CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR
AUSTROVA

EMBER COVE
EASTERN COAST, 49 KILOMETERS FROM MYDALA CITY
RE MYDALA FAMILY SUMMER ESTATE


Alrerin stood on the balcony of the second floor, holding the steaming mug of tea in his hands as his eyes gazed upon the rising sun over the expanse of the teal ocean surface in the distance. He had never been to Coren’s Summer Estate, Ember Cove, and now he knew why he had heard so many speak fondly of it. It was slightly larger than his estate in Mydala City, with an incredible view of the ocean and the distant mountain ranges on both sides. The beach below the estate was large, extending as far as the eye could see in either direction and covered in fine white sand. A beach that was now occupied by his daughter, his grandchildren and men and women that he had once considered beneath him. 
Alrerin Sha Harael knew the exact moment when his distorted views began to change on everything, and it was because of the man below him on the sand. Riordian’s devotion to Narlei had been nothing short of absolute. The man simply did not question who or what his daughter was and he loved her with everything that he was. They sat beside one another on the beach now, their youngest child in Narlei’s lap while their other children sat in and around Riordian as they watched the massive black wolf chase its tail in front of them. All of them were laughing hysterically at what Andro was doing. Caliria sat with Sadi and the other wives and mates of Androcles Leonidas, Coren’s next oldest daughter Arduri snuggled close to Androcles’ brother Denali and the exotic young woman Lisisa Leonidas who had a hand in saving his very own life not hours ago. It was Androcles who was in wolf form however, and chasing his tail in circles as Alrerin’s grandchildren laughed, merriment that even Narlei and the others were echoing. It was not often that you saw a wolf the size of Androcles Leonidas chasing his tail in circles and they were thoroughly enjoying it. Alrerin had seen many wolves when visiting the Protectorate homeworld, Riordian himself was as large as any wolf he had ever seen there, but Androcles was beyond massive and easily over three feet tall at the shoulders. Alrerin estimated he was close to, if not over, three hundred pounds as well. He had heard Riordian’s father once say that size ran within the bloodlines of Lycavorians and if Androcles was this large, Alrerin truly did not want to see the size of his father.

Alrerin turned his head slightly when he felt Coren come up beside him with a similar mug in his hands. This mug held a dark liquid in it that smelled rich and heavy with a faint walnut tinge to it. His eyes narrowed somewhat and Coren smiled as he lifted the mug slightly.


“It is coffee.” Coren answered. “Apparently it originates from Earth and there are many different blends. This blend is one of the most popular according to my daughters. Androcles’ mother created it while she carried him within her. It is the single most popular brand within their entire Union now it seems and it has made his mother exceedingly wealthy. All of their family really. I put walnut flavored cream in it and it is simply delicious.”


“It smells very good.” Alrerin stated as his head turned back at the sound of his youngest grandson’s excited squeal and the high pitch of laughter.


Androcles had apparently twisted himself into such a position that he had fallen over onto the sand on his side and his grandchildren and the others thought it hilariously funny.


“Were you able to get any sleep Alrerin?” Coren asked.


Alrerin turned and met his eyes once more. “Were you my friend?”


Coren shook his head with a smile. “No.”


“I was reviewing the information you gave to me when we arrived here.” Alrerin said. “The message that young man left for you even when he believed you hated him and his people.” He spoke indicating Androcles below them. “What made you begin to change your views Coren? In these last weeks and months your entire outlook has altered to a new course.”

Coren nodded his head. “Yes it has.” He answered. “I believe it was a combination of many things really, but none of it really made any sense until Denali told me something that I had never even considered.” Coren took a sip of the coffee before continuing. “He told me that perhaps I had misinterpreted what the Gypsy woman had told me all those years ago. That what I thought her words meant was wrong; that they meant something entirely else. When I stopped to consider this Alrerin, I discovered that he was right. All of these years I believed she meant one thing, when in fact, her words to me that day meant the complete opposite. I lost Devra and Tastia because I believed something entirely different. I will not lose Nyosa because I wear blinders. Not now. Not after what Caliria has been through and what she and Arduri and even Naesta have found. What Nirilo discovered so long ago about these people.”


Alrerin nodded his head as he turned to look out on the beach once more. “He calls me father you know.” Alrerin spoke softly. “Without hesitation or doubt. And his love for Narlei and their children knows no bounds. He truly does not care that they cannot shift their forms. Only that they are children of his blood; of Narlei’s blood.” 

“You know of course that our scientists have been wrong for centuries.” Coren spoke. “We as Vanari may not be able to shift our forms if the virus within them is introduced into our systems, but it does change us Alrerin.”


Alrerin nodded his head. “Oh yes.” He stated. “Nyosa has bitten you?”


Coren nodded slowly. “I was shocked at first.” He said. “Angry even. Until I realized why she had done this. And what it means.”

“So you have become like Narlei. Like you daughters?” Alrerin asked.


Coren shook his head. “Not on as large a skill… no. Nyosa is not fully Lycavorian as Androcles and Denali and even Riordian. The virus within their bodies is so much more potent from what Caliria tells me. But I have embraced even the small changes within me that are beginning to take place Alrerin.”


“I cannot remain as First Regent Coren.” Alrerin spoke softly. “Not after what I have allowed to happen for so long because of my own selfishness.”


Coren looked at him. “Do not make that decision just yet Alrerin. We need you now more than ever.” He told him. 


“How many have I allowed to be taken because of my inaction Coren?” Alrerin spoke. “How can I ever look our people in the eye and live that down.”


“You can do that by helping us to bring Ardan and those aligned with him down.” Coren said. “You have not seen all of the information that Dutkne and Jokros have discovered just in these last months Alrerin my friend. When we show it to you, when you see what Androcles has planned, then you may look at things differently.”

Alrerin met his eyes. “What do you mean?”


Coren smiled now. “Let us just say that even I was stunned at what he is going to do. And that was before I came to see what I believe now Alrerin. Now…” Coren sipped his coffee once more. “Now my friend, now justice will be ours for thousands of years of pain and humiliation. And we won’t have to lift a finger.”


“I don’t follow.” Alrerin said.


“Everything changed Alrerin.” Coren said. “The moment Androcles discovered Caliria, the moment Denali began to love Arduri, everything changed. And that change will very soon come storming to the front, and there is nothing Ardan will be able to do to stop it.”


Coren and Alrerin turned as they heard Jokros move quickly onto the balcony. Coren knew immediately that something was wrong.


“Jokros? What is it?” He asked.


Jokros held out the data pad to him. “Coren… we may have a problem.” He said as Coren took the pad.


Coren’s eyes grew wider as he read. “By the prophets!” He exclaimed. He looked up. “Does Androcles know?”


Jokros shook his head. “This Admiral Sa'sur asked that I inform him. She is too busy trying to arrange some sort of mission to get them back.”


“How long before the other SBR members arrive?” Coren asked.


“Three hours exactly.” Jokros answered as Coren handed the data pad to Alrerin.


“My god!” Alrerin gasped as he read.


“Get Androcles and the others Jokros.” Coren told him. “Bring them into the main lounge in the basement level. All of us need to be there and we need to act quickly before Ardan discovers this.”

“You think Ardan doesn’t know?” Jokros gasped.


Coren shook his head. “No… this was done by the OSG.” Coren said. “Ardan is not brave enough to do something like this alone. It would be too easy to tie it back to him. After last night he will not over reach his bounds. He thinks he is in excellent position.”


“Coren is right Jokros.” Alrerin stated now as he looked up. “And I may have a way to confirm that. Coren… I need your secure transmission codes.”


“…My fault Andro.” Dutkne spoke as he stood next to Andro while he read the data pad. “I thought it might look better if they used one of our ships instead of a STRIKER. I should have known better and…”


Andro looked at him and shook his head immediately. He reached up and placed his hand behind Dutkne’s neck. “This is not your fault.” He spoke firmly while squeezing his neck. “Put it out of your mind Dutkne. You are not responsible for this.”


Everyone was in an upbeat mood as they began to enter the basement lounge even after the events of last night and Coren and Alrerin could once more only marvel at how quickly these men and women recovered and rebounded from dealing with different dire crisis. Their own daughters now acted in this way. Sadi was the first to detect that something was wrong as she walked into the lounge with one of Narlei and Riordian’s daughters between her and Ne'Veha and swinging back and forth between their bodies hanging by their hands. Her jungle green eyes narrowed as Andro turned to face her and she instantly felt his resonance reach for her and Ne'Veha and then the others. As their laughter faded quickly, Denali and Dorian and the others began to take notice and it was Murano who stepped forward and spoke first as Sadi, Ne'Veha, and Sehri moved to Andro quickly, Lu’ria, Carisia and Caliria right behind them.


“Androcles… what is wrong?” Murano asked.


It had been Mari who had pestered him to take his boots off and enjoy the warmth of the sand and Murano was now very happy he had. He had sat beside Deion Leonidas and took note of how Mari sat between his long legs and her fingers stroked his arms and leg as they rested there watching Androcles. They were very possessive of each other and Murano knew well how Deion would now view Mari. He should have been upset about it in some manner; angry with himself for not cautioning Mari against such a relationship, but Murano found he was extremely comfortable with their relationship and even very happy. Deion was cut from the same mold as his father and brothers and it was already obvious that he worshiped Mari to no end. And Murano could not deny the brilliance of Mari’s face or the happiness that permeated her Etheric resonance.


Andro turned to meet him and the others as they came into the lounge. There were chairs and couches spread all around the massive room and Andro could tell Coren had used it for meetings before.


“Everyone grab something to sit on.” Androcles told them. “Our timetable has just been advanced.”

Denali and Dorian stood beside one another while Sheva, Onera, Lisisa and Arduri settled on the couch directly in front of them. Eliani and Brendi squeezed onto a chair that Jomann stood behind, Kalis standing beside him with Serale. Eirene and Miseo moved to a single chair and Eirene sat casually on Miseo’s leg when he sat on the foot rest, ignoring the chair. Cowan didn’t ignore the chair however, and he pulled it out for Sherice, who settled into it without question. Ridor and Daio stood along the side wall closest to them with Kameka and Cvea tucked against their new husbands. Deion now stood beside the door into the lounge with Mari leaning up against him.

Androcles stepped forward and withdrew his P1 from the pouch at the small of his back and set it on the table in front of all of them. He tapped it once and the split holographic image of Sa'sur and Armen appeared.


“Sa'sur… we’re all here now.” Andro spoke. “Why don’t you and Armen bring everyone up to speed?”


Sa'sur didn’t hesitate and shifted her position on the SCIMITAR’s bridge. She moved over in front of the huge star chart on the bridge and motioned to a sector of nearby space with her finger. “It appears that the OSG grew a set of nor while we were kicking their asses last night.” She spoke. “Well… at least part of their organization did. As most of you know, our small political delegation left for Amanuce yesterday morning. They were going for a meeting in the capital of Lorent with the former Protectorate Council to sign the initial merger documents on Deia’s behalf and then begin the main transition. They were traveling in Protectorate H9 Heavy Civilian Transport, the equivalent to our MENKLAs. Thirteen hours into the flight, just about the time the OSG began their attacks here on Austrova, they were attacked in open space and disabled by what appears to be a short squadron of Enverr Tactical Assault Craft.”


Riordian sat forward now in his chair. “The Enverr?” He exclaimed.


-The pilots were able to compile a short emergency burst transmission- Armen spoke now from the bridge of SPARTA'S WRATH. –They sent it three point two seconds before the main power core was disabled-

Dutkne lifted the data pad in his hand from beside Andro. “This was received at the Vanari Embassy on Amanuce six hours ago. We provide security to their embassy there and this was given to one of the exterior guards.”


Dutkne set it on the table beside the P1 and activated it.


The crude holotransmission appeared to be taking place inside a dimly lit ship of some sort. All of them saw the tall figure, his dry, brownish skin very evident. With the exception of three tendrils of flesh that extended out on either side of his large head there was no hair on his face or head. He did not appear to have ears either. His reddish color eyes were large and widely space in the center of his head. He had no lips to speak of but a very blunt and flat nose was visible just above what was his mouth.


“I am Commander Rotaxe of the Unified Enverr Consortium.” The gravelly voice began. “We have taken control of your ship and everyone on it. They are alive… for now.” The Enverr stepped to the side and there were several gasps as they all saw Senator Ya’sur, Senator Pyath, and the Folcani Senator Rhauf and Ulana kneeling on the deck of the ship with their hands secured behind their backs. “As for your soldier…” Rotaxe motioned to the left and they saw another Enverr shove Torian into the transmission cone. His hands were securely bound as well and he appeared to have been severely beaten, his face bloody and bruised. “He killed four of my men before we subdued him. His life is now mine.”


“Torian! No!” Cowen barked aloud as he stepped toward the transmission.


It was becoming common knowledge among those on Andro’s team that Cowen and Torian had struck up an unlikely friendship that was growing by leaps and bounds. Sherice reached out as she came to her feet and took his hand within both of hers. 


“Cowen…” She spoke softly. “Be calm Cowen my love.”


Cowen turned to look at her quickly and everyone saw him instantly relax as Sherice’s hand reached up to stroke the soft fur on his face.


“I speak to the boy Prince now!” Rotaxe continued from the transmission. “You will not act against the OSG assets any longer. We do business with them and you have disrupted this. This will cease immediately. We enjoy the Vanari females they sell to us and this will continue or I will execute each of your people here. After I have tortured them for all the information they have within their heads and then I will give the female to my men as a prize and let them fuck her until she goes crazy. The information they give to me I will sell to the OSG.”


They watched as another Enverr stepped into transmission and bent over Ulana, his large hand squeezing her firm breast hard. Ulana cried out in pain and tried to move away but the Enverr grabbed her long, dark hair and yanked her head back as he continued to feel her up.      

“Leave… leave her alone!” Torian screamed as blood and spittle flying from his lips as he turned.

Rotaxe also turned and savagely punched Torian in the side of the face so hard all of them heard Torian groan in pain and more blood splashed wetly on the deck as he dropped face first to the hard metal.

“I want one hundred million Vanari credits, for each of these poor excuses for flesh. Your actions have robbed me of profit so I will take it from you instead of the Vanari.” Rotaxe continued as he turned back to the transmission. “I also want six of those special ships that the Union likes so much… STRIKERS they are called. All of them fully fueled and fully loaded with their standard weapons. You can fill these ships with two dozen Vanari females and all of the medical supplies and Union ground weapons that can fill these ships, to include three of these Hadarian Medical Computers that you so covet.” Rotaxe chuckled now. “I will give you three days to gather these things and contact me so that you can deliver them to me. If you do not… then I will kill each of them just as I have killed the pilots. They were useless to me anyway.”


Two more Enverr dragged the inert forms of the two Lycavorian pilots into the transmission and unceremoniously dumped their bleeding and broken bodies on the deck. It was easy enough to see that they were dead as each of them had no less than three holes in their heads from large caliber weapons, as well as several other wounds on their bodies.


“Three days boy.” Rotaxe spoke again. “If you do not cease your actions against the OSG and give me what I want then I will send each of them back to you in pieces. Do not doubt my willingness to do this. Three days.”


The transmission ended and vanished and the room was silent. 


Murano moved around everyone as they sat there shocked and he stepped right up to Androcles and Dutkne. He didn’t hesitate and erected an Etheric shield around the three of them for he knew Dutkne was Andro’s Praetorian Mage. Andro looked at him.


[I will not allow this to stand Murano.] He spoke slowly and Murano could easily detect the distinct flavor of deep seated anger welling within him; within them both.

[Nor will I.] Dutkne hissed in anger.


Murano shook his head knowing he had to defuse the situation quickly or Androcles would act on instinct alone and that is not what they needed now. 
[Nor should you… but I can sense the anger within you both. The others cannot… but I can. And so can Sarlana, even aboard SPARTA'S WRATH as she is.] Murano squeezed their shoulders. [I have that same anger within me Androcles. In the short time I have been among you and the others I have been reborn and I have come to view all of you as the family that I never had. We were always taught to not give in to our emotions, that once released we would not be able to control them. That way of thinking is now wrong and I see it clearly within me. Your grandfather knew exactly what he was doing when he merged your people and ours Androcles. Embrace the emotion that burns within you… allow it to feed both of you… but do not succumb to it. That is what my time with your father and now you has taught me so far. And I welcome it. Let us keep our focus however.]


Andro nodded his head and reached up to squeeze Murano’s arm. [Thank you Murano.]

Murano tightened his grip on their shoulders and nodded his head to them both. [Work as you are supposed to work now.] He told him. [Praetorian Warrior and Praetorian Mage. Use the strength this bond gives to you, to your brothers and Jomann. And let’s retrieve our people.] 


Murano gave their shoulders one last squeeze before he turned and returned to his spot beside Mari near the wall. He noticed that Nara had moved over beside her brother now and as he looked quickly he saw that all of them had moved into an almost instinctive order. Lisisa, Eliani and Sheva were touching Denali, Jomann and Dorian in some fashion just as Nara was holding her twin’s arm. They were The Praetorian Mages to their Warriors, and while Murano did not doubt that Arduri, Brendi and Onera played some role in this as well, it was the three sisters and Sheva who were the base of support.

It was Sadi who broke the silence in the room. “Andro we have to do something.” She spoke keeping her voice calm.


“How the hell did they know what we call our STRIKERs?” Ridor asked from the side. “It took the Coven a thousand years before they discovered the designation of those ships. This spacer scum did not just discover this by accident in a few weeks! We have never even seen them before now! Have we?”


“They have remained out of the overall scheme of things.” Dutkne answered. “At least until now.”


“And the Hadarian Medical Systems?” Eliani spoke up.


“Eliani is right. Hadarian Medical Computers are not spoken of openly Androcles. You know this as well as we do.” Serale spoke from where she stood beside Kalis. “How did they get such information?”

“My brother.” Brendi blurted out now watching as all eyes focused on her. “Corbin has used the Enverr in the past Andro. The Regional Commanders and the Home Office gave him complete autonomy in running operations within the Alpha Quadrant. He had contacts with the Kavalians in the Alpha Quadrant and as long as he was in charge and had people on Earth, he would have discovered these things and passed them to the OSG. And his Enverr contacts obviously.”

“Brendi, could you break the decryption on the computer cores that Fedor downloaded from the OSG Command and Control center in Mydala City?” Andro asked her.

Brendi nodded her head. “Each OSG had their own encryption Algorithm, but given enough time I could probably dismantle Adams’ and find out what is on those drives.” She answered confidently.

Alrerin stepped forward before Coren could stop him. “Prince Androcles… I am not…”

Coren reached for his arm. “Alrerin no.” He stated too late.

“…I am not very comfortable with allowing a former OSG Operative access to these computers.” Alrerin spoke. 

Eliani came to her feet and was about to tear into the older man but Brendi’s hand took hers and squeezed. “Eliani don’t.” She stated.

“I will not let anyone speak nonsense about you!” Eliani snapped. “Not when they don’t know you. I…”

“He is right.” Brendi said causing Alrerin’s eyes to grow wide at her words. She rose to her feet and looked at Alrerin. “I would feel the same in your shoes First Regent… but I was an Analyst and not an Operative. I was not given a choice in what I did because I was only trying to protect my parents and sisters. You can have someone assist me if you like, someone from Vanari Intelligence that you trust, but I can do this. I want to do this.”

Alrerin was taken aback somewhat by her honesty and it showed on his face but he looked at Androcles quickly. “I have someone in Vanari Intelligence that I trust implicitly.” He said as his keen political mind began to work. “If Brendi Faith is willing to do this then Ardan and his cronies would not be able to use this against us.”


“Andro they got the flight plan somehow.” Carisia said from the couch. “Which means someone from the Lycavorian Embassy told them. Not even the Vanari had that information.”

Andro held up his hand. “Everyone stop!” He barked out the words bringing silence to the large room. Alrerin looked taken aback by this display but this time Coren was beside him and took his arm. 


“Wait Alrerin.” He spoke in a whisper. “I have seen him like this before. Give him a few moments to arrange his thoughts.”


“Coren we must act.” Alrerin protested softly. “This is… this must not go unpunished or left alone! Ardan could very well be part of this as well! We do not even know where they have taken these men and women.”


“I know exactly where they are.” Andro’s voice echoed softly and Alrerin looked at him in surprise.


“But how?” Alrerin gasped. “The space that the Enverr control is huge Androcles. Even I know that.”


Andro moved over in front of him and met his eyes. Alrerin had to admit to himself that he looked even more imposing without the unique Body Armor that he was wearing when they first met at Coren’s home in Mydala City last night. Alrerin wanted to step back when those bright azure eyes focused on him but he held his ground without fear. He would not be intimidated by anyone anymore. There was far too much at stake now. 
“The past no longer matters First Regent Alrerin Sha Harael.” Andro spoke softly. “What matters now is how we move forward in the next days and into the future. Coren showed you the message I gave to him when he left Earth?”

Alrerin nodded his head. “He did.”

“I keep my word First Regent.” Androcles said. “I will not abide how things are right now. How my people are treated by the Vanari. I will do what I have told the others I will do sir. My father and mothers would expect it of me. What your people have had to endure for so long however…” Andro looked at where Caliria sat beside Carisia and Lu'ria and then back to Alrerin. “It sickens me Alrerin Sha Harael and I will insure that it does not continue for one day longer than needed regardless of what the Vanari people choose. These Enverr wish to stick their hands in the cookie jar as my mother Anja has said in the past, then so be it. I will give their hands back to them… gnawed off at the nubous elbow.” Andro turned away from him. “Armen?”

-I am here Androcles-

“Establish a secure QCR link to General Tarnie please.” Andro ordered him.

-Stand by-

“This fool Rotaxe has given us three days.” Andro said. “I only need two to bring their world down around them and get our people back. Sa'sur?”

“We are ready Andro.” Sa'sur answered him.

“Brendi… you will return to SPARTA'S WRATH and begin decrypting the computer cores taken from the OSG Command Center. Work quickly Brendi.” Andro told her meeting her gaze.

“I will.” Brendi answered confidently.

“First Regent… if you can send for your man or woman to assist her… they have thirty minute to get here.” Andro told him.

Alrerin turned his head and found Ma'nia standing quietly by the door near Deion and Mari. “Ma'nia… contact Colonel Yhis Ahn Urnuss at Cadre headquarters. Tell him he is to report here immediately and tell no one where he is going.”

Ma'nia nodded her head. “Yes First Regent.” She answered before leaving the room.
-Androcles I have General Tarnie secure- Armen’s voice echoed from the P1. 
Andro turned back to where his P1 rested on the table. “General Tarnie?”

Tarnie Val Ardwor appeared within the cone of the secure holotransmission. “I am here Prince Leonidas.” She spoke now and Andro saw her image appear.

“Your status with Denali’s plan General?” Andro asked as he moved back to stand in front of the P1.

“All forces involved are standing by Milord.” Tarnie answered. “They are chomping at the bit to go.”

Andro nodded. “And OPSEC is intact?”

Tarnie nodded her head. “Completely Milord.”

“Then give the order and have all forces deploy to their LODs.” Andro told her. “I want you in your command ship directing operations from a central location. Denali, Lisisa and Arduri will rendezvous with you in the ARCH DEMON in eighteen hours. Admiral Sa'sur and the SCIMITAR will coordinate from their location here.”

“Understood Milord.” Tarnie answered. 

“General Tarnie Val Ardwor… you are now officially the overall Commander of all Union forces within the Beta Quadrant. The order has already been signed and ratified by the Union Senate, the Prime Minister and my father. I was going to tell you when we met, but now is just as good a time, considering what we are about to do.” Andro told her seeing her eyes go wide. “Nothing that happens here in the Beta Quadrant happens without your approval. Is that clear?”

Tarnie nodded her head quickly. “Yes… yes Milord.”

“You have all targets confirmed?” Andro asked her.

Tarnie nodded once more. “We have been gathering this data for over a hundred years Milord. It’s about as perfect as it gets. We already have eyes on nineteen objectives and I will issue the orders to begin recon of the remaining twelve as soon as we are finished here. Two hundred and nineteen thousand Lycanari are prepped and waiting with full back up. Twenty-three Vanari Heavy Cruisers, thirteen of their heavy Destroyers and thirty-three thousand Cadre Commandos have been in position for a week, hidden within the Pelkor Asteroid Belt. We have ample amounts of the serum that Princess Caliria and your mother devised and the last portion of your contingent of Hadarian Healers arrived two days ago. They are standing by at their kick off points with your two medical ships. Those ships will be located in pinpoint areas so as to make it possible to get wounded or critical care patients to them in one jump from all target locations. It is a solid plan Milord. With the additional Union forces we will have no trouble in executing it to perfection.”

“Additional Union forces?” Alrerin spoke as he looked at Coren in confusion. “Coren… what does he mean. Twenty of our cruisers and over thirty thousand Cadre Commandos! What is going on?”
Coren held up his hand as he listened to Androcles and then looked at Caliria and Arduri. Their faces were beaming in adoration, as were Nyosa and Ryana. Rinel’s eyes were brighter than he had ever seen them and Coren knew this was the moment. This is when all of his fears would be crushed under the boot heel of justice.

Andro took the pad from the table and typed on it quickly. “You have this target on your list?” He asked.

Tarnie looked at something on her end of the transmission and then turned back to him and nodded. “Yes Milord.”

“Reallocate whatever team you have going here.” Andro told her. “This is where they have taken our people. My team and I will deal with this target personally.”

Tarnie nodded without questioning. “Understood.” She echoed.

“General… you have sixty-six hours.” Andro told her. “In sixty-six hours we will act. Denali’s orders stand. I want nothing left of these facilities or the horrors that they perpetrate upon others. Is that clear?”

“Pen iado forn aur aero Milord Prince.” Tarnie stated confidently. (I give you my word)
Andro nodded his head. “Then I will leave you to your work General. Good luck and go with the gods.” 

“All of you as well Milord.” Tarnie spoke.

Andro touched the P1 and her image disappeared. He turned his head and looked at Rinel. “Colonel Rinel… when we return to SPARTA'S WRATH you can either rejoin with your wife and mate or help us to coordinate here.”
Rinel smiled slightly. “Tarnie would expect our daughters and I to remain and see this through to the end Milord.”

Andro nodded. “Then you and your daughters will accompany us. We will need you.”

Rinel nodded his head. “Yes Milord.”

“What is going on?” Alrerin finally roared out the words unable to comprehend what was going on. He looked at Coren. “Vanari ships! Cadre Commandos! Coren how…?”

Androcles turned to look at him as Coren smiled. “I have known about this plan for many weeks now Alrerin; ever since we went to Amanuce those weeks ago.” He saw Alrerin’s eyes widen. “I have been in contact with Cadre and Fleet Officers who I knew were loyal to our people and not to some ideal that Ardan and others like him profess. They all jumped at the chance to be part of this.”

“Part of what?” Alrerin asked though a part of him already knew for he could feel a weight lifting from his heart that had been there for so very long.

Andro stepped back over to him. “In sixty-six hours First Regent… I am going to fulfil the promise I made to my Inamarno and her father. In sixty-six hours I am going to tear into the OSG and their Eridiani protectors and end the centuries of agony and pain they have caused the Vanari. When I am done, the gods willing, there will be little left of the OSG or their minions. Those that remain will get the message I am sending to them.”

“What message?” Alrerin gasped as his eyes grew wide in disbelief.

Andro smiled at him, his azure eyes bright and alive and then he turned to Dutkne and the others. “We leave for SPARTA'S WRATH in twenty minutes folks. Time for us to go to work.” He said watching as they all began to get to their feet.
“It’s about time!” Dorian announced. “I was getting bored already!”

Andro was smiling as he saw both Sheva and Onera punch his brother in his chest at his remark. He turned back to Coren and Alrerin. “We may not meet again First Regent Sha Harael. No matter what your people decide, know that you personally will always have a direct line to me sir. Always.” 
“What are you going to do about this fool’s demands?” Alrerin gasped.

Androcles bowed his head to him in a show of deep respect. “I’m going to give to him everything he is asking for First Regent; everything and so much more.” Andro smiled once more but had Alrerin known him better, he would have taken note of the cruel way those azure colored eyes twinkled in the light. Androcles turned and reached for Sadi’s hand. Sadi took it, pulling Ne'Veha and Sehri with her while Caliria took his other hand, pulling it tightly to her chest in happiness as Carisia and Lu'ria crowded around him.
Alrerin was stunned and turned to look at Coren who also had a smile on his face as the others walked out. “Coren what is… what is happening?”

Coren met his eyes. “Change is coming Alrerin my friend. Change for all of us. Whether we want it or not.”

“If Ardan discovers what he is planning…” Alrerin began.

“Do you wish our people to be free Alrerin?” Coren asked him gently. 

“What?” Alrerin gasped in reply. “By the Prophets you know I do Coren! It is the only way my… it is the only way my grandchildren will ever be free! The only way they will ever have a future.”

Coren nodded. “Then we must now act.” He said. “We cannot stop what is to come Alrerin Sha Harael. That has already been decided my friend. What we can do is to insure that it is shaped in a way that benefits our people.”

Alrerin met his gaze and once more felt the weight lifting from his soul a little more. He didn’t have to think about this, not any longer. He was committed to this action and now he intended to see it through right to the bitter end. No matter what happened to him. He took a deep breath and nodded his head.

“We must prepare for when the others arrive but tell me this plan Coren.” He spoke firmly. “Tell me what we can do to help even more.”

Coren shook his head. “Their battleground is out there Alrerin. That is what they do best. That is who they are. Ours is going to be far more civil, but I fear no less as bloody.”
Alrerin turned to face him fully. “Then I will insure we have a good supply of bandages my friend.”

VENTORI 

ECHO QUADRANT

UNION ADHOC BASE


Perlyea’s head rocked back a second time in five seconds and this time she spun to the side, reaching for her face where Saydia’s open handed slap had struck her. Saydia Daret was a tall and powerful woman, the epitome of what all Tasmor females wanted to be, and Perlyea had never felt the full force of her anger until this very moment.


At this moment Saydia Daret was livid with rage.


“…What you have done?” Saydia screamed at Perlyea. “I am Sovereign Regent of the Tasmor people and I gave no such orders! You have made me debase myself before a man in order to save your pitiful life and those of my daughters and our people! How dare you woman! How dare you act without my direct orders against these people! Who do you think you are?”


Perlyea whipped her head back around in anger while still holding her cheek. Scarlett colored blood leaked from the corner of her mouth from Saydia’s openhanded slap. “I am the Chief Counsel of the Tasmor people!” She snarled right back.

“So help me… if they had not taken our weapons you would be dead!” Saydia shouted at her. “If they injure so much as one millimeter of Anthylea Tomar’s body Perlyea, I will hold you personally responsible and I will execute you myself!”


“You wouldn’t dare!” Perlyea barked. “And they will not hurt your bed partner!”


“Argh!” Saydia growled and unleashed another open handed slap that connected with Perlyea’s face and staggered her once more. “You arrogant fool! What is that thing they took! Where did you get it? Answer me now or I will kill you right here and leave you to rot!”


“It is exactly what they said it was!” Perlyea hissed angrily holding her face once more. “A Pralor Computer Storage and Memory Core.”


“You stole it from them?” Drenia gasped from where she had stood silent for the entire exchange.


“I did not steal it!” Perlyea barked. “One of our teams evacuating the Lycavorians from this foul planet two years ago found it aboard one of the Svorag ships that the Lycavorian air defenses shot down in the beginning of the invasion! They removed it and returned it to me, just as they have done with countless other pieces of technology we salvaged from the monster’s ships. I have seen Tobia use one of these units before so I knew how to activate it! It was still fully functional and I have been working with it these last months! I determined it would be a perfect time to use it.”


“By using it to try and steal whatever is in their computer banks? By having your people shoot and almost kill one of their own? Wars have been started for less!” Drenia spat.


“The information in their computers banks and data cores is invaluable!” Perlyea barked. “Think of what we could learn! The power we could have as a species!” 


“Why use it here, after what my sister and I told you?” Emylea asked now. “Why now? Namiri and I tried to tell you we should be open and friendly with these men and women! We tried to tell you they were not the same as those Lycavorians we are accustom too!”


“You know nothing child!” Perlyea barked at her.


Saydia moved to strike her again but this time Namiri grabbed her arm gently. “Mother… it will do no good.” She stated. “She acted stupidly and now we must try to repair the damage.”


“Do not speak to me in such a way!” Perlyea growled.


Saydia could feel nothing but pride as Namiri stepped right up in Perlyea’s face with Emylea by her side. Her two youngest daughters and they were unafraid and obviously much more informed about what was going on.


“I am one of six Regent Daughters!” Namiri spat at Perlyea. “As is my sister Emylea! We will speak to you in whatever way we wish! Especially now after what you have done and the danger you have put us in! Put our people in!”


“I have looked out for the interests of the Tasmor people!” Perlyea shouted. “More so than your mother herself!”


“You know nothing stupid woman!” Emylea hissed at Perlyea from beside her sister. “They saved my life! They saved Namiri! They asked for nothing in return except open talks and friendly relations! Your tactics may still get all of us killed!”


“We are Tasmor!” Perlyea barked out. “We need nothing from them! Only what they can give to us! We take what is deserved!”

“You stupid, egotistical woman! You deserve nothing! Have you grown so drunk with power as Chief Counsel that you deem our people superior to others who have already proven they can smash us under their boots? Do you remember nothing of what Tobia shared with us when she was here? You travel down the same path as the Pralor people did and look where it led them? They are a shadow of what they once were! Because of the same sense of self-worth and superiority that oozes from your pores” Namiri screamed now. “He put a gun in my face and would have killed me had not mother intervened! You have no idea who you are dealing with! None!”


Perlyea glared at Saydia now. “You stand there and allow your daughters to speak to me in such a manner!” She snapped.


“They speak the truth… so why not.” The female voice spoke from the side and all of them whirled around to see Tobia enter the portable building through the double doors. Three armed Durcunusaan encircled her, one of them a woman and they parted for a fourth to carry the inert form of Anthylea into the building.


“Anthylea! No!” Saydia cried out and rushed forward only to be stopped by one of the Durcunusaan and his rifle.


Tobia looked at Saydia. “She is unharmed Saydia. She would not allow herself to be examined her as her training dictates so Anja put her to sleep. She will awake in a few hours no worse than when she went to sleep.”


The Durcunusaan gently lowered Anthylea to one of the couches in the building, Namiri and Emylea the only ones to notice that he was very careful and respectful in his actions and then he backed up as Saydia knelt beside her and took her hand within her own.


“What have they done to her?” Saydia hissed angrily as she ran her fingers across Anthylea’s cheeks and across her lips. “You have betrayed me Tobia!” She snarled turning to look at her.

Tobia’s eyes narrowed considerably. “No… it was you who betrayed me Saydia Daret!” Tobia spoke evenly but her voice held no kindness to it now. None of the happiness that had been there earlier when they had first seen each other. “I never lied to you Saydia. I answered every question you put to me over the months I was among you as best as I was able. I never held back unless it was something I was not allowed to share. I was a friend and a lover to you and Anthylea both, and I enjoyed each and every time. I shared things with you that I have never shared with anyone! And now you sanction this foolhardy action in order to obtain technology that you would never have gotten off the planet with, let alone determined how to use.”

“I would have discovered how to use it!” Perlyea hissed.


Tobia turned to look at her. “You would have attempted to learn how to use it and in the process gotten yourself and whoever was helping you killed.” Tobia growled at her angrily, not holding her emotions in check any longer. “The Lycavorians that follow Martin and the Queens are not like Nalmos and the other Lycavorians you have met up until now! And they are nothing like my people! The moment you removed any data from that ship without the proper bio-scan and codes, every Durcunusaan on this planet would have descended down upon you like the plague! Had your two people even made it to your ships and managed to leave the system, the moment you accessed that data it would have triggered a failsafe within the data itself and erased itself before short circuiting every system on the ship carrying it. Essentially you would have killed everyone on that ship.”


“You lie!” Perlyea snapped.


Tobia reached for the small pouch on her belt and withdrew the Computer Memory and Data Storage Core. She held it out to Perlyea. “Then please Perlyea, by all means, see for yourself.” Tobia set the storage core on the nearby table. “There is a computer terminal in this very building. Go ahead and attempt to download what is on it. You will not succeed Perlyea, and you will kill everyone in this building with you in the process. You believe yourself more intelligent than everyone around you when in actuality you understand and have knowledge of so little.”


Saydia kissed Anthylea’s hands softly before resting them on her chest and rising to her feet. She turned and looked at Tobia and spoke before Perlyea could reply. “Tobia you must…”


Tobia took a step back from her now. “No.” She stated evenly meeting Saydia’s eyes. “I must do nothing Saydia. I owe you nothing and I will do nothing. My support of you and our friendship ended the moment you tried to steal information you have no right to have. I see now that it is not technology you have earned the right to have. It ended moment you so casually almost killed a woman who you did not know and has never done anything to your people.”


“How dare you speak to the Sovereign Regent in such a way?” Perlyea exclaimed.


Tobia turned and looked at her. “Save your blustering and banter for someone who does not you better Perlyea Kalrr.”


“My people Tobia? Are they…?” Namiri asked coming closer to her and speaking before Perlyea or her mother could respond.


Tobia looked at her. “Your troops are fine Namiri, as are your ships and personnel Emylea. Aside from being disarmed, they are not being treated any differently than before this happened. They were helping to defend them against the Kintaur and that is not something that Martin or the others will forget. Ever.”


“He was prepared to murder the Sovereign Regent’s daughter!” Perlyea snapped. “He held a weapon to her head! He is nothing but an animal and a male!”


Tobia looked at her. “At this moment Perlyea Kalrr, that male is the only thing standing between you and certain death. Were he to order it… or any of his Queens… all of you would be dead within seconds of that order leaving his lips. You have no concept of what has occurred with Martin and his people in the last months. And you would not understand it for you have no idea what honor is.”

“How dare you speak to me of honor?” Perlyea shouted moving forward. She stopped when the Durcunusaan to Tobia’s left lifted her K14 and pressed it to her forehead.

“Take another step and they will be scrapping your brains off the wall behind you.” She growled savagely, showing her fangs and changed wolf eyes.

“What you have done is inexcusable.” Tobia spoke after a moment as Perlyea backed up slowly. “Anthylea has Lycavorian blood inside her! Their blood! And that is not natural! How many other Tasmor have you done this too? How many Lycavorians have you experimented on in order to do this?” Tobia looked at them and when they did not answer she continued. “I do not know what Martin will do. I will speak to his Queens on your behalf, for they hold much sway over him, but ultimately it will be his decision what to do. And that decision can only be helped if you are honest and forthright in the answers that we now seek. Now is most certainly not the time for the Tasmor arrogance to come shining forth. You have seen how he reacts to such things.”
“You help this man?” Perlyea demanded. “This man who threatens to execute all of us?”

Tobia met her eyes. “I would gladly allow him to execute you Perlyea.” She stated flatly. “You are nothing more than a cancer among your people. You espouse bigotry and hate using your advanced education when what is needed is common sense and knowledge. You are far too much like others among my own people who think that they are better than others simply because they are. Do not let your self-importance override your common sense woman. You will last all of half a second against even the most ill-trained among Martin’s people. There are many species among the stars that you have no knowledge of Perlyea Kalrr, and they could swat the Tasmor down like children! They could eradicate your entire species in hours and yet you still cling to your idiotic sense of pride.” Tobia looked back to Saydia. 
“Martin’s people could have been the ally you have sought for so many years against the Kintaur Saydia. Your actions this day have quite possibly destroyed that forever. What will happen now I cannot say; but I do know that if you make an enemy of this man, he will utterly grind you under his boots without remorse or hesitation.” She stepped closer to her. “Do you remember the history that I told you of my people Saydia? It was the first night that Anthylea joined us in your bed. Do you remember what I told you of the Praetorians among my people?”
Saydia nodded her head quickly. “The ancient warriors of your people that could wield physical powers manifested from this Etheric realm that allows you to talk to each other with your minds.”

Tobia nodded. “I told you then they were long extinct because that is what my people thought at the time.” She said. “It turns out that we were wrong. Martin Leonidas is descended from the first and most powerful Praetorian to have ever lived among our people. In only a few short weeks I have seen what he and his sons are capable of.”

“Sons?” Saydia gasped with wide eyes.

“Martin has seventeen children with his six Queens.” Tobia told her. “His pureblooded sons with Aricia are just like him. They all command the same powers as the Praetorians of old among my people. He is not a man to be trifled or played with. His Lycavorian blood runs too strongly within his veins for him to allow that.”

“What… what are you saying Tobia?” Saydia asked.

“No harm will come to you tonight.” Tobia told them looking around. “They will bring food and drink for you shortly. You will remain locked in here for the duration of the night. Tomorrow, tomorrow however, I suggest you think about answering the questions that we are asking of you. He will get his people back Saydia. And make no mistake, if he has to obliterate everything that stands in his way he will. And that includes the Tasmor, who at this moment in time have shown they are not his friend, only another enemy. You do not wish to see what happens to the enemies of Martin Leonidas Sovereign Regent Saydia Daret. I saw what happens to his enemies only a short time ago and I will tell you he does not take prisoners or show mercy to those who wish to fight him.”
“Tobia you…” Saydia began but was cut off as Tobia turned quickly and walked through the door without another word. The three Durcunusaan followed her out and the double doors were resealed immediately.
“…Can tell you how they came to have it Martin.” Kasdan spoke from within the holotransmission. The floor of the corner of the Command Building was awash in the well-lit transmission and they could see Danny, Anuk, Nayeca and Kesyla sitting a short distance away with Julie and T'lolt.   

Martin, Helen, Wayonn, Aricia and For'mya were in the ADHOC Command Building, five Durcunusaan occupying the various consoles in the building around the large room. Three more were posted outside each of the building’s two entrances. Martin had decided against sending Wayonn to Honelze for he felt he could be of more use out here with him now that Murano was gone.

“Let it rip Kasdan.” Martin spoke as he sat back in the chair. Martin Leonidas truly liked Kasdan for many reasons everyone knew, chief among them was that the man was nearly as smart as Anja in his eyes. The second and most reflective reason was because he had no pretense of arrogance within his body and this is what endeared him most to Martin Helen and his Queens knew.

Kasdan dropped a piece of equipment onto the ground in front of him so that they could all see it and Martin leaned forward quickly as he saw it. “This is a Pralor engineered Y19 Portable Quantum Power Generator. We build these on Artaaya Martin. The outskirts of this city are littered with the wreckage of ships your people must have shot down as they were trying to land.”


“Svorag troop ships?” Martin asked.


Kasdan nodded his head. “We have already determined that they have taken our ships and people in the past. Anja and Duewa discovered this very thing. Given the amount of wreckage in the area, this is undoubtedly where the Tasmor found the Portable Memory and Data Storage unit. Or areas similar to this one near another city perhaps.”


“They had people searching the wreckage even as they were helping our people to escape?” Wayonn spoke now looking at Kasdan.


Kasdan nodded his head. “Yes. At least several teams of people if I had to guess. And they were looking for technology. Any type of technology that they could use.”

Martin looked at Danny in the transmission. “Fervon?”


“Kasdan, T'lolt and Pablo have been through every piece of wreckage in our immediate area.” Danny spoke now. “Anything of use has already been stripped bare Marty. There are other fields of wreckage on the outskirts but I shut them down when it started to get dark,”


“Whatever ground weapons our people were using appeared to be very effective in reducing the transport ships to rubble Martin.” Kesyla spoke up now, everyone noticing her choice of words. “Given what we know already, if they came in without shields and with only a rudimentary knowledge of how to operate the ships after being altered by the Svorag, then it does makes some sense.”


“Nalmos said there were hundreds and hundreds of ships.” Helen said.


Kasdan nodded his head. “Kesyla is right however. Most of the ships were probably not even designed to enter the atmosphere. I have seen pieces of escape pods forged together with crude engines and operating controls among the wreckage here. It appears they used whatever they could in order to put as many Svorag on the ground as possible.”


“Kasdan and Kesyla say they probably found a lot more equipment that they took from the battlefield fervon. The vast majority of it is probably useless, but small items like the storage unit would have been salvageable.” Danny said.


Kasdan nodded. “I have never met the Tasmor before now Martin, but I have read the contact reports. As arrogant as they appear to be, they are very intelligent and quite capable. If they had found technology that they could use and implement into their ships and culture they would have done so by now.”


“Avi has done a full sensor sweep of their ships Martin.” For'mya spoke now looking at Martin. “He has detected no Pralor based tech in use on their ships in the system.”


“This supports Kasdan’s theory that they haven’t been able to figure out how to work whatever they did find Marty.” Danny spoke. “Though we don’t know if they have something that we haven’t seen, or how close they might be to building something.”

“That does not mean that they won’t.” Kesyla echoed Danny quickly. “They are a very resourceful people Martin and the most technologically advanced species in this quadrant after the Pralors. Given enough time they would be able to devise how a piece of equipment works and then implement something that they can use.”

“Just like we did with CS41.” Martin said softly nodding his head. “Well… I can’t fault them for trying to better themselves, but just as we learned, it’s better to figure it out for ourselves and then build things based on what we have discovered.”


“Yes.” Helen said. “But we had Avi and precedent had already been established by Shiria when she left the technology on Earth.”


“Kesyla… you are Pralor.” Wayonn spoke up unable to keep the smile from his face now.


Kesyla shook her head with a similar smile of pride and confidence. “Not any longer.” She told him. “And I embrace that Wayonn with all that I am, just as you have done.”


Danny grinned from ear to ear. “Am I good or what?” He quipped.


All of them heard Julie speak now from beside T'lolt. “Please… give me a moment while I vomit.”


This caused everyone to chuckle softly.


“Elder Valael?” Martin spoke looking up slightly as if talking to the air.


“I have been able to decipher almost the entire set of logs from the Kintaur ship Martin Leonidas. They go back four months.” His voice entered the conversation now from the ARC ROYAL above them in orbit and then the holotransmission shifted slightly and his image joined the others on the floor. “I am now very certain that the Kintaur were led here in order to capture Namiri and Emylea Daret. That is stated clearly in several of the logs. Along with the Sovereign Regent’s daughters, they were to take as many Tasmor prisoner as they could hold within their cells on the cruiser.”


Martin turned his head as the door opened and he saw Anja and Tobia come in together. He waited for a few moments while they moved to the table and sat down. For'mya leaned over and nuzzled Anja’s cheek and ear affectionately and Anja smiled and returned the loving nuzzle before they kissed each other softly. Aricia pulsed both of them with her female aura and they instantly returned that aura of love and warmth to her.

“What else?” Martin asked.


“I cannot yet determine the origin of the original message the Kintaur received. Whoever sent it hid their identity and position very well.” Valael continued calmly. “I can tell you that the message is less than a week old however, and whoever sent it used Pralor Communication Protocols.”

“Which means what exactly?” Martin asked.


“That they have at least a rudimentary knowledge of Pralor COM signals and how to manipulate them.” Tobia answered now. “Which most likely means one of two things. That one of the objects they discovered was an intact Pralor COM relay and they already knew how to use it from watching or spying on me when I was among them. It would allow them to hide their transmitting origin even with a very basic knowledge of communications channels.”

“That’s just nubous wonderful.” Martin exclaimed out loud as he sat back. “So not only did these Kintaur douche bags know Namiri and Emylea were going to be here...” Martin said. “…They had orders to take them prisoner along with our people. Boy, someone out there really doesn’t like this Saydia Daret too much.”


“Given their level arrogance and attitude I do not find that surprising in the least.” Aricia chimed in now. 


“It’s Perlyea.” Tobia said softly.


“Tobia I know you spent time with these people…” Wayonn spoke now. “But you can’t expect us to believe…”


“She’s right.” Martin spoke up now. 


Wayonn and Helen were among the few who knew of the senses that Martin commanded and they both looked at him. “Martin… what did you sense?” Helen asked.


“When Saydia Daret admitted that she is the one who gave the order to steal the tech from the STRIKER, I detected a huge adrenalin dump from her.” Martin said. “She was lying. She had no idea that was going to happen, though she did know that this Anthylea Tomar had Lycavorian blood within her.” Martin turned to Anja now. “What did you find Red?”

“She wouldn’t let me examine her willingly so I had to sedate her.” Anja answered. “She definitely has Lycavorian gene strands in her body, and lots of them. Obviously they are not natural so they were introduced into her body somehow. If I had to guess, I would say by some sort of gene therapy treatment.”


“But why?” Tobia asked.


“For the same reasons we used Lycavorians as a seed species Tobia.” Valael spoke once more. “Forgive me for using the term Martin.”


“No worries from me Elder Valael. Just make sure to use a different term when around my son or our daughter Eliani. Neither of them is too happy about that.” Martin told him. “Even less so considering what happened when we first met.”

“I take it your daughter does not agree with what we did either?” Valael asked from the ARC ROYAL.


Anja snorted softly. “Eli has been around her brother since she was old enough to crawl and spit up.” She said evenly. “She is closest to him in age and nearly as reckless. She has also taken on more of his mentality when concerning things having to do with our history and what we know the Pralors did. No… she does not agree with how things were done Elder Valael.”


“You will find many of our younger generations have embraced the essence of what it means to be Spartan and Lycavorian much more completely Elder Valael.” Helen spoke now looking at him in the transmission. “I dare say perhaps even more than the older generations of our people. We at least may understand why it was done, we don’t agree with it, but we understand.”

“There are far more among our people who do not agree with it either Helen.” Valael said.


Helen nodded. “I know. And that is why the younger generations of our two peoples will embrace each other much more quickly than the older ones.” She answered.


“Your longevity; your endurance and strength…” Tobia spoke now. “…And your healing abilities.”


Anja nodded her head. “It makes sense really. Lycavorian genetic codes are very easy to manipulate and they adapt almost instantly to changes. It’s why the Pralors did what they did to the Rothryn. They simply removed the genetic strand that allows us to shift our forms. Once Andro bit Sehri, he returned this strand to her body and now she can shift. It works the same on those they turn. When this big lug bit me and changed me, it altered my genetic coding.”


Martin grinned at her. “You were tasty too.” He stated.


“Pervert!” Anja hissed at him while everyone couldn’t help but laugh softly. “Anyway… the average lifespan for a Hadarian is roughly ten thousand years. Give or take a few centuries.” Anja told them as she continued. “When Martin bit me… his Lycavorian DNA overrode that part of my Hadarian DNA and now I will outlive normal, unchanged Hadarians by a factor of a hundred. I will be alive a hundred thousand years from now and…” Anja’s jade green eyes grew wider. “Did I just say that?” She gasped. “Sibfla!” 


Even Tobia joined in on the laughter around the table this time and For'mya leaned into Anja. “Think of the centuries of pleasure we will have Melyanna.” She said.

Anja glanced at Martin and saw him waggle his eyebrows at her. “Well… I guess that is ok.” She said with a loving smile.


“Ah… hello!” Danny’s voice echoed in the room. “Can we get back to what we were talking about please?”


“Be quiet chrome dome!” Anja hissed playfully. She leaned forward as everyone laughed again. “Anthylea is unique. If what I found when I examined her is accurate, and I am always accurate, then she has some of our abilities, at least on a much smaller scale.” Anja looked at Tobia. “What is the average lifespan of a Tasmor?”

Tobia blinked at the question. “I was never allowed to be present for an examination by Tasmor doctors but I have to say at least several hundred years minimum. Saydia herself is just under two hundred years old and she is still considered young among the Tasmor. She told me of a few that lived to be well over six hundred years old, but based on what I heard in casual conversation I can’t imagine their lifespan is more than a thousand years, if that.”


Anja nodded. “Well Anthylea will live far longer than that.” Anja said. “Not as long as one of us but if I had to guess, probably twenty thousand years at least. Perhaps more.” She looked at Martin. “And she is also like Lynwe and Akor’dris.”


Martin met her gaze but didn’t blink. “Is that because of this gene therapy?” He asked.


Anja shook her head quickly. “No, and unlike Lynwe, Akor’dris and the other Drow altered by the Coven, this is a very natural occurrence Lover.” She turned to look at Tobia. “How many of the Tasmor are like this?”


Tobia’s cheeks turned a bright red at the question as she blushed and she looked down at the table, her long, dark hair hiding her face. Anja reached out and took her hand. 

“This is not something that is uncommon to us Tobia. We know of it and have many within the Union who are like this. They were altered by insidious High Coven experiments but they are the same.”


Tobia nodded her head slowly and looked up after taking a deep breath. “Perhaps one third of the female Tasmor population is like this.” She answered. “Most of those like Anthylea are the Matriarchs if you will; the most wealthy and influential within Tasmor society. It is part of the reason why men are considered a lower class but are not mistreated or oppressed in any way.”

“Come again?” Martin asked.


Anja looked at him. “Only the Tasmor males are fertile Lover. And from what I can determine, they are genetically inferior to the Tasmor females in many ways and that is why their female population is far more than the males. I can’t know for certain unless I examine one of their males and an unaltered Tasmor female and compare the results but I’m pretty sure.”


Tobia nodded her head in agreement. “Female genes are dominant among the Tasmor. There are so few men that there are not really marriages as our people know them Martin. Male and female couplings are usually planned and they generally result in a female baby. The ratio is like nine out of ten. Males are considered a lower level of society but they are still protected after a fashion. Most are not allowed to serve in the military or any position that puts them at risk.”


“This is done in order to protect the future of the species as a whole.” Helen said softly.


Tobia nodded her head. “Yes. It has been like this since their birth as a species according to Saydia.”


Anja nodded her head and sat back in her chair. “This leads me to my next discovery.” She said. “I compared Anthylea’s DNA to the Kintaur pukes that we wasted during the fight here. She has nineteen different DNA strands that match perfectly with the Kintaur.”


Tobia looked at her astonished. “You are joking!” She gasped.


Anja shook her head. “Nope.”


“Lady Anja… are you saying that the Tasmor and the Kintaur are the same species?” Valael’s voice asked.


“Not exactly Elder Valael... no” Anja said. “At one point along the evolutionary scale they may have been, but if what Duewa and I saw is accurate, the Tasmor evolved normally and the Kintaur didn’t, which may account in some part for their hatred of each other.”


Martin looked at Tobia. “Does Saydia know this?” He asked.


Tobia met his eyes and shook her head. “I do not know. She told me she did not know much of the history of the Kintaur. Only that they had been at war for centuries before she was ever born.”


“Nice.” Martin moving around the edges of the table. “I come to get my people and I stick my size elven boot into the middle of conflict between the same species that’s been going on for how many millennia?” He muttered as he moved around the table. “Why does this shit always happen to me? Man… you couldn’t make this stuff up! Nothing is ever easy.”


“The only easy day was yesterday fervon.” Danny spoke up from the holotransmission, reciting one of the age old SEAL phrases from their days back in The Teams.

“Hooyah!” Anja muttered.


Martin shook his head as his mind raced with scenarios. “Red… she is back with the others right?” He asked.


Tobia nodded her head. “I went with them while Anja studied the results of her exam. Saydia and Anthylea are… I guess the best definition of a term to use is a couple. They deeply love one another and I wanted to insure Saydia knew she was alright.”


“You have a history with them?” Martin asked.


Tobia didn’t blush this time and she nodded her head. “It was brief but very pleasant. At least until I realized that I could never love anyone but Murano. The three of us parted as very good friends. It is why I greeted Anthylea as I did when they first arrived.”


“I wondered about that.” Aricia spoke now.


Martin nodded his head. “Well it’s good you feel that way… because he loves you too.” He told her, watching her eyes grow wide in shock. “What about the one I shot?” Martin asked Anja before Tobia could ask him to elaborate on his words.


Anja looked at him and her beautiful eyes narrowed. “The upaee will live.” She spat. “Ungrateful bitch is what she is! She’s lucky I didn’t send her into the long goodbye by sticking her with a poison or something.”


Tobia shook her head clear of the thoughts Martin’s words had triggered within her. “Martin you… would you have shot Namiri?”


Martin met her eyes. “Tobia I am many things, but I am not a monster.” He said calmly answering her question. 


“Thanks the gods.” Tobia muttered.


“I would have offed that upaee Perlyea in a New York minute… or whatever the hell her nubous name is.” Martin continued which caused both Danny and Julie to erupt into laughter in the transmission.


Tobia looked around the table quickly and then at Anja. “What is this New York?” She asked.


Anja smiled. “It was a city on Earth many hundreds of years ago.” She replied. “Martin just used a slang that means he would have killed Perlyea without thinking. This is how most people who lived in New York did things.”


Danny shook his head as he continued to laugh softly. “Same old Skipper… you’ll never change fervon.” He said aloud.


“Damn straight!” Julie added.


“We’ll let them sleep on things.” Martin spoke once more. “I got a sneaky feeling that this Perlyea character is a lot more than she wants us to believe. Or she knows a lot more than she is letting on.”


“I would have to agree.” Valael spoke.


Martin nodded his head. “Fervon… lock it down for the night on your end. Torma and Isheeni are certain that the Kintaur who survived our encounter are out of the area around you but post security just in case. Miath and Aurith will return in about an hour and I’ll update you but Torma is probably right on. They’ll find them tomorrow.”


Danny nodded his head. “That’s a done deal. You want us to enter the city tomorrow?”


Martin shook his head. “No… do a sweep of the area you didn’t cover today and recover any and all tech that Kasdan and Kesyla thinks might still be useable in any way. I’ll send out other teams in the morning to coordinate with you and then you can enter the city proper.”


“What do we do with the equipment we find Martin?” Kesyla asked.


“Package it up so Elder Valael can return it to Artaaya and have it examined.” Martin said. “It might give us a better idea of the Svorag and their capabilities. I’ll let Delnash know so he can keep it under wraps. Whatever the Tasmor already got is all they are going to get.”

“I’ll buzz you in the morning.” Danny spoke. 


Martin nodded. “Watch your six fervon.”


“I always do.” Dan said just before he terminated the transmission.


Martin looked at the others around the table. “Elder Valael… continue with your work on those Kintaur logs. See if you can figure out where the origin message came from and who sent it.”


“I will try.” Valael said. “I thought you would want to keep whatever you find on the surface Martin.”


Martin shook his head. “No offense Elder Valael, but at this moment in time, I trust you, Delnash, Tobia and Kasdan. Anything else having to do with Pralors will probably try and kill me thanks to the fat fuck Lorendo.”

Valael could be heard chuckling as the others in the room smiled at Martin’s comment. “Very well.” He said.


Martin looked at Anja. “Tina is ok Red?” He asked.

Anja nodded. “She’ll be fine by tomorrow.” Anja answered. “Though I wouldn’t ask her to fly any Tasmor anywhere, she might kick them out of her ship at thirty thousand feet and see if they can fly.”


Martin grinned. “Noted.” He said. 


“What are we going to do Martin?” Helen asked.


“Well… I’m going to curl up with three lovely ladies and get some shuteye. Maybe some sleep will get rid of this urge I have to kick someone’s ass.” He said. “In the morning, Tobia and I are going to have a long talk with Sovereign Regent Daret, after I apologize to Namiri and Emylea.”


Helen nodded her head with a small smile. Martin liked Namiri she knew. The young woman had spunk and was quite fearless. “Martin since they would appear to be more inclined to react better to females, having Aricia, Anja and For'mya get the information we want might work better.” She said.

Martin looked at his Queens and saw all of them nod their heads. “Ok… I’ll go along with that.” He answered.


“Then what will happen Martin?” Tobia asked.


Martin met her eyes. “I want my people back Tobia.” He told her. “If we can’t figure out a way to do that peacefully, then I will take them back! Especially after we have discovered the Tasmor are experimenting on them.”


“I did not… I was not aware of this Martin.” Tobia said. 


Martin shook his head. “I never thought you were Tobia.” He told her and looked at Anja. “Red… how long?”


Anja shrugged her shoulders and shook her head. “I can’t be exactly sure without a more detailed examination of Anthylea and other Tasmor like her Lover, but I’d say within the last two years at least. The changes within Anthylea are nearly complete as it stands now.”


Tobia looked at her. “Complete? What do you mean Anja?”


“When someone is turned by a Lycavorian it takes anywhere from eighteen months to two full years for the changes to be fully complete at the molecular and cellular level.” Anja answered her. “The genetic changes within Anthylea, regardless of how they came to be, are nearly complete now.”

“And it has been three years since the Tasmor began helping our people.” Wayonn spoke.


Anja nodded her head. “Yep.” She looked at Martin. “One more thing Lover; when the changes are complete, Anthylea and anyone like her who underwent these treatments, they will be fertile and able to produce children.”


Martin’s eyes grew a little wider. “Really?” He said softly. “Now that would explain a thing or two.”


“Yes it would.” Helen echoed his words. “Yes it would.”


“Do they know that?” Martin asked.


Anja shook her head. “Doubtful… they don’t have technology capable of discovering that and they don’t have Duewa and I.” She answered with a smile. “It wouldn’t show up in any exam that I know of.”

“Anja you are certain of this?” Tobia asked.


Anja nodded her head. “Oh yes.” She replied. “It goes back to the Lycavorian genes being so resilient. Trust me, if it wasn’t for our Mindvoice abilities, all of us would be walking around pregnant all of the time. He isn’t helpful at all if you get my drift.” Anja said jerking her thumb towards Martin.

“And whose fault is that?” Martin snapped.


“Yours!” Anja, Aricia and For'mya all replied at the exact same instant.

“…Has that sleaze ball Lorendo been doing?” Martin asked the image of Delnash in the transmission cone aboard his STRIKER. He had been awake for an hour now and held the mug of coffee in his hand as he sat in Tina’s Engineering Station seat. His first mission was to check in with Delnash and fill him in on what they had discovered so far. He hadn’t wanted to extract himself from the arms, legs and scents of his mates but he knew he had a lot of work to do.

Aricia, Anja and For'mya were still curled up together in the smallish sleeping quarters of the STRIKER DT, Endith and Tina now onboard the ARC ROYAL with Ben at Anja’s orders. While the sleeping quarters had been built with the seven of them together in mind, it still was very small compared to what they were used to. Torma, Isheeni, Miath and Aurith had chosen to sleep beside the ramp of the ship and no one in their right mind would attempt to slip past four dragons to board the STRIKER.


Delnash smiled from his office chair and he lifted the glass of juice in salute to him. “Your interview and the one with your wives have made him change his tactics because he was caught in several lies. I commend you Martin.”


Martin grinned. “Happy to help screw that bastard over any way I can.”


“Election preparations are proceeding well and…” Delnash began but Martin leaned forward in his chair.

“Chief Elder… don’t hold anything back from me.” Martin spoke calmly. “Not after all we have been through in such a short time just to get here.”


Delnash looked up at met his gaze in the image. “That is not something I will do Martin.” He answered. “Not now.”


“What is it?” Martin asked him.


“I am fearful of what will happen.” Delnash spoke.


“I don’t follow.”


Delnash rose to his feet in his office and the image followed him as he moved to stand in front of the massive balcony window that allowed a stunning view of the city below him. “All of the projections Two Seven and others have done have me winning this election by a landslide Martin.” He spoke turning to meet his gaze again. “Nothing Lorendo has done have altered the polls either way in weeks.”


“I never had much use for polls.” Martin spoke evenly. “My Tenna Deia loves the damn things though I think. She has people who poll the pollsters.”


“I am fearful of what he will do when he comes to realize that he will not win Martin.” Delnash spoke. “There is so much we don’t know about what he has done in the past or what he is doing even now. We have not begun to scratch the surface of what sinister ideas he has been working on. What if a victory by me causes him to react in a way that we can’t predict?”


“I think we have always known that would be the case sir.” Martin told him. “You may have done some things that your people did not like or agree with Chief Elder, but according to Murano this never stopped your people from supporting you.”


“I took your advice in regards to Two Seven.” Delnash said. “I removed all of the blocks to his neural net. He is certain about the people he has already vetted, but there are so many that even he cannot vet them all before the election.”

“Then don’t try.” Martin said. “Have him begin to formulate plans to counter everything he thinks Lorendo could do. Begin to prepare.”


“What if we miss something?” Delnash asked.


“Then we roll with the punches and react as best we are able.” Martin said. “Lorendo is a scum bucket, but he isn’t stupid sir. Whatever he does, you can be assured he will always make sure his fat ass is safe and sound. That is how we beat him.”


Delnash looked at Martin in the transmission. “Take away his escapes.” He said.


Martin nodded. “Or watch every possible way he could leave Artaaya. When he makes his move then we can act to squash him.”


“Do you think he may be involved in some way with the Tasmor and what they attempted with your ship?” Delnash asked.


“It’s too early to say right now.” Martin answered. By Martin’s order Delnash was now included in the daily reports that went out and he had read that report this very morning before Martin had contacted him. 

“They were very persistent about obtaining our technology.” Delnash said. “Some would say to the point of hostility. It’s one of the reasons I allowed Tobia to be our conduit to them. To try and maintain and openness so as not to have this happen. I never suspected that they would strip Svorag ships and equipment while they were relocating your people.”


“Well… they certainly have no qualms about how they obtain their tech.” Martin said. “Which kind of makes me believe that they need it for some reason.”


“They are already the most advanced species in that region of space.” Delnash said. He returned to his chair. “Could they want it to come after us?”


Martin shook his head quickly. “No.” He answered. “Their society and culture may not be something I would want to live in but they don’t strike me as conquerors Chief Elder. I think it has to do with these Kintaur assholes. We don’t know for sure and I don’t want to guess without more information.”


Delnash nodded his head. “I will have some of my people investigate what we have on them in our archives.” He said. 


“Anything would be useful at this point.” Martin said.


“Martin… I need to ask you about your brother, his wives and Kesyla.” Delnash began looking at him.

“What do you want to know?” Martin asked.


“Kesyla is our… by now I’m sure you know that Mari is not our child. That she is Murano and Tobia’s child?” Delnash said.


“I do.” Martin answered.


“Kesyla is my only daughter Martin. She has always been intuitive and adventurous.” Delnash said. “Oddly I am not concerned that Daniel turned her. I find myself welcoming that to be honest. But I worry for…”


“Sir… Danny and I have been together since we were ten months old.” Martin said. “He is the only brother I have ever known. The only true brother I will ever have. We have spilled the same blood in the same mud on more occasions than I care to remember. He asked me before he claimed Kesyla. He asked me if he was doing the right thing. I can tell you two things sir.” Martin sat forward in his chair. “Daniel Simpson will love Kesyla just as breathless as he loves Anuk and Nayeca. Anuk and Nayeca will love her just as breathless as they love Danny. Anuk and Nayeca wanted this just as much as Danny did sir; just as much as Kesyla did. It was meant to be.”

Delnash nodded his head slowly and Martin could see him relax slightly. “And what is the second thing?” He asked.


“As he lives and breathes sir, my brother would gladly endure all the pain in the galaxy if it meant that his wives and mates were safe from harm.” Martin said. “That now includes Kesyla. Did she tell you she was happy?”


Delnash nodded instantly. “Twenty-two times in the message she sent to me.” He replied with a small smile. “What I see on her face and hear in her voice is something I have never experienced and it makes her mother and I very happy.”


“Danny may act like a nut job Delnash… but he is anything but.” Martin said. “You’ll see this when you get to know him sir.”

“I can’t leave right now, too much is going on here, but my wife would like to travel to your location to see her.” Delnash said. “If that is alright?”


“That is a question you never have to ask sir.” Martin told him.


Delnash nodded his head and returned to his desk once more. “There is something else I need to tell you Martin.” He said.


Martin became more attentive as the tone of Delnash’s voice altered slightly. “You make it seem like I am not going to like this.” He said.


Delnash met his eyes. “Actually… quite the opposite.” He told him. “I had Two Seven run some searches when we first returned to Artaaya. He discovered something that no one ever imagined.”


Martin tilted his head in puzzlement. “Ok. I’m listening.”


“I hesitated at first not knowing how you would react.” Delnash said. “I decided I had no right to keep this information from you.”


“Keep what information from me?” Martin asked.


“Martin… Sumar’s mother and sister are still alive.” Delnash blurted out suddenly. “Your great, great grandmother and aunt are still very much alive.” Delnash saw Martin’s eyes widen at this information and he suddenly came to his feet.


“Alive?” He gasped loudly. “How? Where?”


“Martin they are… they are living on Honelze.” Delnash spoke.

HONELZE

MAIN PRALOR COLONY



FORTUNE

The twenty-two thousand meter mountain reached well into the clouds above the main colony as it did every day. The rising sun beat down across the snow covered peak and cast great swaths of near golden light across the valley and the colony far below.


Fortune.


Named because of the generous amounts of minerals and ores that kept the Pralor people busy and safe. Most of the ores were used in some way in building new ships and defenses to protect their people, while the minerals were a mainstay of the medical care provided by the many hospitals on the three planets the Pralor people now called home. 


The largest of the colonies on the planet by far at nearly two and a half million men, women and children. Situated right at the base of the massive mountain and surrounded by the six meter high, two meter thick wall of steel and rock. While they were the only humanoid life on the planet, the indigenous animal life was very abundant, large and could sometimes be very dangerous. They had learned over the years here how to avoid confrontations with the animal life and there had not been a serious attack in over a century. There were half a dozen smaller settlements within a hundred kilometers of Fortune, mainly the work and mining camps, but all of them called Fortune their home. Most had grown up here and while they were all Pralor, this was their home and not Artaaya. It was a much slower pace on Honelze and had been ever since its inception. Though Fortune was large as colonies go, everyone seemed to know everyone. They had schools and hospitals and shopping districts. All of the luxuries they could provide for themselves but still keep a much more level and calm way of life away from the bluster of Artaaya and the capital. The Governor of Fortune had been re-elected to another fifty year term by the vote of the people just two years ago. He had been at the head of this colony since they had laid the groundwork and foundation nearly ten thousand years ago. He was extremely well liked for his sometimes gruff, yet friendly personality and he held the interests of the men and women of Fortune before all others. His own wife and seven children lived within the colony walls and all but two of his children had been born in Fortune.


The Merchant Center occupied the middle of Fortune, hence its name. This is where most of the stores and eating establishments resided. Outdoor cafes that were almost always filled because of the incredible temperate climate of Honelze. Nine months out of the year the mean temperature hovered in the low eighties with almost no humidity in the air. For the other three months of the year, the temperature remained in the sixties, but eighty percent of the days were filled by sun and warm ocean breezes that swept in from the western seas only four kilometers to the northwest. 


It was in the Merchant Center where their restaurant was. 


It was the largest of the eating establishments in Fortune, yet the combination of modern and historic décor insured that its tables were always full. Not to mention that it offered the widest and most delicious pieces of Pralor cuisine as well as countless other types of food and all of it was home cooked. The staff was large, it had to be with the establishment’s size and reputation, but they were very polite and always with a smile. Most of it was due to the two women who ran the restaurant. A mother and daughter team that had become among the most popular and loved of Fortune’s residents. And even though the vast majority of men and women on Honelze were miners and researchers, no one got out of line in Jezima and Meral’s place. It was almost as if there was an unwritten law that all disputes and difference were left at the door when they entered here. 
Not one person had violated that unwritten rule in all the years they had been here.

Jezima and Meral had come to Honelze with the first settlers and had been a mainstay ever since. Jezima did the vast majority of the cooking with three other chefs that she had personally trained, while her daughter Meral handled pretty much everything else. To see them together you would think they were the best of friends as well as mother and daughter and this in fact would have been very correct. Both of them always had kind words for everyone, and they had helped several other establishments get started in Fortune with financial backing and assistance. Most of the merchants in Fortune, no matter their field of business, came for advice from Jezima. She was among the oldest Pralors on Honelze at nearly eighty-five thousand years old, and still as spry and active as a woman half her age. Meral herself was nearing forty-two thousand years old and since she was still single and exceptionally beautiful, many of the men on Honelze were vying for her attentions, though she usually paid them no mind. Her interests laid with a man she had seen only on the VID News reports at different times. He was the head of the Chief Elder’s Security Force and his eyes had swept her off her feet the first time she had seen them. She was working up the nerve to travel to Artaaya and meet him at an event in three months where he was going to be one of the Speakers.

Fortune was large yes, but there wasn’t much that happened that did not make its way around the colony very quickly. The talk of strange new visitors to Honelze had been the topic of conversation for two days now. Meral knew that there were now over two dozen ships in orbit, none of which were Pralor, but neither she nor her mother paid any mind to the news. As far as they both were concerned, their people needed allies and friends more than they needed to remain hidden. Though they had half a dozen large monitors within their restaurant tuned to the different News channels across Pralor territory, neither Jezima nor Meral ever watched them.


“Meral?” The male voice reached out to her from the side and she turned her head quickly, looking up from the data pad she was typing on. Her long black hair and deep, dark brown eyes were very evident and gave her an exotic look not often seen in Pralor women since many of them were fair skinned. 

Meral’s face broke into a wide smile and she set the data pad on the counter she was sitting at. “Roneh!” She exclaimed as she rose to her feet and embraced the man. “This is a surprise!” She continued as she held him at arm’s length. “What brings the Governor’s most trusted aide here? It’s been some time hasn’t it?”

The man nodded his head with an embarrassed smile. “Almost a year.” He answered. “Tending to twin newborns can be quite taxing.”


Meral laughed. “I bet.” She said. “How are Oceera and the girls doing?” 


“Growing faster than we can keep up really.” He answered.


“Tell me… what can we do for you?” Meral asked him.


“Governor Menep wanted me to arrange for a large gathering tonight for our guests. A dinner to welcome them.” Roneh answered.


Meral blinked several times. “Guests?” She asked. “What guests?”


Roneh looked shocked. “Haven’t you been watching the News Channels Meral?” He asked. “It has been all over them for over a day now. Everyone is talking about them.”


“Talking about who?” The new voice asked and they both turned to see the older woman step from beyond the counter wiping her hand son the towel at her waist.


“Jezima.” Roneh spoke warmly and embraced the older woman tightly. 


Jezima hugged him tightly back and lifted her hands to his face. “How are Oceera and the twins?” She asked.


Roneh nodded with a smile. “All of them are very well.” He said.


“Good. Good. I will send over some of them stuffed biscuits and green leafs that she likes so much.” Jezima told him. “It has been some time since we have seen you here. What brings you today?”


“As I was telling Meral.” Roneh spoke. “The Governor wanted me to arrange for a lager dinner tonight with our guests. A welcoming dinner I suppose.”


“What guests?” Jezima asked him.


Roneh rolled his eyes. “You are almost as bad as your daughter Lady Jezima. Don’t you ever watch the news?”


“What for?” Jezima exclaimed. “To listen to more rants from the stupid, fat man who is trying to unseat the Chief Elder?” Jezima hissed. “Bah… who needs news like that?”

Roneh shook his head. “No… not about Elder Lorendo.” He said. “About the nearly three dozen ships now in orbit filled with Lycavorians.”


Meral’s eyes perked up. “Lycavorians?” She asked. “You mean… the same Lycavorians that we used in the Seed Missions?”


Roneh nodded his head. “Not from the exact Seed Missions but from the same species.”


“Are we back to doing such things again?” Jezima declared. “It was wrong then and it is wrong now!”


Roneh shook his head quickly. “No Lady Jezima.” He replied. “These Lycavorians came out here in search of us. You truly need to watch the news more to remain up to date.” He reached behind her and tapped the control panel on the counter, activating the large monitor above their heads. “This is one of the interviews that were done with their King and his Queens only days ago.”


“Queens?” Jezima spoke up. 


“Watch Lady Jezima.” He told her as the screen shifted to the image of six stunningly beautiful women all seated on a couch together and very intimately leaning into one another. All of them had such beautiful eyes and each of them looked radiant in their own unique way. Three of them had incredible colored eyes, one of a breathtaking azure blue, one with dazzling jade green eyes and another with riveting emerald green eyes.


“Mother… look… look at those two!” Meral exclaimed. “They have pointed ears.”


Roneh nodded his head. “They are elves.” He stated. “Listen.”


“…You tell us how each of you met Martin?” The female voice asked.


Jezima looked at Roneh. “That is Tinra!” She exclaimed.

Roneh nodded. “She is the one who did both interviews.” He answered. “Watch.”


“That could take some time.” The red haired woman answered. “How we all met Martin doesn’t really matter to us anymore. What is important to us is how we all came to be together. Aricia, For'mya, Bella, Dysea and I have been together with Martin for over twenty-five years now, but we weren’t fully complete until Cirith joined us.” They watched as the blond elven female with emerald eyes leaned over and nuzzled the dark haired woman’s cheek and neck.


“How very true.” The female with the azure eyes spoke.


“And now she has some catching up to do.” The red haired woman spoke again causing the dark haired woman who the blond elf had nuzzled to look at her with wide eyes.


“Anja!” Cirith exclaimed.


They watched as all of them laughed together. Jezima stared at the monitor almost as if she saw something no one else did. She ignored what was being spoken of as she gazed intently at all of the women. Each of them was confident and powerful, that much was easy enough to see just from their actions and how they spoke. The red haired female was quite humorous in her words and whenever they laughed they always seemed to lean into one another with a great deal of affection. Jezima also noticed that they were always in physical contact with each other no matter how they were sitting on the odd looking couch. There was an enormous amount of fondness between them, almost as if they knew each other quite intimately in some fashion. Their natural beauty was exceptional and Jezima noticed that none of them wore a great deal of makeup, if any at all.


Jezima nodded her head in approval as she reached for the small stack of plates on the counter. “It is about time we began to reach out to others.” She stated simply. “We are not all powerful.”

“Jezima wait.” Roneh spoke. “They have been showing the interviews in segments and after each one they show this Lycavorian King. He is the one everyone is talking about.”


“I have work to do young Roneh.” Jezima said with a warm smile. “I will let you and the Governor deal with the politicians. Just give me the details to what you would like tonight and I will make it happen.”


“I am them and they are me.” The deep voice from the monitor caused Jezima’s head to snap back around.


It was a voice from beyond time and it shook Jezima right down to the very core of her being and flooded her with sensations of love and warmth. It was a voice she never expected to hear ever again. Her dark eyes grew wide and she dropped the stack of plates as Meral’s gasp of shock echoed loudly and caused heads to turn towards them from all around the interior. As the plates shattered against the floor, Jezima’s hands went to her face in equal shock and disbelief. The voice and now the face caused mother and daughter to reach for one another in disbelief.


“By the Ancients within the Rift of Time! Mother look…? The Ancients forgive me… look at him!” Meral rasped out the words with utter astonishment in her tone and demeanor.   


Jezima was looking and her dark eyes were rapidly filling with tears that she had shed long ago in a different time and place.


Roneh looked at them not understanding why they were reacting in such a way. Both of them appeared as if they had just seen a ghost. “Lady Jezima? Meral? Is everything all right?” He asked quickly.


He looked up as the image changed to the face of Lady Tinra who all of them knew so well from the major News Channels. She was the owner and operator of the five largest News channels within Pralor space.


“This is the last of our segmented interviews with the six Queens of the Lycavorian Union.” Tinra’s image spoke. “As all of you can see, each of them are not only breathtaking in their beauty, all of them are incredibly intelligent and well spoken. I had wanted to do another interview with them but their duties did not allow them to allocate more time. They graciously have promised me future interviews and I intend to hold them to their offer.” Tinra shifted items around in front of her. “I came here TO Manne at the behest of Chief Elder Delnash not really knowing what to expect. We once used Lycavorians as a Seed Species and all of the information that we have in our archives is so very old and so very wrong. I should know, for I checked before I left Artaaya to come here to Manne. What I found upon arriving here is so far removed from what our history scrolls tell us of this species. A species we once thought beneath us in every way and look at them now. They have reached into the stars and have traveled all the way from the Alpha Quadrant to find us. Led by one man. A man every single person I have talked to since arriving here adores in every sense of the word. It should not surprise me but it does, for many different reasons. He is the direct descendant of the Chief Elder so many of our own people loved and adored so long ago. His name is Martin Leonidas and he is the Great, Great Grandson of our beloved Chief Elder Sumar. 
My segment with him tomorrow night will begin to detail the history of how that came to be, at least what Martin knows of that history. It is the main reason he has come all this way from the Alpha Quadrant.

To discover his history.


Which also happens to be our history, for he carries within him the blood of our people as well as his own.

Roneh did not understand why Jezima collapsed to the floor wailing as tears splashed from her eyes and Meral held her tightly to her body, her own eyes flooded with tears and not allowing her to see anything. Roneh reached for the COM on his belt and began to call for medical support.

HONELZE

FORTUNE 

MINING COMMAND AND CONTROL BUNKER


Menep had seen much in his life but nothing had prepared him for this. 

The moment Chief Elder Delnash contacted him and told him what was going on Menep knew that his life was going to become so much more interesting. He loved his duties here and had long ago vowed to insure that the men, women and children of Fortune and the other six mining sites here on Honelze would be safe and secure under his care. He had no political ambitions outside of what he already had. He was a man dedicated to this colony and everyone on it. He was also a man who was somewhat of a historian, dating back to the very beginnings of the Pralors as a people. The last two days among these men and women had showed him that perhaps history as he knew it was not entirely accurate.

Lycavorians. Elves. Vampires.


Species that his people had long considered inferior now roamed the stars and led great empires. He had been aboard one of their ships in orbit and to say he was astonished would be an understatement. Their ships and personnel were just as advanced as his own people. The Lycavorians especially impressed him. They had once been used as a Seed species, and no one thought they would advance past the primal stage of evolution. That Pralor historians had been wrong did not surprise Menep. That they had been so excessively wrong is what stunned him.


He stood with three Queens of this Lycavorian Union. An empire that was now vast and diverse in every way. An empire that, while much smaller than the Pralor empire at its peak, was growing and expanding and doing so in a way that encouraged other species and cultures to join them. And they were doing it peacefully for the most part, which is what stunned Menep the most. All of the records and history on these Lycavorians indicated that they were warlike and violent and savage in their ways. What he had seen in these last two days had blown that preconceived notion right out of the quadrant. Of course all of their records were over forty thousand years old and obviously so very wrong to begin with. No doubt written by idiotic members of the Science Convention who thought the Pralor people were the pinnacle of evolution. Menep chuckled gently to himself and wondered if those fools were looking down now and seeing just how incredibly wrong they had been.


“Governor, is everything alright?” The warm female voice asked and Menep looked up into the stunning face and shining emerald green eyes of the elven Queen Dysea.

Menep of course knew now who the Lycavorian King was, Delnash had hinted at it and these three stunning women had confirmed it for him within hours of being with them. He had been anxious and a little frightened when he had first boarded their massive ship, but these three women had quickly put him at ease with their calm and charming demeanor and the Etheric resonance that they all radiated. He could sense a much more powerful essence within each of them, swirling around them and embracing them, staggering in its power yet so very pure and focused. Menep knew that Delnash had been very correct he now knew. 
So very correct indeed.


“Forgive me Lady Dysea. My thoughts wandered for a short time.” He spoke in an almost reverent tone of voice as he looked at her. He was speaking to one of the six wives to a Praetorian of their people; and not just any Praetorian, but the one who descended from the first and most powerful of them.


It was Isabella who smiled and looked at Dysea and Cirith before answering. “Governor we have asked you to not do that.” She told him. “We are not all powerful beings and neither is Martin. He would be the first to tell you this.”


“In much more colorful terms too.” Cirith chimed in with a smile.


Dysea laughed and nodded her head. “Yes he would.”


Menep looked at them and nodded. “I know, but to discover that the Praetorians are not dead. To know that they live on in the descendants of Sumar, the most powerful and revered of the Praetorians… it is awe-inspiring.”


“You might change your tune when you hear Martin Leonidas cuss like a drunken sailor and throw a fit about something that has gone wrong.” Isabella spoke.


Menep looked at them and moved closer to the Star Chart Table they were all standing around, his smile genuine and infectious. “It does not surprise me that our historians were so wrong about Lycavorians and so many other species. That they got it so utterly wrong is what strikes me so deeply. I always thought the Seed Missions were barbaric in a way, as many of our people now do, but to know that those stuffy fools who thought they knew everything could be so wrong… frankly it is hysterical.”


Dysea, Isabella and Cirith all laughed with him now. He was quite unlike the Pralors they had first met on Onterom, for he did not have an arrogant bone in his body. He was like Elder Radra and Elder Valael and now Delnash himself as their eyes were opened and they began to realize that they were not all powerful.


Menep looked at them as they stood there side by side. “If I may ask… what is he like? The descendant of Sumar.”


“You do realize that you are asking that question to three who love him beyond words.” Dysea said. “Our answers would be bias in every way.”


Menep smiled. “Those are the best kind.” He told them.


“Nauta Melme is… he is far more intelligent than he lets others see.” Dysea said. “He is passionate about what he believes. He strives only for the advancement of his people. And he positively hates being King.”


Menep looked stunned by this. “You jest.” He gasped.


Isabella shook her head. “No. Given the chance, Martin would scoop all of us up in his arms and disappear into the stars and leave it all behind. Of course, our son Androcles would not be very happy about that for it would leave him in charge. He hates titles almost as much as Martin does.”


Dysea nodded her head. “Yes he does.”


“I can sense his Etheric resonance within all of you.” Menep spoke softly. “All of you are powerful alone, but your resonance echoes with him in the background and it is so pure and focused. He loves all of you without question or doubt, like the burning of the sun.”


Cirith leaned forward slightly. “You can sense that?” She asked.


Menep nodded his head. “One of my rather odd quirks if you will.” He told them. “I can detect the echo of someone’s Etheric resonance within others. With the three of you, and your fellow Queens within you, I sense a devotion that surpasses anything I have ever felt. It is refreshing.”


“Well… our devotion to him is equal in every way. As is our devotion to each other.” Isabella said.


Cirith leaned into Dysea. “Yes it is.”


Dysea looked at her with bright emerald eyes and they shared a soft kiss before Menep looked once more at the table before them.


“Forgive me for distracting us.” He said. “We must continue.”


“As Martin would say, distractions are not a bad thing unless they addle your brain and leave you unable to function.” Cirith spoke up.


“Yes… like he does to us on so many occasions beast that he is.” Dysea echoed her words.


“They are extremely pleasant distractions Dysea.” Isabella said.


Dysea’s smile grew larger. “Oh yes. No doubt about that.”


Isabella moved back beside her and leaned over to touch the table. She was about to speak when the door to the Control Center slid aside and General Koguth, Garan and Lexi entered speaking with two of Menep’s security force. 

“General… we were just going to call you and ask for your report.” Isabella spoke.


Koguth’Juturi moved right up to the table without hesitation. Menep looked at him intently for he had never seen a Kavalian before two days ago. The dark brown fur that covered his body was well groomed and dotted with spots of gray but he was an extremely large man who looked to be in superb physical condition. He apparently held the complete trust of Dysea, Isabella and Cirith so Menep did not doubt him in the least.


Koguth leaned over and touched the screen bringing up the schematic of the entire wall that surrounded Fortune. “Lexi, Garan and I have just completed walking this entire wall my Queens.” He stated. “It has been some time since I have gone up and down so many elevators and steps.”


“Did it wear you out General?” Isabella asked with a smile.


Koguth chuckled. “Mani would say yes.” He answered referring to his wife. They watched as he and Garan adjusted the schematic and then stood up fully. “I think will begin doing this every day. It is invigorating. And now that Iama is returned to us and we are free, Mani and I can think of having more children to stop the snide remarks from my sons.”


“Have you spoken to Iama since she returned with Fedor?” Cirith asked.


Koguth nodded. “Right after she arrived on your son’s ship.” He stated. “Never have I seen her face so animated and happy. She was telling her mother of the size of this ship and the cooking she would have to do and all of the other things…” Koguth raised his hand. “I was forgotten after the first five minutes.”

Dysea, Isabella and Cirith laughed. “Yes… we have been scolded by Martin for doing that very thing with our children as well. Hogging the COM time as he called it.” Bella spoke.


Koguth smiled. “Seeing their happiness is all that matters.” He said. “Now… on to our report.” He set his data pad down and touched the screen. “I must commend you Governor Menep; the upkeep of your wall has been impeccable.”


Menep nodded his head. “Considering the size of some of the predators on this planet, it seemed like a prudent thing. Though all credit goes to the engineers assigned to that task.”


“Garan?” Koguth spoke.


Garan leaned over now. “Akor’dris and Bae'diraz are finishing the sweep of the exterior portions of the wall with Governor Menep’s Security Team and a detachment of General Koguth’s men. They should be just about done but their preliminary report was excellent as well.”


Isabella nodded. “Good… the wall was our biggest concern.” She stated.


“We should begin installing the heavy turrets every hundred meters.” Garan spoke. “A mix of your projectile heavy weapon guns and Pralor heavy energy turrets. We can also add a few of the mortar turrets that General Koguth said the Puma Bane were going to use on Manne.”


Dysea looked at Koguth. “Koguth?” She asked.


Koguth nodded his head. “Popal is sincere in his wishes Queen Dysea.” He told her. “The path Pusintin was guiding them down led only to death and despair. He now knows that in order to truly live this is what we must do.”


“And you trust him?” Cirith asked now.


Koguth nodded. “He and those engineers from Manne were never really a threat to us.” He said. “To begin anew they are willing to do anything to show you they are true in their intent. This could be the start of what they need to build a future. We have already confirmed that Pian and those aligned with him have begun moving the families of those who defected from Pusintin out of Kavalian territory. This is much easier since they have no contact with Pusintin or his ships. We are not so limited. If their families and Prides are safe then these men will fight for the chance to see them again.”


Dysea nodded. “You know them and we will not question you.” She said confidently. “We will need every advantage.”


“Indeed.” Koguth spoke. “Captain Neloy has air patrols scouring every portion of the valley and beyond looking for approaches that the Svorag can use. So far all we are seeing is a direct frontal assault through this valley.”


Garan nodded his head. “The mountains are too high for them to traverse. They would freeze before they found a way through the many passes.”


“Mine them anyway.” Isabella stated. “Airdrop as many mines as we can through all of these passes. We must make certain there is no other way they can come at us. When it is over we can deactivate and retrieve them.”


“We will need escape tunnels. Exits for the civilians if things go bad.” Garan said.


Menep leaned forward now. “The old mining tunnels.” He spoke pointing to the area along the base of the massive mountain. “They were what we originally began with when we first settled here. All of them have been deactivated but they are still maintained. Five tunnels, each of which lead directly to a large clearing roughly between six and eight kilometers in all directions from the mountain itself.”


Dysea nodded. “Nauta Melme will want to see them but yes.” She said. “Have a squad from the 1st EB work with Menep’s engineers to insure they are stable and clear whatever they need to clear to allow for transports to set down and extract large amounts of civilians if it is needed.”


“We should lay traps all along this area of the valley.” Lexi spoke now as she moved closer to Dysea. “Dig defilades and shallow trenches and fill them with mines and traps.”


Koguth nodded his head. “The more we slow them down the better off we are.” He stated. “And if we can kill them by the hundreds it may make others pause.”


Dysea looked at Menep. “Governor, we have instructors with us that can train your people in basic tactics. We can arm them and…”


Menep met her eyes. “The vast majority of the citizens of Fortune are engineers and miners Lady Dysea. They are not fighters. I must ask… when do you plan to tell them that the Svorag are coming?”


“This is your colony Governor Menep.” Dysea told him. “When you tell them is entirely up to you. The more they know; I believe the better off we will be. You must know that even with every transport ship the Pralor fleet has, that we have with us now; we will never evacuate everyone here in time. We could remove possibly a third of them, but then the Svorag would be upon us, and we will have to fight.”


Menep nodded his head. “I understand.” He told her. “There are others coming to help us yes?”


Isabella nodded now. “Martin and all of our forces in this Quadrant now will be coming here as soon as they finish securing the safety of the Lycavorian people on Ventori. Some may even choose to help us to fight. Martin could inspire rocks to fight for him.”

“Our children are also coming.” Dysea told him. “They will arrive in a few weeks with hundreds of ships and perhaps another fifty thousand Spartans. Our son is also bringing his 1st Dragon Brigade and Elder Teniri has already begun shifting dragons here from Artaaya to assist.”


“With so many engineers among your people…” Cirith spoke as she leaned across the table. “Could we not establish safe haven within the colony itself, enough to fit every citizen? We have time Dysea. General Koguth? We could turn many of these large holding facilities into complete fortresses with reinforced steel and rock and then connected by underground tunnels so that we can reinforce each other.”


Isabella looked at her. “Like the barracks on Ukwav.” She exclaimed.


Cirith nodded her head. “Yes.”


Dysea looked at Garan. “Is this possible with the equipment we have here Garan?” She asked.


Garan was looking at the map of the colony now and he spun it in several different directions. He nodded his head slowly. “Yes.” He answered. “Yes it is.”


Dysea looked at Menep. “Governor?” She asked.


Menep nodded his head. “We have a plan.” He said softly. “Now that I know what we will do I can tell them tomorrow. Tonight I would like for all of us to have dinner together. I sent Roneh to the finest eating establishment that we have. There has been much talk among our people about all of you since you arrived. Speculation and questions. With your permission I would like to try and put that to rest.”


Dysea looked at Isabella and Cirith. “A good meal sounds very nice.” Cirith spoke. 


Dysea turned back to him. “We would like that Governor.”


Menep smiled. “Excellent.” He said cheerfully. “Excellent. I will have Roneh make the arrangements and we can continue here with our plans.”


“This is what I propose...” Koguth began. 

VENTORI
UNION ADHOC BASE



Alive.

They were alive. Words that Martin imagined he would hear.

Since Delnash had told him this, Martin had kept his Etheric shields locked down very tightly in order to not alarm anyone. He felt such joy within him at this news. Joy and anxiety for he did not know if they would accept him for who he was. The first person he had spoken to was Wayonn. He had known them and he would know what to do and what to say. Wayonn for his part was ecstatic and filled with disbelief at the news. He had boarded a ship to take him to Honelze only ten minutes ago with a message Martin had recorded for his ancestors. He hadn’t really known what to say but he had tried at least. 
Now he was standing on one of the high ridges near the ADHOC base with half a dozen Durcunusaan from his Spartan Attack Division encircling him at a respectful distance. All of them knew their King’s mannerisms and habits. He was deep in thought and when he was like this, he preferred to be alone to ponder whatever was on his mind. Only General Simpson, Helen or one of their Queens would dare interrupt him when he was like this. They saw him turn to watch as two of their comrades led Namiri and Emylea up towards their King. Martin tried to adjust the new body armor since he was still getting used to it and then he watched as Namiri and Emylea approached cautiously. They were hesitant and he was the one who had given them reason to be. Namiri was the ground fighter and he saw her dark eyes move back and forth all around them as they stopped in front of him.

Martin looked at the two Durcunusaan. “That will be all.” He said evenly.

The two men nodded their heads and turned without question and headed back down the ridge a respectful distance. They did not fear for their King for he could squash both of these females without as much as a deep breath.

“Thank you for coming.” Martin told them.

“Did we have a choice?” Namiri asked but she kept her voice calm and neutral.

“You do not have to be afraid of me.” Martin said.

Emylea looked at him and her pale blue eyes narrowed. “You held a weapon to my sister’s head!” She spat at him. “You threatened to kill her!”

Namiri took her sister’s hand quickly. “Emylea you…” She began to speak but Martin’s words cut her off.

“And now I am apologizing for that.” He said softly. “After what you both did for my people, it was wrong of me to do that.”

Emylea and Namiri both looked at him with wide eyes shocked that he would admit such a thing. Namiri tilted her head to the side as she looked at him for a long moment. “You… you had no intention of harming me did you?” She asked finally seeing Emylea look at her with wide eyes.

“Namiri what are you…” Emylea began to say.

Martin looked at her as well for a long moment. He liked this young woman for she reminded him of Eliani. She had a fire inside her that she would let no one distinguish. He shook his head finally. “No.” He told her finally. “I was angry at what had happened. Tina has been… she is someone who I have considered family for a very long time. Even before I took this job.” He looked directly at Namiri. “No… I would not have hurt you Namiri Daret, any of you. Not after what you have done for my people.”
“Our mother did not know what the Chief Counsel did King Leonidas.” Emylea told him realizing very quickly that this man was speaking true words. “They argued about it when your people brought us to that building. She was livid.”

Martin nodded his head. “Yes, I know.”

“You… you know?” Emylea asked shocked once more.

“My people can detect the chemical released in a person’s body when they lie.” Martin told them. “When someone lies your body secrets a unique chemical into your bloodstream to help you attempt to cover up that lie. The scent of that chemical is very pungent to us, and we can detect it in just about every species we have ever come across.”

“You smelled this in our mother?” Namiri asked.

“I did… yes.” Martin answered. “My sense of smell is more keen than most. It’s very uncomfortable sometimes, but very handy in others.” Martin looked at them and motioned at the ground as he sat down. Namiri and Emylea glanced at each other surprised but after a moment they both settled to the ground in front of him. “I have four daughters very close to your age you know.” He told them. “I do not want you to view me as a monster because, had I been your mother, I would have tried to do the same thing and I would have been just as angry as she was that someone had gone behind my back. I am more concerned for the experiments that have been done on my people by yours. I asked you both here to apologize yes, but I also think you are more even tempered.”

“We will not go against our mother!” Namiri stated quickly. “We…”

Martin held up his hand. “I’m not asking you to go against your mother Namiri.” He told her. “This Perlyea person seems to have a real problem with me personally and men in general. Fine… that is her problem. I have no intention of doing anything to the Tasmor. I respect and honor what your people have done for mine. I just want them back. They are my people and I did make that vow to the spirits of my ancestors.”

“You… you believe in faith King Leonidas?” Emylea asked.

Martin smiled and nodded. “Some would say no, but I have my own ways that I talk to whatever gods may be up there looking down on us.”
“Is it also true that you have Pralor blood within you?” Namiri asked now.

Martin nodded once more. “Yes. As do many of my people who come from the Alpha Quadrant. That is one of the reasons we came out here. To try and find out about that part of our history. It didn’t begin very well but it’s not turning out so bad now.” He replied thinking about what Delnash had told him only a short time ago.

“What do you mean?” Namiri asked truly interested now.

“Let’s just say that I was informed this morning that it is very possible I may have living family among the Pralors. Family that I am descended from. That my children are descended from.” Martin told them. “I did not come out here for conflict and I certainly do not want an incident with the Tasmor. How you live your lives is your business… but when it means that you experiment on my people I cannot…”

“We asked your people King Leonidas.” Namiri blurted out.

“Namiri!” Emylea protested as she took her arm.

Namiri met her sister’s gaze. “They will discover the truth sister, you know this.” Namiri spoke. “Mother is being mother and all she wants is to protect our people and see them become better. Sometimes she is just too stubborn to see what is in front of her.”

Emylea was silent for she agreed with Namiri completely. They had both told their mother the same thing over the last few years. She turned back to Martin. “We asked… we asked your people to allow us to take their DNA. To use it and to try and improve ourselves. Your healing factor alone could save millions of Tasmor over the years because of your resistance to diseases. It could extend our lives.”

“No one was forced to do this?” Martin asked them.

Namiri shook her head quickly. “We thought your leaders would refuse the request but days after it was made, all of them came forward and said they would help us. Hundreds of your people volunteered and came forward to donate. Our doctors and scientists have been able to use your DNA to improve the Tasmor.”

“Like Anthylea?” Martin asked.

Namiri nodded almost shyly. “But not just Anthylea and those like her.” She told him. “Very soon we will be able to make it so the vaccines and serums made with the DNA of your people can be combined with the DNA of our people and diseases that have ravaged our species for millennia will no longer hang over our heads.” She dipped her head and Emylea squeezed her arm in support.

“What?” Martin asked softly.

Emylea looked at him. “We are a proud people King Leonidas.” She answered. “We do not hate males, nor are they mistreated, but because of the way our species has evolved there are few options open to us. We do not… we do not normally talk to our males as we are talking now.”

Martin smiled at them. “Yes, I noticed that. You are talking to me now though. Why?”

“To be honest… many of them are not intelligent enough.” Emylea answered. “There are exceptions yes, but many of our males have deficiencies when they are born. Our doctors and scientists have tried for centuries to discover why this is but they have had no success.”

“The Pralor people have very advanced doctors and medical equipment.” Martin told them. “Did you ask them for help?”

“They refused.” Namiri said instantly.

“Did you ask or did you demand?” Martin asked them. Namiri and Emylea both were silent and after a moment they both looked away embarrassed. Martin nodded his head. “That’s what I thought.”

“They know of our plight.” Namiri spoke once more. “This information was given to them by our doctors. They refused to help us.”

“I have gotten to know Chief Elder Delnash pretty well over the last weeks and I find it hard to believe he would refuse such a request.” Martin told them.

“You… you know the Pralor Chief Elder?” Emylea asked stunned.

Martin nodded. “Yes.”

“Could you speak to him for our people?” Namiri stammered.

Martin looked at her oddly. “No one in your government has met with Delnash?” He asked.

“My mother herself sent a message to him.” Emylea said. “We both saw it. We witnessed as Tobia transmitted it. The reply did not come until after her and the other Pralor… Valael… it did not come until after they had left our people. It was refused.”

Martin reached back behind him and pulled his P1 from the small of his back. Namiri and Emylea both watched with wide eyes as he activated it and tapped on the screen several times. Their eyes grew wider when they saw the image of the older women appear within the small holotransmission.

“Martin?” Radra exclaimed surprised. “What? Is something wrong?”

Martin shook his head. “No… I have a question for you though.”

“Of course.” Radra answered. 

“Who would receive an official transmission from a species requesting medical aide or assistance?” Martin asked.

Radra blinked. “I am the Medical Convention’s Lead Elder. It would have come to me. Why?” She asked.

“Has Delnash or the Elder Council ever refused a request for medical aide here in the Echo Quadrant? Regardless of that species technological capabilities?” Martin asked.

Radra shook her head instantly. “No. Never. And we have helped several in just the last three centuries alone. The only species we refused to assist were the Kintaur because they held several dozen of our explorers as their prisoners. We told them if they were returned to us unharmed then we would talk. We never heard from them again.”

“Nothing from the Tasmor?” Martin asked.

Radra shook her head. “No.”

Martin held up his hand quickly keeping Emylea and Namiri both from shouting at the holoimage of Radra. “You are sure?”

“Martin… my people may be arrogant and stupid in many cases, but we are not fools.” Radra told him. “We would have jumped at the chance to help the Tasmor in any way we could. Especially in a medical sense. Their temperament and self-absorbed attitude aside, having them as friends could have led to many things that we do not have now. If such a request had come to me, I would have taken it to Delnash immediately. He would have jumped at the chance to secure at least friendly relations with them. I assure you… nothing ever came to me from the Tasmor. Official or otherwise.”

Martin nodded. “Thank you Radra… I just wanted to be sure.”

“Certainly.” Radra answered just before Martin tapped the P1 once more and ended the transmission.

“She lies!” Emylea protested. “We saw Tobia and our mother do this! We were in the same room! Anthylea as well!”

Namiri was more astute when it came to the Lycavorian people and after hearing what he had told them only a few moments ago she looked at Martin carefully. “She was not lying was she?” She asked.

Martin shook his head. “No she wasn’t.”

Emylea looked shocked. “You… you can determine this even when she is aboard your ship?” She gasped.

Martin shook his head. “She’s not aboard my ship. At this moment she’s here on the surface with my wife and mate Anja.” He told them. He tapped his jaw implant. “Red?”

“I’m here Lover.” Anja answered instantly.

“You clear?”

“I just left the medical building.” Anja spoke.

“Did I miss something?” Martin asked.

“No. Not even a touch of adrenalin entered her system.” Anja answered. “She was telling the truth.”

“You heard everything else?” Martin asked her.

“Every word.” Anja said.

Namiri put it together then and her eyes grew wide. “She has… she has heard everything we talked of!” She gasped.

Martin met her eyes. “I don’t keep secrets from my wives and mates.” Martin told her. “Anja?”

“Based on what they told you Lover, I would have to say it is some sort leveled enzyme deficiency while within the womb. If not that then definitely something along the lines of Darpia Syndrome with Bella, but this disease attacks the synaptic patterns of the brain functions and not the mineral components of the mother’s womb. It’s probably hereditary too considering not all of their male babies are affected.” Anja answered. “Dee and I could probably figure it out in a few hours if we had their doctor’s research.” 
“Are you headed to the meeting?” Martin asked. 

“I’m going to pull For'mya off the STRIKER now. Atropos and Thoti brought them to the ADHOC right before you asked Namiri and Emylea to join you.” She answered.

“Ok… the two of you run with that for now.” Martin said.

“Do you care how?” Anja asked him. 

“Anja?” Martin asked with a roll of his eyes.

“Ok. Ok. I just wanted to ask.” Anja answered with a small laugh.

“Aricia and I are going to take Namiri and Emylea for a little ride.” Martin said. “Let me know if you discover anything Red.”

“Always Lover.” Anja answered.

Martin rose to his feet as he tapped the implant once more. He held out his hands for them and after only a few seconds both Namiri and Emylea took his offer and he helped to pull them to their feet.

“I have one more question for you.” He asked. “Do the Kintaur know your names?”

Namiri looked at him keenly now. “The one… the one that you killed. He knew my name. That is why… that is why I froze. I was shocked.”

“So that is a no right?” Martin asked.

Emylea shook her head now. “Those we associate with know our names yes, but even our news people refer to us as the Sovereign Regent Daughters. That is our official title among our people.”

“So how did the Kintaur know that you two were going to be here and how did they know your names?” Martin asked them.

“They would not!” Namiri declared.

Martin held up the data pad and held it out to Namiri. “This is a transcript of their ship logs.” He told them. “Elder Valael decrypted and translated them. The Kintaur came here because they knew both of you were going to be here running the operation to help my people. And they knew you by name.”

“By the gods… how?” Emylea asked.

The gust of wind startled both of them and they looked up to see Torma’s massive body land only a short distance away, Isheeni right beside him with Aricia already in her saddle. Namiri and Emylea gripped each other tightly in fear.

Martin smiled as he walked up to Torma who lowered his head and butted Martin gently in the shoulder. “There is nothing to be afraid of.” He told them turning back and looking at them as he scratched the underside of Torma’s massive snout. “I have a proposition for both of you. This is Torma and Isheeni and they found the Kintaur pukes who escaped our little ambush this morning. They are hiding on the southern edge of the city. Five of them. I don’t suppose you would be interested in finding out how they got this information would you.”

“Yes!” Emylea and Namiri spoke at the same time.

Martin and Aricia chuckled at their reaction. “Then one of you can ride with Aricia and one of you can ride with me.” Martin told them. “See… I really hate traitors. And these traitors or traitor not only put you in danger, they put my people in danger. That just burns my ass to no end.” Martin nimbly leaped onto Torma’s back and settled into the saddle before turning and looking at them.
“How bout we find out together.” 

Namiri and Emylea paused for only a microsecond before they were moving.
