiri said. “How could they know that? The orders had my mother’s authorization!”

Martin looked at Tobia. “I thought I left all the back stabbing and grasps for power back in the Alpha Quadrant Tobia.” He stated.


Nalmos’s eyes grew wide in shock. “The Alpha Quadrant?” He almost shouted.


Namiri gazed at Martin in shock as well. “You… you came from the Alpha Quadrant?” She gasped. “That… that would mean you have Interstellar Drive capabilities!” Namiri’s dark brown eyes narrowed and she looked at Tobia. “Tobia… you travel with them. How… how did you not know that…?” Namiri stepped back from her. “What is going on Tobia?”

Tobia reached for her hands. “Believe me child… my people are not as all powerful as you seem to think.”

Martin chuckled softly. “True enough. You should have seen how surprised they were when we showed up in their backyard.”


“Surprised is an understatement Skipper.” Colin said with a grin.


Martin shook his head and reached out to touch the small control panel on the portable table. “Spartan One Actual to ARC ROYAL Actual.” He spoke aloud causing Nalmos and Namiri to look at him with wide eyes for very different reasons. He glanced between them. “What did I say?” He asked.


“You… you are called Spartan?” Nalmos asked.


Martin nodded his head. “We are all Spartans.” He answered. “It is part of our history… ever since my father. Why?”


“That… the term Spartan is… it is used in our history scrolls.” Nalmos told him.


“It’s a common enough term.” Martin said.


Nalmos shook his head. “Not… not in the manner in which it is used.” He stated.


Akemi’s voice stopped any response from Martin. “ARC ROYAL Actual!” She replied. “Now is not a good time Milord. Our sensors indicate that a dozen ships of Tasmor design are closing on the Ventori system at high speed! They will revert from LSD travel within our zone of operation!”

Namiri’s shook her head slightly to clear her mind. “Our Task Force ships!” She told him. “Emylea’s Second Officer must have gotten a distress call out to them!”


“Why does the way you say that make the hair on the back of my neck shiver?” Martin asked her.


“If she got a distress call out then they will enter the system prepared to do battle with the Kintaur!” Namiri told him. “They will see the Kintaur ship that you crippled and think you are helping them!”


“Your orders King Leonidas?” Akemi asked.


“Can you talk to them Namiri?” Tobia asked quickly.


Namiri nodded her head. “Yes… once they are in the system.”


“Once they are in the system is too late.” Martin said calmly. “If they come in blasting Tobia… my people will return fire!”


“Namiri… your communication codes child!” Tobia said gripping her hands. “Your ships will not stand a chance against Martin’s ships. The Lycavorian Union’s ships are based on our technology! They will swat your ships from the stars if they are fired on!”


“How could they have your technology?” Namiri demanded. “We have been asking for centuries for you to give us…”


Tobia shook her head. “It is a long story Namiri; one that does not have anything to do with the Tasmor or the Kintaur. It has to do with mistakes made by my people and directed at Martin’s people from long ago. Please child… you know I would never do anything to endanger your people. Especially your mother. Martin’s people are not like mine. They will not hesitate to defend themselves if your ships attack when they enter the system. And your people will not stand a chance.”


The console on the table beeped madly and Miranda’s voice erupted from the small speaker. “ARIZONA Actual to Spartan One Actual! Martin… we have inbound Tasmor ships and they appear to be in some sort of attack formation! The REPUSLE is the only ship de-shrouded at the moment Martin! We haven’t moved into position to de-shroud the others like we decided!” Miranda’s voice was calm but all of them could tell there was a sense of urgency in her tone. “They’ll focus on the REPULSE unless we act Martin!”


Martin looked at Namiri evenly. “I will order my people to defend themselves if you do nothing Namiri Daret.” He told her. “Don’t think for an instant that they have a chance against us. The moment your ships begin firing I will order them obliterated from the stars!”


“Namiri!” Tobia exclaimed.


Namiri Daret stared into those dark brown orbs for a moment longer before making her decision. These men and women were not a threat to her or her people. They had proven that already this day and she would not destroy the truce that was now in place. She stepped up to the table.

“I need… I need to speak with my sister!” Namiri spoke firmly. “Our combined Central Command codes will be enough to let them know there is no danger.”


“I’ll have her brought to the bridge immediately! Stand by! We can…” Akemi answered instantly.


“General Simpson is patching her through via Medical Captain!” An unknown voice spoke from the background.


“Link her up!” Akemi ordered.


“Sister?” The new female voice erupted from the speaker. “Namiri!”


“Emylea!” Namiri exclaimed as her face became animated and bright. “Sister… are you…?”


“I am… I am sore sister… but I am alive and very safe.” Emylea answered. “Thanks solely to these men and women. You… you should see this ship sister… it is… by all the stars it is glorious!”


“Emylea… our Task Force is about to enter the system!” Namiri spoke. “We need to contact them or…”


“Or watch them blown from the stars.” Emylea answered. “Yes… General Simpson has explained to me what is going on. Captain Akemi… can you tune one of your transmitters to Sub Space frequency 3459.28. It is one of the emergency channels that all of our ships monitor at all times. My Command code is…”

TASMOR DEFENSE FORCE 

ALTIA FALCON CLASS-WAR CRUISER

TDF SAKAR 

The pride of the seven hundred ship Tasmor Combat Fleet.



The TDF SAKAR was the flagship of the Tasmor people and the personal ship of their Sovereign Regent. The ALTIA FALCON CLASS-War Cruiser was the most recent ship design to enter service with the TDF, and the most heavily armed and armored. She carried all of the most advanced technology that the Tasmor had available to them. Two thousand meters long with a beam of six hundred meters, she was the largest ship the Tasmor had ever built. In the ten years since the first had joined the TDF, forty-three more had been built and were now in service, with another twenty-six within two years of commissioning. The ship had been built to combat the growing Kintaur threat as well as other enemies that may have been out there among the stars.

At the moment however, the Sovereign Regent of the Tasmor people did not care about any of this and was instead raging openly at one of her staunchest rivals. That she was incensed was easy enough for any of the people in the private conference room to see and with good reason as far as most of them were concerned.


Saydia Daret had been Sovereign Regent of the Tasmor people for the last twenty-three years since the passing of her mother. Her ascension to the highest seat of power within the Tasmor Empire had been looked upon with great happiness by an almost unanimous count of the Tasmor people for her mother had been a beloved leader for her eighty-three year reign. Saydia Daret had been followed for years as her mother’s successor and it was no surprise when she rose to the Regent’s Chair. As the oldest and most beautiful of her mother’s daughters, Saydia had garnered most of the attention while she grew. Everything about her was public knowledge and this afforded her special attention wherever she went. It also allowed her to protect her sisters from the limelight and enable them to lead somewhat regular lives. When she became Sovereign Regent Saydia immediately named her four sisters to positions of great status and honor that allowed them to help her govern their people. Saydia had used her appeal among the people and her intelligence to her advantage and she learned all there was to know about everything she was exposed to before being named Regent. She was a supremely intelligent women as well as an exceptional warrior in her own right. She had led over a dozen battles herself against Kintaur forces in key victories for the Tasmor Defense Forces. She was well liked by those within the TDF for she was one of their own, and she was well respected by the Tasmor Council of Governors.

Saydia Daret stood just under five foot ten inches in height and her hundred and thirty-five pound body was all muscles and curves. She had large and very firm breasts, a slim waist and exceptionally long legs. She had prided herself on her physical condition and even after giving birth to six daughters, she maintained the figure of a woman forty years her junior and was still a stunningly beautiful woman who most Tasmor men would kill for a night with. At the moment however, Saydia Daret was using her slight height advantage and her position as Sovereign Regent to tear into her most senior and powerful rival and The Chief Counsel of the Tasmor people.

“…Tell me what you were thinking Perlyea!” Saydia barked loudly now. “They are my daughters! You put them at extreme risk by sending them here knowing what could await them! How dare you decide this without my knowledge?”


“They are both members of the TDF Saydia.” The woman answered her evenly. “And by all accounts they are among the best at what they do!”


“They are my youngest daughters!” Saydia screamed at her. “I do not care that they are the best at what they do! You do not have the authorization to sanction military missions! And certainly not one that sends two of my daughters off into unknown space without proper force and support!”

“My TDF Military Advisor does however.” Perlyea answered.


“Your military advisor has never seen a day of combat against the Kintaur in her life! And nor have you! You are a politician Perlyea!” Saydia shouted. “She is just as ignorant as you when it comes to military operations! Ordering the Duty officer to transmit the orders to their Task Force is not within her realm of activity or authority!”


“As Chief Counsel to the Tasmor people I have a right to insure the preservation of our people!” Perlyea snapped.


“You do not have the right to endanger our people!” Saydia snapped right back. “Sending two Patrol Frigates to Ventori was beyond stupid!”


“We needed the mission to remain low profile and the amount of people we were extracting did not call for anything larger than a Patrol Frigate.” Perlyea spoke.


“Extracting Lycavorians from Ventori is not low profile!” Saydia raged. “It needs to be done properly! You should have come to me when you discovered this group! We could have planned an operation that would not have seen two of my daughters placed in danger without need!”


“As Chief Counsel I did not feel it needed to be brought to you for approval!” Perlyea said. “That is my right as well as Chief Counsel to the Council of Governors.”


Saydia stepped right up into her face. “I will tell you what is your right Perlyea!” She hissed angrily. “If my daughters have been harmed in any way, even one scratch, I will hold you responsible and I will insure you pay.”


“Are you threatening me Sovereign?” Perlyea asked her.


“Yes you bitch!” Saydia screamed at her.


It was then the near six foot tall Tasmor woman with light caramel colored skin and long black hair stepped forward from the wall near the door. She wore the standard light body armor of the TDF and the sidearm on her right hip with the long bladed knife on her left.

“My Regent…” She started to speak.


“Remove her from my presence Anthylea!” Saydia barked as she turned away. “I will deal with her and the Council of Governors when we return! We…”


The loud chime in the conference room prevented her from finishing and everyone looked toward the internal speakers.


“Sovereign Regent… our sensors are detecting a large, unknown ship within the Ventori system. It does not match any known ship configurations we have in our data base.” The female voice spoke. “We are also detecting a Kintaur Medium Cruiser in the system. Long range sensors indicate it is without main power but we are still too far to determine anything else.”


“I’m on my way!” Saydia snapped. “She pointed at Perlyea. “Bring her and her cronies Anthylea! If my daughters are dead… then I will insure they die ten seconds after I discover this.”


Saydia didn’t hesitate and headed out of the conference room for the bridge of her flagship.

BRIDGE OF THE SAKAR

“…Still can’t determine the configuration of the ship!” A voice spoke from one side of the bridge. “I’ve never seen anything like it!”


“Keep searching the databanks!” The Tasmor Captain barked from her slightly inclined chair on the right side of the bridge. “Status of weapons and shields?”


“Shields at full power!” 


“Weapons standing by!”


The large double doors to the bridge opened and Saydia entered at a brisk walk. The female Captain rose to her feet as Saydia looked directly at her. “Speak to me Drenia!” She hissed in a more subdued and friendly tone of voice. “What is happening?”


“We don’t know anything yet.” Drenia answered immediately. “Our long range sensors cannot give us precise scans of the ship.”


Saydia looked at her. “We are in range.” She stated. “Why not?”


Drenia shook her head. “Something is scrambling the sensors. The ship matches nothing like I have ever seen. It is the largest ship I have ever encountered Saydia. If what scans we do have are accurate it is over two thousand five hundred meters long Regent.”


Saydia looked at her with wide eyes not even registering the fact Drenia had used her name. They were close friends and Saydia demanded Drenia act in this way. “Is it… could it be Pralor?” She asked.


Drenia shook her head. “Unless they have designed a smaller combat ship that we are not aware of… no. However it is…”


“What?” Saydia asked.


“It is radiating something very similar to Pralor Power signatures Regent Daret.” Drenia answered. “Similar but unlike them in any way that I have studied.”


“The Kintaur ship?” Saydia demanded.


“It is operating on emergency power only.” Drenia answered. “This new ship appears to be holding it in some sort of immobilizing beam. We are detecting no engines emissions from the Kintaur ship at all. But we have detected two hull breaches. One above their engine core and one below. Both have emergency force fields in place. It appears… it appears as if the Kintaur ship has been deprived of its main engine.”


Saydia looked at her oddly. She was not unfamiliar with ship combat and operations and she had never heard of this. “Deprived? “ She asked. “What do you mean Drenia?”


Drenia Corllor had been the Captain of Saydia’s flagship for the better part of ten years. The Sovereign Regent was a taskmaster and demanded the finest from her ship and crew, yet she was also fair and even tempered. She trusted Drenia to train and lead the crew and maintain their readiness.


“It is unlike anything I have ever seen Sovereign.” Drenia answered. “The engine core of the Kintaur ship has somehow been literally removed from the ship. It’s as if some giant hand simply punched through the entire ship and took their main engine with it.”


“How soon before we enter the system.” Saydia asked.


“Fifty-three seconds Sovereign.” Drenia answered.


“Target the Kintaur ship first!” Saydia barked. “Destroy it completely Drenia. Then break into Attack Pattern Domrae and we will destroy this new ship as well. And begin scanning for our frigates and any of our people on the surface when we enter the system.”


“You… you wish to attack this unknown ship Regent?” Drenia gasped.


“If they have not destroyed the Kintaur ship then they must be helping them.” Saydia spoke. “Our frigates must have disabled the cruiser and then they called for reinforcements! Why else would they have the Kintaur ship in a holding beam?”


“Regent… this ship is six hundred meters larger than the SAKAR.” Drenia said. “It is larger than any ship we have in our fleet. We…”


“Captain Drenia…!” The female voice echoed from the opposite side of the bridge. “I am receiving an Urgent Situation Gamma transmission on Sub Space frequency 3459.28! It’s the emergency channel!”


Drenia turned to face the woman. “From who?” She demanded.


“It bears the Command authorizations of both Emylea and Namiri Daret!” The woman answered.


Saydia’s eyes grew wide. “Open the channel!” She ordered without hesitation.


“…Approaching Tasmor Defense Forces ships! This is First Commander Emylea Daret and my sister, First Legion Scout Commander Namiri Daret! You must respond!” Emylea’s voice echoed on the bridge now.

Saydia heard the urgency in her daughter’s voice and moved closer to the COM officer. “Can she hear me?”


“Yes Regent.”


“Emylea!” Saydia blurted without pause. “Emylea!”


“Mother?” Emylea’s voice echoed in surprise. “Mother is that you?”


Saydia wanted to openly weep in relief but she held her will firm and nodded her head even though Emylea could not see her. “Yes Emylea… it is I. Namiri is with you Emylea?”


“She is within the transmission mother but sending from the planet.” Emylea spoke. “Can you… can you activate a holo transmission mother?”


Saydia looked at Drenia. “It is a risk Regent.” Drenia spoke softly. “We do not know…”


“Mother… the First Captain is correct… it is a risk and not something we normally do… but Namiri and I are fine.” Emylea’s voice echoed in the speakers. 


“Mother… Tobia is with me on the surface!” Namiri’s voice chimed in now.


“Tobia?” Saydia gasped aloud. “Namiri how…”


“The ship you are detecting is not an enemy mother!” Emylea spoke once more. “It is a Lycavorian ship! It has disabled the Kintaur cruiser and they have killed those Kintaur on the surface. They are here for their people mother. They are not an enemy.”


“Activate a holo link!” Saydia exclaimed.


“Initiating!” The COM officer spoke.


The floor to the side lit up briefly and then Saydia was looking at her daughters in the transmission. She wanted to cry out in relief but she once more maintained her composure. It was obvious enough to see that Emylea was not on any Tasmor ship that they knew of and Namiri was standing outside with a great deal of activity behind her.


“Emylea! Namiri! What is going on?” Saydia demanded.


“Mother… if you enter the system and attack the Lycavorian ship you will be destroyed!” Emylea spoke quickly.


“They are protecting the Kintaur ship!” Saydia spat disdainfully. “They have it in some sort of holding beam!”


Emylea nodded her head. “They disabled the Kintaur cruiser’s power by destroying its main engine core mother.” Emylea stated quickly. “They are keeping it in a holding beam so the residual particles from its engine do not spread across the system. They saved me mother. I was a prisoner on the Kintaur ship and they just appeared and… and they rescued me!”


“A prisoner!” Saydia hissed in horror.


“I am fine mother!” Emylea quickly added. “Namiri… tell her…”


“Mother… the Kintaur forces here on the surface were chasing us.” Namiri began once more. “These new… these new Lycavorians appeared and… mother they destroyed an entire Kintaur War Platoon in under three minutes! I witnessed it with my own eyes! They left none alive!”


This news caused murmurs among the bridge crew as heads turned back and forth and eyes met. As a commander of ground forces Namiri Daret may have been young by Tasmor standards, but no one doubted her skill or bravery. She was a vicious fighter and had proven herself many times over in the past. She was also one of the foremost experts among the Scout Legions.

“Mother… they have other ships in orbit that you can not see!” Emylea spoke again. “They… they have a way to hide their ships from our sensors and visual reference! If you attack… they will stop hiding and they will destroy all of you! You must stand down and enter the system peacefully!”


“How… how do I know this is not all some elaborate hoax?” Saydia demanded. “Emylea, Namiri, the Kintaur have used our people like this before! You know that! We…”


Saydia saw Namiri looked to the side in her transmission and then the obvious form of the female moved into the transmission next to her. She was taller than her petite five foot tall daughter by a good five inches and Saydia Daret could not hold back the intake of breath at her exotic beauty. She wore very strange black and crimson body armor, armor unlike any she had ever seen before and her black hair was very long and pulled into some sort of pony tail. What was even more amazing were her eyes, astonishing azure blue eyes that almost glowed in their brightness. The blue colored eyes were encased by a thick black ring and it was obvious that whoever she was, she was Lycavorian, as the tips of her fangs were extended and protruding from beneath her full lips. Saydia also saw the tips of a dual set of fangs beside her main ones, something she had never seen in a Lycavorian before. Those eyes gazed at her intently now.

“Good day!” Aricia spoke casually. “Your daughters are telling you the truth Sovereign Regent Daret. They are in no danger from us. They were helping our people run from these fool Kintaur and were ready to defend them with their lives. They have nothing to fear from us. And nor do you.”

“You… you are holding them there!” Saydia stammered.

Aricia shook her head. “We are not holding them at all Sovereign Regent Saydia Daret.” Aricia smiled gently when she saw the surprised look on Saydia’s face. “Yes… Tobia has told us about you.”

“Who are you?” Saydia demanded.

“My name is Aricia Leonidas… I am one of six Queens of the Lycavorian Union.” She answered seeing the surprise on Saydia’s face once more. “My people do not run from the enemy very well Sovereign Regent Daret. Any enemy. It’s not in our nature. Your people stood with us bravely and we recognize this. Our mate’s brother is going to bring your daughter to the surface as soon as we are done talking. Your people are being fed… though our combat rations are not the tastiest food they will ever have I’m quite sure.  My fellow Queen and wife Anja Leonidas is seeing to their medical needs if any.”


“You are… you are a Queen?” Saydia gasped in surprise.


“Mother… this is the Queen of the Lycavorian people. One… one of them anyway.” Namiri declared. 


“There is no Lycavorian Queen! There is no King! The Lycavorian government was destroyed when the Svorag attacked that planet!” Perlyea snapped from the side of the bridge now. “You are lying! You are lying to us! All of you lie!”


“Perlyea remain silent!” Saydia hissed angrily.


Aricia shook her head slowly in disbelief at the ignorance of some people. “Forgive me… I am not in the best of moods at the moment. We have come a long way to find our people and when we do… we discover these Kintaur fools trying to turn them into slaves! Our husband and King did not like this in the least and he made the Kintaur pay the ultimate price for their misconceptions. As our beloved husband is fond of saying… we can do this one of two ways. We have no desire for a conflict with you and we even assisted your people here on the surface. They are fine troops by the way, and very well led. You can see one of our ships on your sensors… but if you enter this system and attack that ship… the other forty will appear and our husband and mate will order them to blow your arrogant asses out of the stars.” Aricia finished in a rather blunt and final tone of voice. “How is that for diplomacy and first contact? It’s your choice to make.”


Saydia could not see Helen rolling her eyes in disgust at Aricia’s words as she stood just outside the transmission cone. She had arrived on the surface only a few moments before the transmission and helped Tobia convince Martin to allow Aricia to make the initial transmission since the Tasmor were a female dominated society. Helen should have known better though, Aricia Leonidas, like Anja and Martin, could be as blunt as a sledge hammer at times. This was one of those times.

“Drenia… what is on our sensors?” Saydia gasped.


“Nothing that we can see Sovereign…” Drenia answered. “There is still nothing on the sensors except that one ship and the disabled Kintaur vessel!” She exclaimed. 


“Twenty seconds to entry of system!” The voice echoed.


Saydia returned her gaze to those beautiful azure blue eyes eyes in the transmission standing beside her daughter.


“I have twelve ships!” Saydia spoke.

Aricia nodded her head. “We have forty-one. And two of them are twice the size of the ship you can see on your sensors. We are not looking for a conflict as I said… but if you want one… it will be very short I assure you. And all of you will be space dust!”


“Mother please listen to her!” Emylea pleaded. “She is telling the truth mother. I am on 
one of the ships you cannot see! It is huge mother! Their technology is… it is beyond ours!”


“Mother… I told you Tobia is on the surface with me.” Namiri spoke once more. “She urges you to be wise and use your intuition.”


Saydia’s mind raced back to the moments she and the Pralor Tobia had shared. Tobia was a soothsayer almost and could always say and do things to put Saydia at ease. She was also a very good lover in their bed and though they had parted ways it had been on excellent terms for Saydia realized Tobia was still very much in love with another and Saydia had feeling s for someone else as well. Truly, Tobia was one of only three Pralors that Saydia had any faith and trust in.


Saydia turned to Drenia. “Drenia… give the order to power down our weapons.” She stated.


“Sovereign Regent I protest!” Perlyea spat as she moved forward. “You can not allow them to dictate to us what we will do! We are Tasmor!”


Saydia ignored her. “Captain Drenia, please issue the order to power down our weapons and prepare to enter the system. Pass the word to all ships that we are dropping to medium alert. We do not know what is happening and I will not risk our people and ships against an unknown force.”


Drenia nodded her head in relief and turned to begin issuing orders. Saydia turned back to the image of the man in the transmission. “I have done as you ask.” She spoke. “I ask only that you do not hurt my daughters.”


Saydia saw the woman smile now and bare those incredibly vicious dual wolf fangs unlike any she had seen before. However her eyes told Saydia a different story and she felt herself relax somewhat. 


“We have no intention of hurting your daughters.” Aricia told her. “They and your other people helped mine. They were willing to die fighting these Kintaur fools in protecting my people. We don’t forget things like that. We have daughters as well Sovereign Regent, eight of them in fact. To show you that we are not an enemy I will even put your daughters on one of our transports and we will shuttle up to your ship when you obtain orbit.”

“And after that?” Saydia asked her.

“Our husband will allow you to maintain a defensive posture if you wish… and we will order a few more of our ships to appear so that you know what you would have faced would have been suicidal.” Aricia told her. “Then I suggest that we all return to the surface so that we can talk.”

“Talk?” Saydia gasped. “I want my daughters and our people back! We have nothing to talk about!”


Aricia’s smile was not pleasant this time and Saydia almost sensed that. “Oh… but we do have a lot to talk about Sovereign Regent Saydia Daret. We need to talk about where you have taken all of our people that survived the Svorag attack on this planet. We would like them back if you don’t mind; every last one of them. We will see you shortly. Spartan Two is clear!”

Saydia looked at the transmission in shock as it ended abruptly. What had she just opened the door into she wondered.
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“Five ships total. Four of which materialized out of nowhere just as we entered the system. One is nearly four thousand meters long! None of them match any known ship we have in our databases.” Captain Drenia spoke as she read from the data pad. “I have deployed our Detachment into a standard defensive diamond and we will come in range of the planet in just under an hour.”

“What about these ships?” Saydia asked.

 “Our passive sensors are unable to penetrate their hulls, as they are made of some sort of material we have never seen before. My Chief Sensor Operator says even an active scan might not get through.” Drenia answered her. “We have never seen their configuration before as I have said. Visual sensors indicate what appear to be large, energy based turrets all across the surface of the largest ship and our helm officer says what looks like smaller launch bays on the ventral portion of this same ship.”

“Launch bays?” Saydia asked. “Launch bays for what Drenia?”


“I would have to say fighters or drones of some sort Sovereign.” Drenia answered. “If I had to guess… I would say this is a carrier vessel of some kind Sovereign. It is similar in theory to what we once considered but ruled out due to the size and cost.” She looked back to the data pad. “From what we have been able to determine, all of the ships have what appear to be some form of regenerative shielding and this same composition of armor and hull. All of them also have what appear to be Pralor Quantum Fusion power sources; at the very least based on their technology anyway. They are very different energy readings than what we have taken from Pralor ships but they are also very similar in some ways. They are all exceptionally well armed Sovereign Regent. That woman was right… given what we have been able to detect on sensors and the obvious advanced power source on all the ships… we would not have stood a chance against them.”


“Such defeatist’s attitudes are not needed!” Perlyea snapped from her seat.


“Chief Counsel Perlyea Kalrr!” Saydia snarled at the woman. “You will not berate one of the most senior ship officers within the TDF in my presence! Captain Drenia certainly has forgotten more about ship combat than you will ever understand Chief Counsel!”


“The Second Officer from your daughter’s Patrol Frigate forwarded a initial report as soon as we entered the system Sovereign.” Drenia said. “They only saw the one ship on their sensors the entire time. They fired on the Kintaur ship almost instantly after taking it within this holding beam. Within moments they detected the signatures of half a dozen smaller transport ships entering the atmosphere of Ventori. None of them came from this single ship. At least a dozen more have moved to the surface since the fighting stopped. Emylea herself stated that they just appeared on the Kintaur ship and rescued her. These are things we just cannot dismiss as irrelevant!”


“We are Tasmor!” Perlyea barked. “We bow to no one, especially not to some male who pronounces himself King and uses females as his pawns!”

“How do we know he is not a King?” Another female spoke from the end of the table.


Saydia looked at the woman. “Major Remina…?”


“We have been assisting the relocation of the Lycavorian people from Ventori for just over three years now Sovereign Regent, but we do not know enough about them or their history to draw any definitive answers to many questions that we still have. They are not native to this system, which we do know without question. Even their own history scholars say this. How did they get here if those on Ventori have not even achieved space flight? They are a proud people, just as we are.” The woman answered. “Only a few among our people, including your daughter Namiri, have made any effort to learn about them and their ways.”


“They are beneath us!” Perlyea said.


“Those Lycavorians from Ventori are less advanced than us in technological terms Chief Counsel… but that does not make them less than us.” Remina answered calmly. “They stood against the Svorag without fear and with great skill before they were overwhelmed by sheer numbers. They killed hundreds of thousands of them before they fell. They are by no means stupid and their remaining leaders have insured they look after their people first and foremost in any dealings that they have with us concerning our agreements with the Polyplast mines.”

“We must not forget that these new Lycavorians are technologically far more advanced than us.” Drenia spoke. “Where did they come from?”
“It’s obvious they are pawns of the Pralors!” Perlyea hissed. “They even admit to Tobia travelling with them.”

“We already know what you think of the Pralor people Perlyea!” Saydia snapped. “Tobia has never lied to me or to us! I do not believe she is lying to us now! If she is with them, there is a reason that we do not know.”

“You only think this because she shared the warmth of your bed during her stays among our people!” Perlyea spoke.

Saydia lifted her hand to point at Perlyea. “Who I share my bed with is my business and mine alone Chief Counsel! Tobia was among our people for nearly a year and she did nothing but make friends and assist us in however she was able! You will not speak badly of her! Is that very clear?” 

“Your judgment concerning her is clouded and…” Perlyea began.

“I do not think Sovereign Regent Daret’s judgment is clouded Chief Counsel Perlyea.” Drenia spoke thoughtfully, cutting off Perlyea. “If they did get their technology from the Pralor people, then it would be recognizable to us. These ships and the power sources my people are seeing are quite different. It may look like Pralor technology at first glance but it is most certainly not their technology. They built it to be very similar perhaps using some base designs and schematics, but it is definitely not Pralor tech.”


“Namiri said these new Lycavorians decimated an entire Kintaur War Platoon Sovereign Regent.” Remina spoke once more. “How can we just overlook that? We have fought the Kintaur for centuries and would never face a War Platoon with anything less than two or three to one odds.”


“The female who spoke to us Remina…?” Saydia asked turning to look at her. “She seemed different than other females I have seen from their species.”


“Much more confident and in control… yes I noticed that as well.” Remina spoke. “I have a theory Sovereign… if you will allow me.”

Saydia nodded. “Of course.”


“I have debriefed many of the Lycavorian leaders that were able to escape the Svorag attacks and who we then rescued.” Remina told her. “When I asked about their history… all of them were very open of what their history scrolls and data pads spoke of. We did not have to assist them yet you made the decision to do just that. They are very grateful to us Sovereign.”

“What did they tell you?” Saydia asked.

“They spoke of another entirely different caste of Lycavorians that was thought lost to the ages long ago. Alpha Lycavorians they called them; the most dominant males and females of their species. These Alpha Lycavorians were the ones who usually had most of the positions of authority and who did most of the fighting. They were physically larger, much more aggressive and far less prone to bow to pressure. Hence why this female acted as she did. I would hazard a guess and say she is an Alpha Lycavorian female. And if she spoke of a King, her husband and mate, then he is undoubtedly an Alpha as well.”


“We know every portion of this Quadrant of space!” Perlyea spoke now. “There are no such Lycavorians anywhere like you speak!”

“I did not say they came from this Quadrant of space Chief Counsel.” Remina stated. “And it would be ignorant in the extreme for us to assume that we are alone among the stars with the exception of those species in this quadrant.”


Drenia and Saydia both looked at her with wide eyes as they understood what she was saying. “They have Interstellar Drive capability!” Saydia finally gasped.


“It would explain why we have never seen them before.” Remina said. “Captain Drenia has already said their technology appears to be based on Pralor technology… at least in some form. We already know that the Pralor people have Interstellar Drive capability…”

“Which they refused to share with us!” Perlyea spat.

“Just because they refused to share this knowledge with us does not make them bad Chief Counsel. Or untrustworthy as you believe.” Remina stated and Saydia held back her smile as she watched the Major stick it to the arrogant woman. “We will eventually develop Interstellar travel, just as we developed Interplanetary travel. Having it given to us by another species when we are not ready to face whatever is out there… that is foolish. It is also foolish to assume that the Pralors are the only species that has this knowledge?”


This statement caused even Perlyea to remain quiet while ideas and options raced through their minds.


Perlyea was the first one to speak. “Major Remina… would it be logical to think that if this Alpha caste did indeed exist, that they would be even more physically robust than those we are familiar with?”

Remina nodded her head slowly. “I would imagine so yes.” She replied. 
Saydia looked at her now. “Remina do you still have the names of the Lycavorians you spoke to?”

“Certainly Sovereign Regent. As well as the planets we relocated them to.” She replied. “All of them went to our planets with the largest Polyplast mines in our territory. As I said it is one of the agreements they offered in return for us helping them. They insisted on this in order to keep their honor and work ethic. They would work the mines for us and in return we would provide housing and pay and medical care. As you know the Polyplast mines are deadly to our people but have no effect on Lycavorians due to their increased regenerative healing systems. It is my understanding the agreement has worked out rather well for both of our peoples and ore production has increased by nineteen percent since they began running the mines. They actually offered this to us in return for our help as I said. They are a proud species after all.”


“I want you to speak with them again.” Saydia said. “Transfer to one of our Battlecruisers and use our long range communications. Have them gathered and talk with them. Find out whatever you can about what they know.”


Perlyea glared at her. “You can’t seriously be entertaining the notion of allowing them to return to Tasmor space with us?” She almost shouted.


Saydia looked at her. “Yes I am.” She stated. 


“I protest!” Perlyea spat.


“Protest all you like.” Saydia told her. “I will do everything within my power to protect our people whether the Council of Governors agrees or not!”


“You can’t be serious?” Perlyea gasped.


“I have six hundred billion Tasmor lives that rely on me to keep them safe and to insure that they have a future!” Saydia barked. “I assure you… I am most serious!”


The buzzing from the panel on the table started and Saydia reached out and tapped the panel. “Yes?”


“Sovereign… one of the Lycavorian transports has left the surface. They are requesting permission to land in our Port Landing Bay.” The female voice spoke. “They say that your daughters are onboard as well as the woman who spoke to you.”

“Allow them to land!” Saydia spoke. “I want a full security detachment in place in three minutes!”


“Their orders?” The voice asked.


“To observe for now.” Saydia answered. “Only observe.”
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Saydia and the others were circled by a ring of twelve TDF Regent Security. They were exceptionally well trained Tasmor females that were Saydia’s personal guard. These twelve traveled wherever Saydia went, while another twenty-four secured her home and offices on the Tasmor homeworld of Maravina. They rotated over the course of months so that none of them became complacent in their duties. The tall, dark skinned and exotically beautiful Anthylea was their commander and she stood just to Saydia’s right and slightly behind her. Anthylea was never very far from their Sovereign Regent’s side and had been her personal RS Officer for over a decade now.

Activity in the landing bay had come to a halt as the STRIKER DT MK II had eased into the landing bay with the instructions from the Tasmor flight control officer and settled gently to the deck. The odd looking ship was nearly as large as some of the Tasmor military Frigates and from the way it maneuvered to enter the bay and then inside the landing bay, none one doubted the skill of the pilot. All of them stared at the sleek looking ship in awe. They had never seen anything like it before and many wondered just what was inside the more than one hundred meter long ship. Drenia stood beside Saydia and her trained eye took in the smooth way the ship hovered off the deck and moved within the confines of the landing bay. Whoever was piloting the ship was very, very good at what they did Drenia decided. 

As the landing struts touched down and the engines of the strange ship began to ebb, Tasmor Security forces moved forward to surround it. 
“Weapons at the ready but keep them pointed at the deck!” Anthylea called out.

It wasn’t long before the rear ramp of the MK II began to lower and as everyone watched the interior of the ship appear, the first thing Saydia saw was her daughters standing just inside. Between them stood the woman she had spoken to in the transmission and as soon as the ramp touched the deck and was fully down, Emylea and Namiri jogged down the ramp holding hands directly for where she stood.

Saydia put aside all pretense of her position as she stepped between her security officers and met her daughters half way. She embraced them both tightly in her arms, kissing their heads and holding them to her for a bit longer than usual. This was a surprise for Namiri since her mother had really never shown her much affection as she grew, while her older sisters were showered with love and care. Namiri still loved her mother dearly and this display right now made her feel as if her mother did indeed love her just as much as her sisters. Her words and actions only confirmed this for Namiri, which made her heart sing.
Saydia hugged them both tightly, holding each of their faces in her hands as she inspected them, and then kissing their cheeks on both sides in the traditional fashion of Tasmor mothers. She then planted an additional kiss on each of their foreheads which indicated her deep love for her children as was also tradition in Tasmor society. This was something that Saydia had never done with Namiri, and having her act this way now made Namiri’s heart sing in happiness. 

Saydia held Namiri’s hand in her right and Emylea’s hand in her left as she looked back and forth between them. “You are both unhurt?” She asked with concern. 

Emylea and Namiri nodded quickly in reply. “We are fine mother.” Emylea answered her. “Really… we are fine.”

Saydia looked back and forth between them and, as if for the first time in many years, she stared at Namiri and saw the stunning beauty she had grown into. Her flowing dark hair and stunning eyes belonged to her father yes, but Namiri had gotten her mother’s delicious female figure as had all her daughters, and her features were definitely more like her own. Saydia realized at that very moment that she had not shown Namiri the love she had deserved through her life because of who her father was and the way they had parted, and she swore now to make amends as best as she was able starting now.

Namiri stared into her eyes and saw something in her mother’s beautiful orbs that she had never seen before when she looked at her. She saw love and acceptance and this caused even more happiness to surge through her.

“We had a few casualties… but nothing serious.” Namiri told her.

Saydia looked up as she saw the figure of the woman begin to walk down the ramp now. She saw only the tall, helmeted man beside her, dressed in similar body armor as her and his eyes sweeping back and forth as if looking for danger.

Emylea and Namiri turned as Aricia strode up slowly and stopped. 

“Mother… this is… this is Queen Aricia Leonidas.” Namiri spoke as she motioned to Aricia.

Saydia took note that while she was not as tall as her own five foot ten, this woman stood close to that and the body armor she wore did not hide the obvious female proportions of her body. Her raven black hair, still in the pony tail, was now drawn over to the front of her left shoulder. 

Aricia smiled as she looked at Saydia. “I bid you welcome from the United Lycavorian Union Sovereign Regent Daret.” She stated.

“You will bow before the Sovereign Regent of the Tasmor people!” Anthylea barked as she stepped forward quickly.

Atropos glared at the tall woman. “A Queen of the Lycavorian Union does not bow to anyone!” He snapped at her.

“You will be silent man!” Anthylea hissed at him. “And know your place among us!”

Aricia reached out calmly and placed her hand on her older brother’s arm before he sent the woman flying across the bay. Tobia had told them to expect this type of greeting and had recommended that Atropos remain behind. Martin and Anja had insisted however and Aricia agreed knowing her brother would not allow her to go alone.

“Pen ur echta un el fervon.” She told him gently. (I will talk to them brother.)

Atropos met his younger sister’s eyes and nodded his head. “Evell alad ter pera oyln nes wen tulan arande.” He told her. (We do not know if they are friend sister)

Aricia smiled up at him. [Isn’t that what we are here to find out?] She asked him within Mindvoice now.

[That does not mean I will allow them to mistreat you Aricia!] Atropos told her. Though he had never been a very powerful Mindvoicer to begin with, once becoming Anja’s Captain and a member of the Durcunusaan, Atropos had grown ten fold in ability and power. He was among those who were considered very high Tier Six Mindvoicers now, equal to Andreus his brother.
Aricia nodded her head. [I know fervon. Just keep your temper in check. As many years as you have protected Anja, her utter lack of patience for arrogant fools has rubbed off on you completely.]
Atropos blinked and then smiled slightly. [Well… that is true.] He answered.

Aricia squeezed his arm and then turned to meet Anthylea’s dark eyes. The exchange between them had not gone unnoticed by Namiri for she had seen other Lycavorians doing the same thing; looking at one another as if talking and it finally hit her standing there. She looked up at her mother. 

“Mother… they are speaking with their minds.” She whispered though others who stood close by could hear her.

Saydia looked at her with wide eyes. “What?”

“I have seen other Lycavorians do this.” Namiri said. “They are communicating with their minds and using their native language in the open.” 
Aricia’s eyes turned away from where Anthylea glared at her trying to intimidate her and having no effect and focused on Saydia just as she was looking back to her. “Your daughter is correct Sovereign Regent Daret.” Aricia spoke calmly. “My brother and I were talking with each other.”

“You… you can speak with your thoughts?” Saydia gasped aloud.

Aricia nodded. “In a manner of speaking yes.”

“What… what did you say? Speak now!” Anthylea demanded moving closer to Saydia.

“I do not bow to anyone.” Aricia stated evenly as she met Anthylea’s gaze. “I am one of six Queens of the Lycavorian Union and Anome to the King. Is that going to be a problem for you?”
“You will show respect where it is deemed!” Anthylea snapped once more.

“Your attempts at intimidation are sorely lacking whoever you are. They will not work with me.” Aricia stated.

“I am First Colonel Anthylea Tomar! I command the Sovereign Regent’s personal detail of Tasmor Regent Security!” Anthylea spat.

“An impressive title I’m sure.” Aricia told her. “However… respect is earned and not given simply because it is demanded.” Aricia spoke before she looked back to Saydia and met her eyes dismissing Anthylea. This dismissal infuriated Anthylea and she made to move closer to Aricia but Saydia’s discrete hand motion stopped her. “I have returned your daughters to you Regent Daret. Your ships are welcome to land on Ventori in order to retrieve your other people. We are grateful for their help and honor them for their actions. We in turn would like to meet and discuss the location of where you have taken the other survivors among our people so that we may retrieve them.”

“We have taken no one!” Perlyea snapped now as she came forward. “We saved your people from the Svorag!”

Aricia nodded her head. “To which we are extremely grateful.” Aricia said. “However… we are here now and we would like them back. All of them.”

“Now you make demands!” Perlyea spat.

“I’m making a request.” Aricia spoke.

“We are Tasmor and we do not answer to you!” Perlyea barked. “We do not even know who you are! Where you come from? Yet you threaten us with these so called hidden ships that you say you have!”
“Those ships are very real I assure you. Your forces were in an attack formation.” Aricia spoke calmly. “Your intent was to attack our ship when you entered the system without even trying to determine what the situation was. You thought we were helping the Kintaur. Is that not correct Sovereign Daret?”

“The Sovereign Regent of the Tasmor people does not respond to individuals who claim to be Queen and threaten our people!” Perlyea snapped once more. “We do not know you! Why should we trust you! You do not even follow proper decorum when speaking to your betters!”
“Decorum?” Aricia asked slightly surprised. “And who exactly are you?”
“I am Chief Counsel of the Tasmor people Perlyea Kalrr!” She replied.

“And that is a position of some importance I assume?” Aricia asked honestly.

Namiri could barely contain the small laugh that threatened to escape her throat at Aricia’s comment. She saw Perlyea’s eyes widen in anger at this and out of the corner of her eyes she saw Emylea also trying to hide her smile. She stepped forward slightly. 

“The Chief Counsel of the Tasmor people is second only to my mother in authority.” Namiri spoke to Aricia.

Aricia nodded her head. “I see.” 

“That the Sovereign Regent even chose to meet with you is only because of her two daughters!” Perlyea continued after a moment and even more angry because of Namiri’s answer to Aricia’s question. “We are Tasmor and we are dominant here!”

Aricia looked at Perlyea once more. “Yes… you have already stated that. Quite bluntly I might add. I am not Tasmor however.” She spoke looking back to Saydia who had remained silent so far much to the surprise of both Emylea and Namiri. “Is this how it is to be then?” Aricia asked. “These two voices speak for you as the Sovereign Regent and leader of your people?”

“Mother!” Emylea gasped. “Mother they… they saved us!”

“We do not… we do not know them Emylea!” Saydia spoke for the first time now. “We don’t know where they came from or what they want!”

“We come from what normal star charts would call the Alpha Quadrant.” Aricia stated openly causing many of them to gaze at her in open shock. “And all we want is our people back. I believe I have already made that abundantly clear.”

“Then you do have Interstellar Drive capability!” Perlyea hissed.

Aricia ignored her. “My husband and mate had hoped that you would come to Ventori so that we could sit down in more comfortable surroundings and discuss things in a friendly and open way.” She said.

“Answer my question!” Perlyea barked at her.

“I do not answer to you… upaee! And I am done talking to you!” Aricia snarled now as her patience began to wear thin and she allowed her azure blue eyes to shift to her wolf persona. The Regent Security force grew anxious and their hands tightened on their weapons as they inched closer to their regent. Aricia turned back to Saydia. “You have your daughters Regent Daret… and you may collect your other forces on Ventori freely. Once that is complete… if you wish no further contact with us then we ask that you leave the Ventori system and make no attempt to return. We will find our people on our own and retrieve them, wherever they may be.”

“Are you threatening us?” Perlyea growled.
Aricia shook her head. “Not at all… I’m merely stating what we will do.” She replied. “We are new to this quadrant of space and we would have liked to seek out new allies and friends. I see that is not what you want as well.”
“Your people are within Tasmor space!” Perlyea spat.

“Then that is where we will go to collect them.” Aricia said. “Unless you are now telling me you will not allow us to do this.” 

“You ally yourself with the Pralor people!” Perlyea spoke. “They are no friends to us!”

Aricia looked at her.  “There are many among our people, myself included, who can trace our original bloodlines back within our history and discover Pralor bloodlines mixed in with that of our Lycavorian blood. Trust me… it was very much a surprise to the Pralor people when we arrived here. However… that is the reason we came out here.” Aricia told her. “We did not know what we would find.”

“But you do have Interstellar Drive capability?” Saydia asked finally speaking.

Aricia met her eyes. “I don’t see the relevance of that in our current situation.” She replied.

“We will decide what is relevant!” Perlyea spoke. “You tell us you have over forty ships hidden out here. We see only five! You demand your people back when you have not provided and cared for them for the last three years! We saved your people!” She snarled vehemently. “The Tasmor saved your people! What will you give us in return for what we have done?”

Aricia’s eyes went from Perlyea to Saydia slowly. “Are you saying that you will hold our people hostage in return for some form of reparations Sovereign Regent Daret?” She asked.

“Mother you can’t!” Namiri exclaimed. “Mother… they saved us!”

“Mother please!” Emylea protested. “They…”

“Be silent both of you!” Saydia hissed at them. She turned back to Aricia quickly. “You are… you are not like the other Lycavorians that we are accustomed to. Are there… are there more of your people?”

“The Lycavorian Union comprises over nine hundred worlds and some hundred and ninety different species.” Aricia told her. “Lycavorians are only part of the Union.”

“Nine hundred worlds?” Saydia gasped in shock. “How… how large is…”

“At our last census… our population was almost forty trillion.” Aricia answered her seeing the looks of utter astonishment from many of those standing around. “Lycavorians as a whole make up only about fourteen percent of our population.”

“Yet you are Queen.” Saydia said. “An Alpha female… yes?”

Aricia canted her head slightly as she looked at her. “The different castes of our people have long since been abandoned… but yes… to answer your question, I am what would be considered an Alpha female. As are all my fellow Queens.”

“No doubt your pig male uses you and the others at his whim!” Perlyea hissed. “You are pawns of his!”

Aricia’s wolf eyes narrowed somewhat. “Martin Leonidas is King of the Union. We are his wives and mates and Queens. We are mothers to his many children. He is many things… but he is most certainly not a pig.” She told Perlyea. “The tone in which you speak of our beloved husband is offensive to me. The entire tone of this meeting is offensive to me. I believe we will be leaving now. It has been a pleasure meeting you Sovereign Regent Daret… but our business is concluded. I will return to Ventori and explain to my husband that you do not wish to be friends or have friendly relations.”

“You cannot leave!” Perlyea shouted out stunned that this female would just dismiss them. 
Aricia looked at her. “Oh yes… I can. Unless you plan on trying to stop me… or attempt to hold me hostage in some way. Either outcome would lead to violence and I can assure you, your people would not come out the victors.” She stated calmly. 
“You think much of yourself little Queen!” Perlyea snapped moving closer to her now very angry.

Aricia met her eyes with no back down in her whatsoever. “And you think too much of yourself. If conflict is what you wish then I guarantee that my brother and I will kill most of those in this landing bay before we fall. And we will begin with your Sovereign Regent and you woman!”

“Enough!” Saydia barked now as she moved forward. “We do not want violence!”

“Your Chief Counsel seems to think otherwise.” Aricia spoke.

“Perlyea damn you step back or I will have you arrested!” Saydia growled.

Aricia waited until the woman had taken several steps back, the look on her face one of arrogance and anger. She turned back to Saydia. “Please contact our Command ship on the frequency that we gave to you in order to facilitate the return of our people. As for any sort of reparations that you expect…”
“Wait!” Saydia exclaimed loudly. Saydia Daret looked at Aricia intently as she moved closer to her. This woman was confident and strong, much more so than any Lycavorian female she had ever met. She did not act as if the Tasmor were beneath her in any way, but she was obviously not going to be pushed around. In all honesty, she was like a breath of fresh air to Saydia. There was also something about her that told Saydia if pushed too far she would react viciously and the one thing Saydia had noticed right away was that she was highly skilled, as was the tall man beside her who she called brother. If it came to a conflict, Saydia did not doubt that those in their immediate area would not survive the encounter. “I will accept your invitation Queen Leonidas.”
Perlyea looked at her as if she had lost her mind. “Sovereign Regent you can’t!” She gasped aloud.

Saydia looked at her. “I can and I will.” Saydia spoke harshly. She turned back to Aricia. “May I bring others?”

Aricia turned back to face her fully. “You are in no danger with us Sovereign Regent… and you may bring as many aides or security as you see fit. Our ship can carry fifty easily… though most will have to sit on the floor. This class of ship is more of a moving home if you will.”
“Sovereign you cannot!” Perlyea persisted. “You will be out of our reach! We will not be able to retrieve you should anything happen!”

“Do you foresee something happening?” Aricia asked her now. “We do not wish a conflict and we most certainly will not start one. Will you?”

“No… we will not!” Saydia stated firmly. “Anthylea… choose a dozen to accompany us. Drenia… some of your engineers and technicians I think as well.” Saydia looked at Aricia. “If that is alright?”

Aricia nodded. “Of course.” She said.


“Mother… Namiri and I wish to return.” Emylea spoke. “I ordered my frigates to land and that is where our people are.”

Saydia looked at her and then Namiri and saw both of them nod. She bowed her head in acceptance. “Very well.” She said.


“Can we bring weapons?” Anthylea asked looking at Aricia.

“All of your people on Ventori still have their weapons First Colonel Anthylea Tomar.” Aricia answered her surprising Anthylea with her tone of respect. “You will not need them but it would be foolish of us to expect you to be weaponless given the situation don’t you think.”


“And what if the Kintaur return?” Perlyea demanded. “What if they come here with more ships and men?”


Aricia met her eyes. “Then they will find my beloved husband and mate does not care for them in the least. And he will deal with them. Harshly.”

VENTORI


“…Came out of nowhere Milord.” Nalmos spoke softly.


The ADHOC base was rapidly taking shape as more personnel from the ARC ROYAL and other ships were shuttling down. Portable buildings had already been put up and the smell of hot food was beginning to filter through the afternoon air. Word had spread quickly among the people that their King intended to remain here and search for more survivors. Already teams were preparing to strike out to the nearest cities and begin searching for more survivors. The Lycavorians from Ventori were still being looked after, many of them enjoying the first really good hot meal in months and for the first time in years feeling safe and secure. Duewa had been among the first down to the surface once the camp had been secure and she was now overseeing the medics as they moved among the people and examined and treated them. Duewa discovered that she, Anja and the dozen Hadarian medics were being viewed as almost godlike because of their healing abilities. Anja had done the initial exams and Duewa was now directing most of her efforts on those who Anja had singled out as needing special care. Most of the Lycavorians were in excellent health considering, but there were some elderly and children that needed specialized care and those were the ones Duewa focused on.

Anja and Helen had joined Martin, Danny and Nalmos on the grassy bank of the nearby river. Half a dozen Durcunusaan were situated at different locations all around them, all of them within fifty meters of their King, Queen and Feravomir. The arrival of Torma, Isheeni, Arzoal, Aurith and Miath had thrown the Lycavorians from Ventori and the Tasmor troops into a fit at first upon seeing the huge beasts when they exited the STRIKERS that landed. It took only a moment of seeing Martin standing in front of the obsidian scaled monstrosity and stroke his scales to calm the Lycavorians. As with their Alpha wolf brothers and sisters, the Beta and Omega wolves of Ventori adapted instantly to most any situation. The Tasmor had been another story as they huddled with each other and tried to move as far as possible from the dragons. It took only moments before the Ventori Lycavorians realized the dragons were just as intelligent as any two legged person walking the surface for they could feel and hear the tremors within the Etheric realm as Martin spoke to them and with nods of understanding they had taken to the skies above and begun searching out the area around them.

Nalmos lowered the ration bar after taking a bite and chewing for a few seconds. He had watched as the tiny, Persian red haired Queen settled between the King’s legs and tucked her petite form intimately against that of his. It looked comical in a way because of the body armor they both wore but Nalmos knew instantly why Anja did this. Martin’s Leonidas’s mint like scent permeated her entire being and he judged she had been turned at least two decades ago, probably more. While he would never comment on it, her honey scent and female wolf aura called only for one man and that was the King. He could smell five other distinct scents on the King, all deeply imbedded within his blood. Two of those scents Nalmos had met and watched as they departed the planet with Namiri; the raven haired pureblood female Queen and the golden blond haired elven Queen. For’mya’s ears, as well as those other elves among their group, had been something of incredible interest to the Ventori Lycavorians and the Tasmor for they had never seen elves before. Nalmos could also detect all of their female scents mingled deeply together which told him many things about the King and Queens now before him. He had watched as Martin reached into a small pouch on his belt as Anja settled between his legs and he pulled out what appeared to be a similar ration bar. He tore open the wrapper, and handed it to Anja who bit a chunk off before handing it back to him. It was a true Alpha instinct Nalmos knew. Always insure your mates ate first and had the choice pick of food. Nalmos knew Alphas adhered to this deeply from the many history scrolls he had studied growing up, and even now, at thirty-three thousand years old, to see that it was all actually true was a blessing.

Nalmos lifted his eyes back to Martin. “We had no warning. We had only just begun to build satellites that could see outside of our system. We had established a Space Program only the year prior to the initial attack. None of our satellites ever saw the monsters coming.” He continued speaking. “I was… I was Chief Justice of Jorlari… the city most of us are from.”


“Chief Justice?” Martin asked. “Like a judge?”


Nalmos shook his head. “I was the leader of Jorlari.”

Anja glanced up at Martin’s face. “Like a mayor Lover.” She spoke.


Martin nodded. “Ah… ok. That’s why everyone defers to you now?”


“They came out of the night sky in ships. Hundreds of ships.” Nalmos spoke softly. “There must have been hundreds of thousands of them that landed in the first wave all across the planet. Five million died in the first day. Fifteen million the second. My city… my city had a population of forty-three million Milord.” The pain in his voice was obvious to all of them and it showed in his face. “Those monsters butchered us in the streets like fodder! We fought valiantly but many of our most modern weapons were ineffective against them. On the third day we discovered they were taking thousands of our people prisoner and transporting them to their ships in orbit. Reports were coming in from all over the planet from other Chief Justices. They were reporting the same thing. Millions dead. Thousands taken prisoner. They were… they were transforming them and…”


“We know.” Anja said softly seeing his eyes look up at her. “We have seen what they do to those they take prisoner. They are called Svorag.”


“You… you have fought them my Queen?” Nalmos asked surprised.


Martin nodded his head. “Yes. Our weapons work a lot better… but they are still some hard ronnus to kill.”


“Please continue Nalmos.” Anja said softly.


“We… we broke into small groups… hundreds of small groups and began making our way into the timber and mountains to escape them.” Nalmos continued now. “Many were soon discovered and…”


“You had family?” Martin asked him gently.


Nalmos looked up into his eyes. “A wife and mate.” He answered with a gentle nod. “We had… we had nine children. She… my mate was killed on the second night along with our two youngest sons. Four of my sons were in the active army and my daughters all worked in City Common areas. The Medical Center and Communications Department. My mate… she was… she was Senior Surgeon at the main medical center. I do… I do not know what became of my other children. Survivors were scattered everywhere across the planet. It is… it is my hope that they were rescued by the Tasmor and taken to safety.”

“When did these Tasmor show up?” Martin asked.


Nalmos looked at him. “Six months after the invasion began they just… these Svorag just stopped looking for survivors and left. The first Tasmor ships began to land a month later.”


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Wait… they just stopped and left?” He asked.


Nalmos nodded his head. “No one can explain it. We went to sleep one night and they were all around. That morning they were gone. Our cities were destroyed… our infrastructure devastated. The few groups we could talk to spoke of the same thing all across the planet. So much… thousands of years of growing and expanding our knowledge and our people and it was over in less than a year.”


“That seems awful convenient.” Martin said.


Nalmos shook his head. “They assisted us Milord.” He said quickly. “You must have seen their technology… they would have been no match for these Svorag. They would have died just as we did.”

“He’s right Martin.” Helen spoke now looking at him and knowing what was running through his head as his Praetorian Mage. “Not everyone has the will or determination of Spartans Martin Leonidas. Not all of us are willing to fight to the death. I know you recognize that.”


Martin nodded slowly. “I know.” He said softly.


“If everything we have seen is to be believed Lover…” Anja spoke now. “The Tasmor did what they were able to do. They did not have to come here at all… but they did. They have saved thousands.”


“They brought food and water and medicines Milord.” Nalmos affirmed Anja’s words. “They set up large camps for refugees and provided shelter and care from the elements. They… they treated our females better than our males obviously given their nature… but they never refused us anything.”


“How did they begin taking our people offworld?” Martin asked.


“The camps were becoming over crowded.” Nalmos answered. “The remaining Chief Justices gathered and we went to the Tasmor with an offer.”


“What offer?” 


“By then we knew that much of their metal was formed from Polyplast.” Nalmos spoke. “We knew of this ore because there are massive deposits here on Ventori. We did not mine the mineral because we did not know what uses there were for it. When we discovered this, then we approached them about allowing us to mine it for them in return for their continued assistance. The mineral ore in its natural form is lethal to their people and they have been mining it with machines for centuries. Very inefficiently I might add. We offered to do this for them.”


“For what in return?” Anja asked.


“They have taken millions of our people as refugees and moved them to their planets with the largest mines.” Nalmos said. “They have given us homes and restored some semblance of what we once had. Namiri and her team were here to do that with my group here. I am the last Chief Justice remaining on Ventori that I know of. The others have been pushing for me to leave for the last year. I have been resisting because…”


“Because Ventori is your home.” Helen spoke gently.


Nalmos nodded his head. “Yes.”


“You can communicate with the others though?” Helen asked.


Nalmos nodded once more. “The Tasmor left caches of equipment at the former camps. Among the equipment was the ability to communicate with our people. Life is… life on the Tasmor worlds is not like it was here… but it is better than trying to survive on this now barren world.”


“Nalmos… how many are left?” Martin finally asked him.


“I do not know Milord.” He answered. “We do not… we do not have the ability to scan the surface of Ventori and discover this. I would not know where to begin.”


“You do now.” Martin spoke confidently. “How many of these Chief Justices remain?”

“Seven Milord.” Nalmos answered. “I was senior so I made sure all of them were among the first refugees to leave Ventori. In order to keep our people together as best as they were able and to insure the agreement we made with the Tasmor was honored.”


“And has it been honored?” Helen asked.


Nalmos nodded his head. “I have spoken to all of them over the course of the last year. The Tasmor are… they are a unique species… but they are not unfriendly. Our people have homes and safety once more.”


“And these Kintaur dirt bags?” Martin asked. 


Nalmos shook his head now. “I do not know much about them.” He answered. “Until six months ago we had never seen them before. I know the Tasmor hate them and they are dire foes, but they also fear them.”


“They are fugly.” Anja stated flatly.


Nalmos watched as Martin grinned and leaned over to nuzzle Anja’s ear and cheek. He saw her eyes close in delight before she pushed him away embarrassed. Helen smiled now as well.


“Don’t mind them.” Danny spoke for the first time. “They aren’t exactly normal if you get my meaning.”


Nalmos looked at him and then swept his eyes over Helen and back to Martin and Anja. “You are Alphas. All of you are Alphas. You are not entirely Lycavorian my Queen but you are definitely an Alpha.”


Anja chuckled. “That’s his fault.” Anja stated with a smile. “Sometimes he can’t keep his fangs or his…”

“Anja!” Helen exclaimed knowing what she was going to say.


Anja looked at her only slightly embarrassed and then back to Nalmos. She smiled shyly. “Sorry.” She said. “But you are correct. I am also Hadarian. My people are Healers. We have been part of the Union since its inception by this big lug’s grandfather.”


“And… the one… the Queen with the ears… she is…” Nalmos asked.


Danny nodded. “Another species within the Union.” He replied. “Two of my wives and mates are elves. Tasty too.” He stated with a smile.


“Daniel Simpson!” Helen popped.


“What?” Daniel spoke right back. “It’s true!”


“I will make sure I inform Anuk and Nayeca of your description of them.” Helen stated.


Nalmos couldn’t help but laugh gently now. The first laugh he had been able to have in many years now. He shook his head. “Our history scrolls… you are so much like what they say Alphas are… but you are so unlike them in many ways as well.”


Helen leaned forward. “Yes… well these two have made a history of being strange.” She stated. “And their chosen wives and mates are no different!”


All of them heard the STRIKER flash overhead and begin its descent into the landing zone a few hundred meters away. Martin rose to his feet and pulled Anja up with him before reaching over to help Helen up. Daniel rose and assisted Nalmos by his arm and they all looked at him.


“Time to go meet the boss of this female dominant species.” Martin said.


“This will be interesting.” Danny spoke.


“If everything… my experience with the Tasmor tells me they will be somewhat taken aback by your nature Milord.” Nalmos spoke as Helen took his arm.

“You have no idea.” Helen spoke as she began to lead him away.


“I’m not that bad.” Martin protested.


Anja slapped his armored chest. “That’s open for debate Lover.” She said before following Helen.


Danny moved up beside Martin as they waited until they were out of earshot. “What do you have running through that head of yours fervon?” He asked.


“Something stinks Dan.” Martin said softly. “It stinks to high heaven.”


“You noticed that too huh?” Danny commented.


“The Svorag didn’t just happen to find this planet in a leisurely stroll out among the stars Danny.” Martin said. “They were sent here. Directed here. And why just up and leave overnight when they were wiping everything out?”


“You think these Tasmor are involved?” Danny asked.


Martin shook his head. “That I don’t know.” He said. “What I do know is that these Kintaur ass wipes showed up here when the Tasmor were trying to pull Nalmos and survivors off the planet. They knew that the Tasmor would be here. They got that information from someone.”


Danny nodded. “That’s what the computer logs seem to indicate.” He said.


Martin looked at him. “I told Torma to find those few that Colin says escaped Danny. He and Isheeni will find them and bring them to you. Have Nubian work her magic on them.” He said referring to Nayeca by the nickname Danny had given her decades ago. “I want answers to my questions fervon.”


“Rules?” Danny asked.


“None.” Marti answered him. “None at all.”

