CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE
SPARTA’S WRATH

ORBITING AUSTROVA

Androcles Leonidas squatted at the foot of the ramp leading up into the PREMONITION, both of his hands filled with the pommel and blade of Cana rie Emanur. The Hope of Eternity. The Light of Eternity was still attached to the combat harness he usually wore over his Mark VI ArmorPly, the blade hidden within Flatspace. The upper portion of his body armor rested on the deck next to the ramp waiting for him to rise and put it on.

The Dragon Armor forged blade of Cana rie Emanur shimmered in the bright light of the landing bay of SPARTA'S WRATH, allowing him to see his own reflection in the flawless blade. Nehtes, the High Elven Union Weapons Master, had done a masterful job with both swords, as he always did. They were extensions of his own body in every possible way, perfectly weighted and balanced for his own unique style of fighting. Nehtes and his three assistants, his two sons and daughter, were the only four individuals in the Union who could craft such weapons. They were the only ones allowed to manipulate the Dragon Armor in its raw, unrefined state. The four of them and the factory they ran in Eden City produced nearly eighty percent of all bladed weapons in the Union now. It wasn’t so much the Dragon Armor blades they crafted, they were the only ones within the Union allowed to do such a thing, but their forging process had become legendary and blade crafters from across the Union had come to them to learn this technique. Since the Dragon Armor forged weapons were carefully controlled and only issued to Drow combat units and the Durcunusaan, the forging process they used had become the finest in the Union and now every bladed weapon forged used this same refining process no matter the material of the blade. Nehtes store and factory in Eden City was perhaps one of the most well-guarded and secure facilities anywhere in the Union now. 

Andro ran his fingers along the side of the blade almost reverently, the bustle of activity in the landing bay shut from his mind completely. The one mind that had free reign within his thoughts besides his precious wives and mates reached for him now, filling him with peace and happiness even considering what was going on.


This is not your fault Andro my dear dragon brother. Elynth’s soft and warm voice filled his mind. 

Isn’t it? He spoke now but with an undercurrent of anger or anxiousness. My actions, my orders are what made this take place sister. They are what caused others to react in such a way. They are what brought Torian and Ulana together.

Torian did not question what you tasked him with Andro. Elynth told him. His feelings for Ulana aside, he knew this was important. And she is no longer the same pompous young woman she was a few short months ago. Her eyes have been opened to so much more that she never knew existed.


I know. Andro replied.

Do you doubt yourself now? Elynth asked.


No. Androcles answered instantly. That is not something I will ever do again sister. I need to make it right though.


And we will. Very soon. Do you fear for Torian’s life?

Androcles shook his head. They will not kill him. He answered. He is too important to them alive no matter what this fool Rotaxe boasts. 


That is what I believe as well. We proceed as we have planned Andro and we will retrieve them. Elynth said.

Sister… do you ever regret what we share? He asked her. 


Never. Elynth answered instantly. It makes much more sense now that we have learned what Sarlana has told us. And we will learn so much more when we join with Laren and Ladur. We will have the answers that we have sought for so long Andro. That Dorian and Ryner have sought since joining this life.

We knew that we would be different before we ever joined this world Elynth. Andro spoke softly. That we would never lead a normal life. Part of me wishes Dorian and Ryner did not have to experience that.

How do we know that the life we have now is not normal? Elynth asked him with some humor in her tone. You know as well as I do that Dorian and Ryner have embraced what we are now that they know the answers are so close. Elynth paused for a moment and then asked the question. Do you regret it Andro my brother?


Andro shook his head as he looked up to stare at the ceiling of the hanger bay so far above. Not for a single moment.


Whatever destiny that the gods of fate have planned for, us we will meet it together Andro. Just as we promised each other all those years ago. Elynth said.


Yes we will. He echoed her words. 


Then we will talk no more of this. Sadi and the others are behind you and now you will do what you have planned for weeks. Elynth told him. They are your strength my brother, just as Anthar is mine, as your mothers are for your father and my mother for my father. It is the way of things. How it came to be is of no matter now.


No it is not. Only that it is. Andro said as he rose to his feet but didn’t turn as he smelled them behind him. 


We will join you shortly. Elynth spoke as Andro turned and saw them moving up behind him slowly. They could feel the tremors in Mindvoice and knew he was talking to Elynth, but he also saw the looks of concern in their eyes and on their faces for he had been blocking them for over an hour now and they did not know why. Sadi and Lu'ria walked side by side, Carisia and Caliria to Lu'ria’s right, Ne'Veha and Sehri to Sadi’s left. All of them were holding hands and pressed tightly to one another. Andro twirled Cana rie Emanur in his hand gracefully and the blade disappeared into Flatspace just before he returned it to the harness on the deck opposite Saar and stood back up. 


Andro gazed at them with his azure eyes and he smiled as they stopped in front of him. “Saradasaar…?” Sadi spoke softly. “You wanted us to come down before the others. What is wrong Andro?”

“Nothing.” Andro answered. He motioned to the ramp. “Sit… all of you please.”


The questions in their eyes did not go away as they moved around him and settled to the deck ramp, scooting close to one another as he knew they would. They were now tied so tightly together within in the Etheric realm it was next to impossible to tell their resonances apart, just as it was with his mothers. Once more it made Andro wondered how they were all his, part of his mind and his soul. He had resisted it at first, but the pull had been too strong and he had finally surrendered to the emotions within him just as his father had. Sadi would always call to him just a little bit more because she was Lycavorian, his Anome and her sugar plum and spice scent was so sweet to him, but what he felt for Ne'Veha and Lu'ria and Sehri and Carisia and Caliria was without question or doubt.


Andro squatted in front of them and looked at them, drinking in their scents and their beauty.


“We thought… we thought you were angry with us for some reason.” Carisia spoke first. “You have been blocking us since we returned to the ship.”


Andro nodded his head. “It is not you Enylarcopri, none of you. I just had to think some things through and center myself.”


“We can help you Androcles.” Sadi said. “You know this.”


Andro nodded his head. “And all of you did.” He told them.


“What is it our love?” Ne'Veha asked him reaching up to stroke his cheek with her slim fingers.


Androcles smiled and reached around to the small of his back and withdrew the long, velvet and silk encased box.  “I had wanted to wait and do this when we were in more comfortable and private surroundings but as is usually the case with my life, I am not going to get that chance.” He told them with a smile. “That is why I had all of you come down here before the others.”


“Andro what is going on?” Sehri asked.


Andro lifted the box in the palm of his hand so that they all could see it. 
“I do not know where this journey we have begun will end…” Andro spoke softly as he looked at them. “I do know that it began the moment the darkness lifted and revealed to me six beating hearts that were one; your hearts. I do not care how it came to be anymore… only that it is. I love each of you with every beat of my heart and every breath that I take and I want you to know that no matter what happens through the years… no matter what… I will come for you. Even from beyond the veil of death itself if need be.”


Andro lifted his other hand and unwrapped the long, thin box from within the silk cloth and then flipped the box up slowly. Six pairs of eyes grew wide in astonishment and six gasps of disbelief echoed softly in the immediate area around the ramp.

Positioned perfectly in the thin box were six teal green rings. Each of them stuck into the velvet like interior of the box firmly, each with a glittering coral red center jewel, the jewel surrounded by white/gold leafs and delicate inscriptions. The rings were nearly translucent in nature, allowing for the color of the coral red Heart of Dragon jewel in the center to permeate the entire ring and give off an almost surreal glow.


“I had… I had these made for each of you...” Andro spoke softly. “…To symbolize my love and devotion to each of you.”


“Andro… they are made from Auramite!” Sadi gasped in shock.


Andro nodded his head. “Yes, for that is the depth of my love.” He lifted the first ring out of the box and held it out to Sadi. “Eternally…” Sadi’s hands were shaking as she took the ring. “Our…” The next one went to Carisia. “Hearts…” This one went to Ne’Veha. “Are…” Lu'ria took hers next. “Bound…” This went to Caliria. “Forever…” Sehri’s eyes were wide as she took the ring. “Kertal duon gais wen roton elly.”

Andro’s own heart was racing as he watched them stare at the rings, tears spilling from their eyes, holding them almost reverently. “You are supposed to put them on.” Andro told them with a small smile.


None of them hesitated in the least, all of them sliding the rings onto the ring finger of their left hands. Each ring was a perfect fit for each of them even though none of them had been measured for it. Though he knew of the custom of wedding rings from ancient Earth, Andro would not realize the significance of this until months from now and it would only confirm to him that indeed all of them had been meant for each other from the moment they entered this life. He looked at each of their faces, their scents and their beauty long since burned into his mind and his soul. 


Sadi finally looked at him, tears spilling from her jungle green eyes. “Andro we… we have nothing to give to you.” She gasped.


Androcles Leonidas smiled and his azure colored eyes shone in their brilliance. “You have already given to me all I will ever need Kertagai. All I have ever wanted. All of you have. That is your love for me.”


Sadi reached out quickly and took his face in her hands. “You will always have that Androcles Leonidas our love! Always and forever.” She kissed him hard then, his lavender and mint scent beyond glorious to her. 


All of them brought heads forward, moving around him in such a way so that they could all shower his face and lips with kisses. They were kisses that Andro returned with zealous fervor, drinking in their sweet scents and their Etheric resonance.


“Ahem!” The female voice echoed from behind them after a long moment and all of them turned quickly to see Eliani and Brendi standing in front of Jomann a few feet away with the others of their team all standing around her. Eliani had her arms crossed under her ample chest and her head was canted slightly to the side. “While the thought of watching you assault your wives and mates in the landing bay is not something I care to picture, gross would be a good word to use, could you please get a room!” Eliani blurted.

Denali, Lisisa, Dorian, Deion, Nara and all of the Leonidas siblings burst into instant laughter at Eliani’s statement for it was almost the exact same thing Androcles had told her and Jomann a few months ago when Eliani had surrendered to her feelings for Jomann in the landing bay of the SCIMITAR. While Fedor, Eirene and Kalis had learned of this event after only a few hours among them, since they were members of their family and all was shared with them, they now felt like they had experienced it as well. Andro was chuckling as he rose to his feet, Sadi and the rest of them crowding around him, wiping tears from their eyes but beaming with huge smiles and looks of adoration. Andro let his eyes linger on them for a moment longer and then looked up to the others.

His brothers and sisters, their wives and mates, Dutkne, Murano and Sarlana standing in the rear of the group. Androcles had never seen a more diverse group of men and women with such a large age difference, but damned if they did not work so very well together.

“Carians… we are such an unorthodox and odd bunch.” Andro said shaking his head.


“We emulate our leader!” Lisisa chimed in with the comment and this brought more laughter from everyone.


Andro shook his head with a smile, all of them sensing the happiness in their older brother easily now. It was a happiness that he had kept hidden from the eyes of everyone ever since the nightmare of Alba Tau. Slowly but surely it was reaching for and then breaching the surface of his demeanor, exposing more of the brother they had all grown up with. 

“I have spoken with Coren and Alrerin.” Andro finally began. “We were going to try and move this along a little slower but we all agree recent events have taken away that option from us.” Andro looked at him. “In fifty-three hours we are going to unleash our brand of warfare on the Beta Quadrant. We no longer have the luxury of playing with these fools, for events with father and our mothers are growing tenuous. They are encountering far more obstacles and unknowns than we are and I will no longer play nice.”


Dorian grinned. “Kick ass time!” He quipped playfully.


Andro nodded his head. “A good choice of words fervon.” He said. “We are going to retrieve Torian, Ulana and the others first. We will then return here and I will present to the Vanari Board of Regents what will take place. How they chose to act I do not know and at this point I do not care. Once that is complete we will drop Ulana and the other Senators off on Amanuce where they will finish what they have begun. Armen has already deployed the deep probes to Laren and Ladur’s location. From Amanuce we will proceed directly there, while Sa'sur and the others remain here to support Coren and Alrerin. I believe both of them are angry enough now to do it without our support, but they will have it nonetheless. Tenna Deia is already arranging things from back home. She has officially moved her home to Sparta and that is where she will now be located.” Andro moved away from Sadi and the others a little.

“We are going into the unknown my family...” He stated. “…Further than we have ever gone before. Now is the time to make it known if you wish to remain behind.”


“That’s a joke right?” Denali asked now. “Jeez fervon… we really need to teach you about punch lines.”


Normya pushed away from Tir'ut’s comforting bulk and looked at Androcles. “We doubted you once fervon.” She said softly. “We will never doubt you again.”


“Avoi.” Lisisa echoed softly.


“None of us are going anywhere. It is far too exciting around you.” Kalis spoke now stepping closer as all eyes turned to him. 


Eliani rolled her eyes. “Wow! We’ve corrupted him already.” She stated. “Father is going to be so pissed.”


“I say we stop all this mushy sibfla and get to the ass kicking part!” Deion called out.


Mari looked at Deion with wide eyes in mock outrage. “Deion Leonidas!” She exclaimed loudly. “Your language!”


Deion’s face turned slightly red. “Oops!”


Eliani Leonidas had no such compunctions about her choice of words. She was too much her mother’s daughter.


“Let the ass whupping begin!” She barked out.

AUSTROVA
EMBER’S COVE


“…Had no right!” Ardan barked angrily at Asay from across the table.


Thirteen members of the Vanari Board of Security Regents sat around the table, all of them appearing flustered and confused at what had happened over the last few hours. None of the other Regents really seemed to know what was going on and this alone gave Coren and Alrerin a great deal of information that they did not have before. Ardan and Galar they did not trust in the least and both men had sat there watching as Alrerin’s senior aides disseminated the information they had to this point, the vast majority of which came from Androcles and his people, the rest coming from Asay Va Eldost’s office. 
This was a surprise for both Coren and Alrerin as had they believed Asay Va Eldost was, if not part of the conspiracy, then at the very least aware of it. This did not seem to be the case as she presented the information gathered by her staff before coming here and they correctly reasoned that this is why Ardan was beginning to try demean and browbeat the junior Regent into silence. Something that Asay was having none of Coren and Alrerin saw. 
In truth Asay Va Eldost seemed to be downright angry and it showed in her expression and mannerisms. There was also something about her that Coren detected after a few moments. Asay Va Eldost was different than when they had last met before the Lycavorians had arrived. During that meeting she had been very tentative and had allowed Galar and Ardan to dismiss her words; an event she was obviously not going to allow this time. Nyosa had given a brief introduction into her world as they laid in bed the night before, neither of them really able to sleep, yet intimacy hadn’t entered either of their thoughts. They had been content to simply hold each other and Nyosa told him of the changes that he would begin to experience. One of which Coren was detecting right now. Coren finally noticed it after she had been speaking for several moments but he said nothing. Two, barely discernible marks at the juncture of her shoulder and neck that now looked almost completely healed. They were nearly identical to what was very nearly healed on his body, in almost the exact same location.

“I had every right!” Asay snarled back at him. “You cannot just circumvent the security procedures that we have in place Ardan! No one can!”


“The First Regent was believed dead!” Ardan spat. “I was acting with my authority as his Second!”


“We did not know anything, and that authority does not apply unless his death can be confirmed by the Board of Security Regents! You know this!” Asay spoke undaunted. “You may be the Second Regent but having all information gathered by our forces in regards to these attacks funneled through your office is against our policies! And you know it!”


“I did what I felt was in the best interests of the Vanari people!” Ardan snapped.


“Did you?” Asay questioned him. “Ordering a blanket lockdown across the planet and having any Lycavorian who was outside the Restriction Zones arrested and interrogated like they were common thugs is in the best interests of our people?”


“The Lycavorians attacked Coren’s home!” Galar shouted now. “They attacked our First Regent’s home!”


“The Lycavorians from the Union did not!” Asay snapped right back at him. “They were the ones who saved lives last night! The lives of Coren and the First Regent, and how many untold members of our Vanari Security forces? Or does your hatred of them blind you to the facts presented here today?”


“They are all Lycavorians!” Ardan protested vehemently waving his hand dismissively at her. “How do we know that this was not some elaborate plan to make it appear as if they are innocent?”

“How do we know they are not?” Asay barked.

“They wore Union uniforms! The boy Prince had his people take their weapons before we could gather them! They conducted a military operation within our own city and they stole computer information from what they say was an OSG Safe House! Why have we not seen any of these things? Why?” Ardan demanded.

“Perhaps Ardan, perhaps because there is some truth to what they have been saying since they arrived! There is no record anywhere within our Intelligence Community of a Vanari safe house in the location they struck! The sub levels of that particular building were supposed to be sealed shut seven years ago!” Asay spat. “You and other Regents have given free passage to the Eridiani to wander our cities for decades with your votes! Why suddenly is it, that when there is someone who is openly aligned against the OSG and dares to fight against them, do you balk?”


Ardan glared at her. “What do you accuse me of?” He shouted. “I will have you removed from this meeting for such words!”


Asay Va Eldost was made of much sterner material it seemed for she leaned across the table and pointed her finger directly at Ardan. “You will not dismiss me Ardan Vu Lamurrion!” She snarled at him. “And you will no longer dismiss those on this Security Board!”


Galar stood up from his chair. “You will mind your place at this table Asay Va Eldost!” He growled at her.


“Or what Galar Arn Del…?” Asay asked angrily. “You will remove me? I dare you to attempt this! I challenge you to try!” She spoke loudly. “If you do, I will go right to every Vanari News Channel and give a briefing about what has happened and how you and Ardan are trying to cover up the truth of these attacks!”


“What truth?” Ardan barked. “The Lycavorians attacked the heart of our government! What more is there to know?”


“We have their bodies dressed in old Union uniforms! Nothing more! Androcles admitted this to me freely! The weapons they collected I saw personally and he has sworn to me they are outdated and haven’t been in use in over thirty years!” Coren spoke now. 
“You believe them Coren?” Another Regent asked.

Coren nodded his head. “Androcles would not lie to me. He and Denali have taken my daughters as their wives and mates. That is not something they would do now.”

“So you say?” Galar spat. “You have been among them for too long!”

“And you have not been among them enough!” Coren snarled at him. “Not one of the Lycavorians that arrived with Androcles Leonidas has worn a uniform even remotely similar to the attackers since they came here. It will not be hard to determine where these men and women came from and I am having our doctors do just that.”

“What?” Ardan gasped.


“At this moment they are comparing the DNA and cellular structure of the Lycavorians who attacked my home and the First Regent’s home to those Lycavorians who come from the Alpha Quadrant.” Coren told him. “They will tell us where these terrorists came from.”


“You had no right to do this without consulting me! I am the Second Regent!” Ardan exclaimed.


“I gave that order, not Coren.” Alrerin spoke now. “He simply carried out my instructions to him. Or are you telling me that, as First Regent, I do not have this authority Ardan?”


Ardan paused for a moment his eyes blinking before he shook his head. “No… of course not First Regent, I did not...”


“I received full assurances from Androcles Leonidas that his people would supply to us any information we asked for within reason.” Alrerin told them.


“You believed him as well First Regent?” Galar looked at him in disbelief.


“His own sister Lisisa and Arduri Re Mydala took part in saving the lives of my family and me.” Alrerin told him. “If they had wanted me dead why not just do it themselves? Killing close to a hundred of their own people to assassinate Coren and myself? You think they would do this?”


“They are animals!” Ardan spat angrily. “We do not know what they are capable of First Regent!”


“Is this why you have not released the full information on the serum that Caliria Re Mydala… forgive me… Caliria Leonidas discovered, worked on and eventually had a hand in creating?” Alrerin asked. “You saw it work for yourself and yet you keep the knowledge of this serum bogged down in procedure. No one outside of this room knows for sure that it even exists Ardan. There are rumors all over, yet you have done nothing. Why is that?”


“Our doctors cannot confirm the viability of this so called serum!” Ardan snapped at him. “How did they know to create it? My personal physician tells me the only way they could have developed a serum is if they are the ones who developed it to begin with! They refused to even give us the full so called cure until their boy Prince arrived here!”

“And we all know the reason for that.” Coren spoke evenly.


“Bah!” Ardan rasped. “Telling us that our own people are involved with the OSG when Vanari Intelligence can produce no corroborating information? You will believe them over our own Intelligence people?”


“I believe what my eyes tell me!” Coren barked. “Over two dozen of our young women were rescued by Androcles and his people, three of whom had been prisoners of the OSG and their minions for over a year! I watched as these broken young women, our people, I watched as the hours passed and these young women grew stronger and more confident as the OSG serum was purged from their body. To include my own daughter! That is what I saw Ardan!”


“Did you see any of them injected with this so called serum?” Ardan popped right back. “I did not! They supposedly injected our females before they brought them to that ship! That was very convenient for them!” Ardan glared at him. “You shock me Coren Re Mydala. You have hated these animals for decades and suddenly you are on their side! Why?”

“My eyes have been opened Ardan.” Coren answered him.


“Your daughter broke our laws by even attempting to develop a cure!” Galar Arn Del snarled. “And then your former wife and your remaining children took it upon themselves to break even more of our laws in order to retrieve her!” Galar waved his hand at Coren. 
Coren glared at the man from across the table. “Be very careful of where you tread with your words Galar Arn Del.” He spoke menacingly. “I have been on this Board for far longer than you and I have forgotten more about my Cadre training than you ever knew.”

“And now you threaten me!” Galar popped. “Devra Re Mydala refused to return to face punishment for her crimes! His daughter Naesta refused to return! His daughter Arduri mocks us openly with her presence on our planet when she should be in chains in a cell! All of your children should be! Devra Re Mydala too! And your former lover Tastia who now consorts with one of those dark skinned elves! Even now you have over a dozen Lycavorians on these very grounds when they should be in chains!”


Coren nodded his head. “They are coordinating with my own Cadre Security force in protecting those who are currently staying here. Apparently… this is required by Union law when it concerns the parents of a Crown Princess of the Union as Caliria is now recognized.”


“Caliria Re Mydala is a criminal!” Galar barked out the words.


“My daughter Caliria is a Crown Princess of the Lycavorian Union.” Coren spoke more calmly. “My daughter Arduri another recognized Princess of the Union. If you are feeling full of yourself Galar, then by all means, please try to arrest either of them.”


“Enough!” Alrerin shouted as he came to his feet. “I will hear no more!”


“First Regent you…” Galar started to press Alrerin but saw the older man glare at him angrily. 


“I will hear no more of your drivel Galar!” Alrerin shouted at him. “None!”


“We will do nothing?” Ardan gasped in mock shock hoping that this is what Alrerin would say.

“Oh no…” Alrerin spoke. “We are going to do quite a bit.” He looked at Asay. “Regent Va Eldost… you and your office will take lead on this investigation. I want no stone unturned Asay, no matter where it may lead! You will operate with my authority as First Regent!”


Asay looked stunned but she quickly nodded her head. “As you wish First Regent.” She stammered.


“First Regent… you can’t be serious?” Ardan spoke. “Asay is a junior member of the SBR and she was only appointed to the Security Board a year ago!”


“She also has an advanced degree in Vanari Statutory Law. Something no one else at this table does.” Alrerin spoke calmly. “She will lead this investigation and all efforts will be made to assist her.” He turned back to Asay. “You have three days Asay.”


“First Regent…” She gasped. “Three days is… the scope of such an investigation could take weeks! Months!”


“You have three days.” Alrerin repeated to her. “In three days the entire Vanari Board of Regents will assemble and you will present what findings you have at that time. I will draw up the order myself and you will have the full weight of the Cadre Commandos at your disposal. I have already received personal authorization from Prince Leonidas to conduct searches of his ships in orbit and the questioning of his people if our investigation leads us there. You will coordinate with this Admiral Sa’sur, who commands his ships. Pull what manpower you feel you need and make this happen. Is that clear?”


Asay nodded her head quickly. “As you… as you wish First Regent.”


“And will this boy Prince submit to questioning as well?” Galar asked. “He is not here on the grounds. He should be arrested for assaulting a Vanari General Officer at the very least!”


“You forget I was there Galar.” Coren spoke up. “Androcles was unarmed and he was the one assaulted by General Ranter Ale Kimer. Not the other way around.”


“Why assemble the entire Board of Regents?” Ardan asked now. “Surely there is no need to involve the entire Board of Regents. This Security Board can manage.”

Alrerin shook his head. “No. This matter is for the entire Board of Regents and any of them not present will be summarily stripped of their position and title. I also want every news channel we have in attendance. Everything will become known at that time.” Alrerin told them. “Everything will be exposed to our people and we will let them decide our course of action. Nothing is to be left out.”


Then Ardan Vu Lamurrion made his final and most damaging mistake. 
“Will you also tell our people of your daughter First Regent?” He hissed. “How she is still alive and has been the wife of a Lycavorian for over seventy years! How she is even now preparing to assume a position on the former Protectorate’s Senate?”


“If my father will not… then I will.” The female voice echoed in the room and caused all heads to turn towards the doorway.


Narlei stood there proudly, holding her youngest son in her arms, her changed wolf eyes and fangs very evident to everyone in the room. This display brought gasps of disbelief from all those in the room except Alrerin and Coren and they all came to their feet. Alrerin watched with a father’s pride as she strode into the room without fear.


“I will tell them how I was captured by the OSG!” Narlei spoke. “I will tell them how they discovered the course of our ship! I will reveal everything to our people, but most of all I will tell our people how they have been lied too for centuries! Since the first moment we made contact with Lycavorians from the Protectorate so long ago!”

“What nonsense is this?” Galar barked.

“I can see the disbelief on all of your faces! The shock! Yes… we can be affected by the virus within Lycavorians.” Narlei told them as she moved up beside her father. “I am only one of over five hundred thousand examples!”

“By the Prophets!” One female Regent gasped in shock.


“This is my son.” Narlei spoke with a mother’s pride as she held her son. “His father is a pureblood Lycavorian. I have six children with my beloved husband, each of them healthy and exceptionally smart. Each of them looks like me but they carry their father’s blood within their veins as well as mine. They are Lycanari. And there are more of us than any of you can possibly fathom!” Narlei looked at her father as Alrerin took his grandson from her arms. “I am not afraid of what others think of me. Nor are those Lycanari who now currently live within what was once the Protectorate and is now the Union. We embrace our lives and each of us chose to not return here after we discovered the truth!”


“What truth?” Ardan stammered. “What gibberish is this?”


Alrerin took Narlei’s arm. “Everything will be revealed when the Vanari Board meets in three days.” He spoke.


“I cannot allow this Alrerin!” Ardan exclaimed quickly. “This is preposterous! You have obviously been influenced in some fashion by these… these animals! I will call for a vote of no confidence before the entire Board of Regents!”


Alrerin smiled as he looked his grandson in his arms and everyone saw the little boy reach for the familiar hair on his head with a baby’s cooing. “That is your right Ardan Vu Lamurrion.” He spoke evenly. “But until that vote is taken and I am removed as First Regent… we will do as I say! Anyone who refuses to cooperate in this investigation will be arrested and held for questioning Asay. Is that clear?”


Asay nodded her head quickly still in a state of shock. “Yes… yes First Regent.” She spoke once more.


“The truth of everything will come out Ardan Vu Lamurrion.” Alrerin spoke now. “And then our people will decide what our path is to be. Asay Va Eldost has my full authority and anyone who attempts to impede her will answer to the law. Any harm that may befall her or anyone working for her will answer to Cadre Commandos under my office’s authority. I am no longer afraid of what will be made known to our people Ardan Vu Lamurrion. Are you?”


“I… of course not!” Ardan stammered once more as Coren looked on with a smile.


Alrerin nodded. “Good… now if you will excuse me… I have five other grandchildren to play with. I have not seen enough of them for far too long. Regent Asay… Coren and I will be here ready to answer any questions that you or your staff may have.”


Asay nodded her head. “As you wish First Regent.” She spoke as her senior most aide came up beside her and began to whisper into her ear urgently. Asay turned to look at her with wide eyes. “Where?” She hissed.


Ardan and Galar were left to ponder what that was all about as Asay quickly left the room following her aide. 


The future of both men had become very bleak indeed.


And they did not know the worst of it.


Asay looked at her senior aide as she directed her into a small foyer room within Ember’s Cove. Two other Vanari were in the small room, one obviously a Cadre Commando as he was armed, the other a young dark haired Vanari woman standing behind him. Asay focused her gaze on the woman recognizing her from somewhere as her aide looked quickly out of the foyer and then closed and sealed the door.


“I know you.” Asay spoke as she gazed at the young woman. “You are…”


The young woman stepped around the larger Commando and bowed her head slightly. “I am Kinryn Aal Samaur, Regent Va Eldost.” She spoke.


“You work in Ardan’s office.” She stated. “What are you doing here? No junior aides were allowed here… Fenia what…”


“She came to our office not an hour ago Asay.” Fenia spoke as she came up beside her. Asay had demanded that Fenia call her by her first name when they were alone together. Fenia held out the data pad. “She gave our people this.” 


Asay took the data pad. “What is this?” She asked.


Kinryn Aal Samaur did not hesitate and took her first steps into a future that she had never imagined.


“It is everything you will need to prove that Regents Ardan and Galar have been working for or with the OSG in the kidnapping and imprisonment of our females for profit for decades at least. Perhaps much longer. They are the only ones mentioned in the transmission but there are no doubt more.” Kinryn spoke calmly.


Asay stepped closer to her and saw she did not back down or flinch. This young woman had chosen a path and she was determined to see it though. “You have worked for Ardan for…”


“Almost twenty years Regent Va Eldost.” Kinryn spoke. “And until this very day I never believed that he could do such a thing. Until I saw it for myself.”


“Saw what?” Asay asked.


Fenia reached out and activated the data pad. “This.” She spoke.


Asay was taken aback and horrified in the six minutes of the message and this showed on her face even after it ended. She finally looked up at Kinryn as her racing heart began to calm somewhat and her mind battled with options of what to do.

“Why?” She asked Kinryn.


That is when Kinryn lost control of the emotions she had been holding in and she burst into tears and slumped to the floor. Asay acted more quickly than Fenia or the Commando and caught her lithe figure in her arms and the young woman folded her body against Asay’s in what could only be terrible shame and hurt.


Asay looked at Fenia as she stroked Kinryn’s silky, black hair in her hands. “Fenia… tell Coren and Alrerin I need to speak with them both right now!”


“Asay… they will want to know why.” Fenia told her.


“There is something much more going on here than an assassination attempt Fenia!” Asay hissed softly. “Something tells me that Alrerin and Coren know exactly what it is. Go! Quickly! And insure we are not disturbed here! No one must know Kinryn is here! No one!”

VENTORI

TWO KILOMETERS SOUTH OF THE CITY OF JORLARI

To say it had been the most incredible thing she had ever experienced in her young life would be a massive understatement as far as Namiri Daret was concerned. She had scrambled up onto Torma’s back and settled to the saddle behind Martin without so much as a second thought, Emylea doing the same with Aricia and Isheeni. Unsure of what to do next and not really ever having been this close to a male before, Namiri was suddenly anxious and unsure. Until she felt Torma’s muscular legs propel them into the sky and then a very feminine cry of surprise echoed in the morning air and she had wrapped her arms around Martin’s waist in fear without thinking. It was a fear that was replaced by wonderment within five minutes as they swept across the landscape below. The thin metal that encased their legs insured she was not going to fall out no matter how they turned, and this knowledge gave way quickly to Namiri’s adventurous nature.
 
She felt the Etheric Shield encompass her as they rose into the air and she sat there stunned as she could feel the wind whipping by them as Torma’s massive wings accelerated them away from the Union base. Wind that should have been tearing at her skin was nothing more than a light force against her body now as they sped over the treetops for a short time and then climbed high into the sky. She glanced quickly over to see Emylea looking around with wide, excited eyes as she held lightly to Aricia’s body armor. Namiri quickly shifted her own hands and held to the back of Martin’s armor knowing she would not fall. His hands rested on his thighs as they flew, not a care in the world it seemed, and when she saw Aricia flying in the same fashion, she removed her hands completely and did the same.

They covered nearly twenty kilometers in just over five minutes and Namiri was stunned at how fast these dragon beasts were. She didn’t know that Martin, Torma, Aricia and Isheeni had been talking within Mindvoice the entire trip commenting how on quickly the two young women reacted to new things and how fearless they both seemed to be. 
It was Aricia who had taken notice of how Martin acted around Namiri and Emylea and she, Anja and For’mya had quickly deduced what it was. Aricia turned her azure eyes on him as Isheeni and Torma flew side by side. Unless going into a known combat situation Martin never wore his Spartan helm when flying and today was no different.

[What do you feel beloved?] Aricia asked from across the distance of perhaps ten meters, Isheeni flying slightly higher than Torma because his wingspan was so much larger than her own.

Martin turned his head and looked at her. [What do you mean?] He asked.

They both heard Anja and For'mya’s snort of disgust within their connection and Aricia smiled. Since For'mya had returned to them, they had sworn to each other that none of them would block the other in any discussion unless it was absolutely necessary. Their connection and their love was more open and focused now than it had ever been and that is how they would move forward into the future. 

[Nice try you big lug.] Anja’s voice echoed.

[We can all sense that there is something about Namiri and Emylea Daret that affects you Martin Leonidas.] For'mya stated now. [You sense something within them don’t you?]

[It is a gift that only you and our son share Beloved.] Aricia continued. [You don’t need to keep it from us.]
Martin’s gaze didn’t waver. [They will be part of our family one day.] He told them without pause. [I don’t know how… only that it will be. Emylea will welcome this without so much as a second guess.]

[And Namiri?] Anja asked.

[Not at first.] Martin spoke softly shaking his head slightly. [But eventually yes. Very much so.]
[Something we need to be concerned with?] Aricia asked.

[No… I don’t believe so Saaraurano.] 
[Good.] Anja echoed. [She’s got almost as much spunk as me. I like her.]
[As do I.] Aricia echoed Anja’s words.
[There will be a lot of pain that comes with that though.] Martin told them. [Pain of the heart and soul.]

This made all of them go silent for a moment. They knew that Martin and their son Androcles were special in that way. Like Dysea and For'mya with their skills, they could not actively control this pseudo Foresight ability, but for Martin and Androcles this perception also gave them extra fits because they could not understand it most of the time and they hated that.
[Pain of the heart and soul we can help her to deal with and get through.] Aricia said first.

[You like these Tasmor don’t you Lover?] Anja asked him.

[They are… they are a lot like us.] Martin answered. [Just too much the arrogance. Saydia is a powerful leader. She exudes confidence and intelligence and that sometimes borders on arrogant, but she is also hiding something that troubles her very deeply. Something about her people.]

[A threat?] Aricia asked.

[Possibly.] Martin answered. [She knows something the others do not, something that she carries within her.]

[And that foul upaee Perlyea?] For'mya asked instantly. All of them could detect the anger and downright hatred coming from For'mya in regards to Perlyea. For'mya Leonidas was widely recognized as the most tolerant and patient of the Union Queens, but the vast majority of Union citizens also knew in order to anger her you had to have done something very bad. And if it was bad enough to get on the wrong side of For'mya Leonidas, that usually meant there was no recovering from it. For'mya may have been a female elf and now Lycavorian, but she was all Spartan in her heart. 
Martin shook his head. [She despises that woman deep down. That comes out in her scent easily, but no, this is something else entirely. Speak to Tobia and find out if there is anything else she can tell us about them.]

[How much do we let her know?] Anja asked.

[Everything.] Martin answered. [It will be a bit bumpy at first but she and Murano will reunite and then they will be complete. She is also a Praetorian and while she may not act like Murano, that fact cannot be denied. We can all learn a lot from her. Hold back if you feel you need too, but I have never questioned how you have done things and I won’t start now.]
[Smart man.] Anja quipped playfully and Aricia and For'mya chuckled.

Martin turned his head and saw them approaching where Danny had set up his small camp. [You will not need what I am going to do distracting you…] He told them. [Red… you and For'mya block mine and Aricia’s resonance for the next hour.]

[Understood.] For'mya spoke.

[We love you big guy.] Anja told him softly. [Keep him from doing anything stupid Little Wolf.]

Aricia laughed gently now as well. [I will certainly try.] She turned her head back over her shoulder and looked at the wide eyed and smiling Emylea. “Hold on… we will be landing shortly!” She spoke.

Emylea nodded her head and gripped the back of Aricia’s body armor once more as Isheeni dipped her wings and they plummeted towards the ground below.


There were five of them and as far as Martin was concerned none of them were any better looking than those he had killed on the field near the river. All five had their hands bound securely with unbreakable flexi-cuffs, two appeared to have been wounded, and none of them looked happy in the least.


“…Caught them napping.” Danny was speaking as he stood beside Martin. Aricia stood slightly back with Namiri and Emylea on either side of her. “The two stupid ones tried to go for their weapons. Pablo and Cody ended that little movement.”

“Find anything on them?” Martin asked.


Danny nodded his head. “Oh yeah… and you ain’t gonna like it.” He said as he motioned for Kasdan to come over from where he stood beside Tony and Kenny.


Martin chuckled softly as he watched Kasdan walk towards them quickly. “That seems to be the case about everything ever since we came out here fervon.” Martin said.


“Ain’t it though?” Danny agreed. “It has to be your charming personality.”


Martin smiled as Kasdan came up to them. “King Leonidas it is…”


Martin held up his hand. “What have I told you about that Kasdan?” He said. “Don’t do that. However it came to be, you are part of my team now.”


Kasdan nodded his head and smiled. “Martin.” He said.


Martin smiled back. “Good. Now hit me with it.”


Kasdan looked at him confused and Danny smiled. “Tell him what you told me and the others Kasdan.” He said.


“Ah… yes.” Kasdan spoke. “Elder Valael sent down the core of their language syntax and I uploaded it to our implants last night. It is very similar to the Tasmor language with minor grammar and wording differences but they seemed to have smoothed out the harshness of the sounds for lack of a better explanation. Daniel says you do not like to hear fluff.”

Martin looked at him with a smile. “He would be right.”

“He also added some other things to my personal P9, schematics and such that he found within the logs of the Kintaur ship.” Kasdan continued.

“Anything good?” Martin asked.


Kasdan nodded his head. “Information wise yes. Activity wise… no.” 
Kasdan pulled his P9 around from the small of his back. Julie had shown him how to situate and place the P9 in such a way that it was within easy reach when he needed it and out of harm’s way when he did not. She also notched his combat harness to better be able to move with the P9 open and working which allowed him to pull up information even on the move. He had become very good at typing on the run. He did not know that Martin’s team had conducted several missions through the years with different Tech Heads in their ranks but he alone had been among them the longest and therefore all of them were looking out for him and making sure he remained alert and even picked up a few things along the way. Kasdan did not have a single arrogant bone in his body and this is what endeared him to Martin’s team. A team that he was now considered part of.

Martin looked at him. “What do you mean?”


Kasdan typed on his P9 several times. “These fools have been here to Ventori before.” He said causing Martin’s eyes to widen just a little bit at Kasdan’s choice of words. Danny laughed softly.


“He’s really taken to our more colorful way of expressing ourselves.” Danny told Martin.


Martin grinned. “So it seems.” He looked at Kasdan. “So they have been to Ventori before?”


Kasdan nodded his head. “Three of them had personal journals or logs among their gear or on their bodies. I have reviewed all of them in their entirety and afterwards I wanted to vomit. Some of the things they say they took part in were…”


Martin nodded and placed his hand on Kasdan’s shoulder. “No need to give me the details Kasdan. I’ll take your word for it.”


“Each of them have been to Ventori at least twice.” Kasdan said. “The War Master that you killed at the beginning of the ambush… he had been here four times. The Captain in command of the ship we disabled four times as well. All within the last eight months.”


It was Namiri who came forward now, stepping up beside Martin without fear. “That cannot be possible.” She gasped. “Only a handful of our senior leadership knew this planet was here. Most knew we were relocating your people, but not where they were coming from. It was not made public for this exact reason; to keep the other species in this sector from coming here and exploiting them.”

“Exploiting them how?” Martin asked her. Namiri looked at him as if she did not want to answer the question. “Namiri… I told you already you have nothing to fear from me. Neither you nor your sister are in danger.”


“My mother?” Namiri asked him.


“I will hurt no one who does not try to hurt me first.” Martin told her. “I’m not a monster Namiri.” Martin blinked several times. “Well… some might debate that with you but…”

Namiri gazed at him for a few moments and then shook her head with a smile at his attempt at humor. “No… you are not a monster.” She said taking a deep breath. “There are two other species within this sector that take slaves and use them as forced labor at the very least. The Kintaur are only the largest species in terms of numbers. These other species, the Naltur and the Aser, they are aligned with the Kintaur but nowhere near as advanced or powerful. Tasmor do not even consider them a major threat though they have taken a few of our people in the past.”


“Our information said there were seven species total within this sector, including the Tasmor.” Martin said.


Namiri nodded her head. “That is accurate.” She told him. “The other three species are pre-space flight. Two are still within the industrial stage while the third has just discovered fission.”


“You know a lot about them.” Martin said.


Namiri nodded once more. “Emylea and I have scouted all of them.” She answered. “All of them fall within Tasmor territory but our mother has ordered them off limits because they are still maturing. We do not want to interfere in their normal evolutionary cycle. We have secure locations from which we view their societies every few years, but we insure that we are not discovered.”


“Dang! We do that too.” Martin exclaimed. “How about that… something else we have in common.”

Namiri met his eyes thinking that he was mocking her but she saw the twinkle in those dark brown orbs and then she found herself smiling as well. She glanced at Emylea and saw that her sister was also smiling.

“I suppose we do.” She said finally looking back to Martin.


“The Kintaur do not target these pre-space flight species?” Aricia asked.


Emylea shook her head. “No.” She answered. “We do not know why but they leave them alone. Perhaps they don’t see them as a resource that they can exploit. At least not yet.”


Martin nodded his head as he turned back to Kasdan and Danny. “They say anything?” He asked.


Danny shook his head. “Aside from a few choice words about Kesyla… nothing. They knew she was a Pralor Marty.”


Martin met Danny’s eyes evenly. “Did they now?” He said. “Interesting.”


“Nubian about carved his eyeballs out because of what he said but Anuk stopped her.” Danny continued.


“Where are they?” Martin asked.


“Anuk took Kesyla and the first team that got here from the ARC ROYAL to the closest debris field. She said if she stayed any longer she would use their entrails to string them up.” Dan answered.
Martin cringed. “Ouch!”

Danny nodded. “Tell me about it. I haven’t seen Anuk that angry in a lot of years.” He turned to the side. “Nubian is just checking that hunk of junk over there with T’lolt.” Danny motioned with his head to a large pile of debris that appeared to be a section of some kind of ship about two hundred meters away from where they were.  


“Which one is in charge?” Martin asked.


“They won’t tell us openly, but the one of the left was giving the orders when we woke their asses up.” Danny told him motioning with his head to the Kintaur on the far left of the line where they were all kneeling.


“Let’s see if we can change that.” Martin said as he began walking towards where they were.


Namiri made to follow him but Aricia reached out and gently took her arm. “Namiri no.” She said.


Emylea and Namiri both looked at her. “I thought you brought us to help you interrogate them?” Namiri asked.


Aricia shook her head. “We brought you to listen to what they had to say and tell us if they are truthful. Not to take part.”


“These men knew we were here!” Emylea spoke now. “We need to find out how they knew that! They took me…” Emylea stopped and Namiri stepped up to her sister, pressing her body close and taking her arms.


Aricia saw this show of affection and couldn’t help but smile. Maybe the Tasmor were not so different after all. “Emylea, did they assault you on their ship? Did they force themselves upon you?” She asked softly as she came closer to them. “You can tell me. It will not reach past my lips to anyone.”


Emylea looked up and met her gaze. She shook her head slowly. “Not like that.” She finally said. “They told me what they were going to do as they pawed my body but they never did anything. I… I think the Captain of their ship was saving me for himself.”


Namiri saw Aricia’s jaw twitch ever so slightly at this knowledge and her azure colored eyes narrowed somewhat. She squeezed her sister’s arms tightly in support. “Tasmor do not allow males to touch females openly in any way.” She explained to Aricia. “It is considered a very large crime and males have been punished severely for this. And some females.” She finished with distaste.

Aricia looked at her oddly. “Something in your history?” She asked. “We have many species within the Union back home but this action is not among the different cultural ways that we have seen. There is a reason for this I take it.”


Namiri nodded her head. “It dates back thousands of years.” She told Aricia. “I do not know exactly what this event was, most Tasmor do not, but it has been this way for centuries. A Tasmor female who allows herself to be taken and… and used by men without fighting it to the death is… she is considered weak and stripped of all her authority and status. It is why I reacted as I did when I discovered Emylea had been taken.”


Aricia reached out and took one of Emylea’s hands in hers and then took one of Namiri’s hands. “This is your way.” She stated. “We do not judge another on their culture or what they believe. This act… it is not something that we allow in within the Union. To take a woman, any woman, against her will is considered one of the highest crimes that there is. It is not tolerated in any way, nor is slavery of any kind, and if it is discovered, those who conduct themselves in such a way are usually executed.”


Namiri and Emylea looked at her suddenly with wide eyes. “Touching is allowed in public though?” Namiri finally asked.

Aricia nodded her head. “Between men and women who love each other, yes. Between friends and family, yes. There are some species that see touching as the primary source of communicating with others. Lycavorians, we are among those. We need the physical contact that those we love and call friend provide to us. It is a greeting as well in some forms. But it is never allowed to be forced upon another.” She finished with a hint of anger in her tone.


Emylea looked at her then. “You… you have experienced this?” She asked softly.


Aricia met her questioning eyes and nodded her head. “I have.” She stated simply. “It was… it was not pleasant.”


“What… what happened?” Namiri pressed her.


Aricia looked over to where Martin stood between Danny and Kasdan and a small smile came to her lips. She looked back to them. “My husband and mate rescued me.” She said wistfully. “And he destroyed the man who had done this with his bare hands. Then he destroyed this man’s society and government and he freed our people. It is a long story really.” She said. “Our son has done something very similar just recently. We do not tolerate such actions as I said.”


Namiri glanced over to where Martin stood and then back to Aricia. “You and the other Queens are…”


Aricia nodded her head. “We love each other almost as much as we love Martin. We share each other just as easily as we share him. There is no competition between us and Martin is more than capable of taking care of all of us I that way. Sometimes he can be a beast.”


“This is accepted in your society?” Emylea asked surprised. “That you share yourselves with each other and him?”

“Oh yes.” Aricia answered. “You saw our daughter Zarah briefly. She and the young woman with her are deeply in love. One day they will find a man to love them and who they will love, but they are very happy together right now.”


“But I heard… the red haired Queen.” Namiri said softly. “She said there were six of you.”


Aricia smiled. “Yes.”


“And all of you…” Namiri almost could not believe it.


“Yes we do.” Aricia answered with a wide smile. “You should see it when all of us are together and how we can drive him crazy. But as you both must know, females no matter their species, we always seem to last longer than the males.” Aricia saw both of them smile at her words and nod shyly.

“There are many among the Tasmor who…” Emylea began to speak.


Aricia squeezed her hands. “You see… we really are not so very different.” She said. “We can talk of this later if you wish. It would be so much more entertaining with Anja with us. She has such an amazing way with words.”


“What is he going to do?” Namiri asked.


Aricia shrugged her shoulders. “He is going to get some answers.” Aricia replied. “Our husbands and mates, they worship the ground their wives and mates walk upon. They are treated as precious jewels, for our men know that we can carry the future of our people in our wombs. We fight and command just as they do, just as you have seen, but only we can give them more Spartan sons and daughters. And that is why we are looked at as the bearers of our future.”


“And your children are like this?” Emylea asked.


Aricia chuckled. “Some more so than the others, but yes. Our oldest son Androcles, he is like his father in every way and even more fearsome in many respects.” She squeezed their hands once more. “Come… you can see for yourself.” She paused and looked at them. “It will not be pleasant I must warn you.”

Namiri and Emylea looked at each other and then back to her. “Whatever they get they deserve a hundred times over.” Namiri spoke forcefully.


Aricia nodded and held tightly to their hands and motioned with her head. “Then let us watch what Martin will do. I think you will find it is nothing that your own people would not do in a similar circumstance.”

Atropos walked in first, followed by Saydia and Anthylea and then Perlyea and then the last Tasmor, a woman named Drenia. Tobia had told them this was the commander of Saydia’s flagship in orbit and probably one of their most experienced commanders. She was equally as intelligent as she was capable commanding her ship Tobia had said and Saydia relied on her input when it came to many things.


Anja and For'mya stood on one side of the table with Tobia and Helen as Atropos moved to the side.


“Please… sit down.” For'mya spoke motioning to the chairs on the opposite side of the table.


Saydia was looking around the interior of the building and discovered that none of the sophisticated stations that were occupied yesterday were active. The computer screens were dark and the chairs were empty. She looked at For'mya and then at the red haired woman who had supposedly been the one to examine Anthylea. Her eyes narrowed somewhat in anger when she looked at Anja, but the look bounced off the much shorter woman.

“Where is he?” Perlyea growled softly.


For'mya looked at Anja and then back to the four Tasmor women. “Our husband and mate has gone to interrogate the Kintaur that we captured early this morning.” She told them. “We told him we would speak with you in his stead.”


“You have captured Kintaur?” Anthylea asked suddenly coming very much alert.


For'mya nodded her head. “Early this morning. Survivors of the ambush we set for them when we first arrived. Our mate has some questions he would like them to answer.”


“They will tell you nothing!” Perlyea snapped. “They are Kintaur!”


Anja chuckled softly. “Martin can be very persuasive when he wants to be.” She said. “He will get the answers he wants.”


“And then he will release them back to their foul masters on their ship no doubt.” Perlyea continued. “As any male would do.”


“If they survive the interrogation…” For'mya spoke seeing them all look at her with some surprise. “Then they will be executed for their actions against our people. Against your people as well it seems.”


“You… you will kill them?” Saydia asked.


“If we had not arrived they were going to enslave Lycavorians.” Helen spoke now. “Our people as well as yours. Martin Leonidas does not like it when others enslave and commit atrocities against our people. They are lucky they have survived this long. Though it will not help them in the end.”


“Please… I ask that you sit down.” For'mya spoke once more. “Since it appears your people are more comfortable interacting with females, we told Martin we would speak with you and try to come to an understanding.” 


“You told him?” Saydia asked as she stopped in front of the chair. “I thought he was the King of your people. Your leader.” She spoke with a touch of contempt in her voice. All of them saw Tobia shake her head slightly.


“He is King.” For'mya said calmly. “We are his Queens. Well… three of them anyway. Our fellow Queens are leading an expedition somewhere else at the moment. We speak with Martin’s voice and he with ours.”


“So he will listen to you when you tell him to release us?” Saydia spat.


“He would…” For'mya answered. “If that is what we told him. However… we are not going to tell him that. At least not yet. We have questions of you Sovereign Regent Saydia Daret. Questions that we would like the answers to. Only then can we discuss your departure from here.”


“I do not have to tell you anything!” Saydia hissed. “You hold my people against our will! You forcefully conducted a medical exam on Anthylea without her permission and against her wishes! Why should we believe anything you say?”


“Your people attempted to steal technology that is not yours!” Anja snarled right back. “Then you almost killed one of our people without as much as a second thought! Trust me when I tell you had Tina died, we would not be having this conversation.”


“We do not fear you!” Saydia hissed.


“Then you are a bigger fool than I ever thought you to be Saydia.” Tobia spoke now and seeing Saydia’s eyes widen in disbelief as she looked at her. “I have told you before that there are other species out there among the stars that make the Tasmor appear as children Saydia! This branch of the Lycavorian people are one of those! They are not like the Lycavorians that you know! They are equally as advanced as my people Saydia and unlike the Pralor people, they will not hesitate to eliminate a threat to them! Any threat! At this moment you and your people are a threat! You have lied to them, experimented on their people and tried to steal what is not yours! What would you do if another species you did not know acted in such a way towards the Tasmor people? Would you not act in a similar manner? Especially after you have shown nothing but a willingness to be friendly and open. Martin and his people saved Emylea and Namiri! They saved your youngest daughters Saydia! They did so without question and then they held them in a positon of honor for what they were trying to do! You repay this by nearly killing one of them and trying to steal what is not yours to have!”


Saydia was silent for a moment as she looked at Tobia. She opened her mouth to answer but Perlyea cut her off.


“We are Tasmor!” Perlyea barked. “We bow to no one and we take what is rightfully ours!”


“Does this woman speak for you Sovereign Regent?” For'mya asked.


“She is Chief Counsel to the Tasmor people.” Saydia answered hesitantly.


“So be it.” Anja stated. “Then we have nothing to discuss it seems. Our husband and mate does not deal well with arrogance or ignorance.”

“You call us ignorant?” Perlyea shouted.


“I’d call you as dumb as a nubous rock!” Anja snarled right back at her. “We had a team of our people do a little sightseeing last night. They walked across the hull of your flagship until they found your main computer core and then we downloaded the information we wanted from it.”


Saydia’s eyes grew wide in shock as did Drenia’s. “Impossible!” Drenia declared. “There is no way you could have done this without being discovered!”


Anja tossed the Tasmor COM unit onto the table. “Check for yourself.” She spoke. “Go ahead.”


“Drenia… do it!” Saydia demanded as she glared at Anja once more.


Drenia scooped up the COM unit and turned away to move into a corner of the room. 


For'mya looked at Saydia again. “You seem to have issues with any male that you meet.” She said. “Whatever the reason for this we do not care. All we want is our people back. Martin Leonidas is many things, but he is also unlike any male you have ever met. Had you conducted yourselves in this way without the benefit of your daughters and your people helping and fighting to save our people here on Ventori, Martin would have had all of you executed already and disposed of your bodies in the pits with the Kintaur. We want nothing from you. In truth you have nothing that we could possibly need. Perhaps in several millennia when you outgrow this childish arrogance, perhaps then we can speak. Now however, now you can wallow in your self-worth and arrogance. If it does not destroy you from within, then someone will come along who is not as patient as we are.”


“Sovereign Regent!” Drenia gasped turning back to look at her. “Our… our main computer core was accessed last night! The intrusion was undetected until my XO did a targeted search just now. All files on the Lycavorians from Ventori and their locations were downloaded and copied to an external system! She reports that… she says that no foreign life signs were detected on the ship at any time through the night. The breach was… it bypassed all of our most secure computer locks as if they weren’t there!”


Saydia looked at For'mya and Anja with disbelief very evident in her eyes. Anja smiled at her astonished expression. “You wanted in with the big boys of the universe Sovereign Regent Daret. Welcome to the big leagues.”


“Justice Nalmos has already been in contact with the other Justices of our people on the three planets you have relocated them too.” For'mya continued. “All of them have expressed a joyous desire to return to Ventori and rebuild what the Svorag destroyed and they will inform our people of this fact. Word will then spread quickly among our people on your planets that Martin Leonidas, their King, has come to reunite them with their people after so many generations. You will find there will be very few who will choose to remain among you once this is discovered.”

“You lie!” Perlyea almost screamed.


“We don’t need to lie in order to achieve what we want.” For'mya stated confidently. “I have already sent for several dozen of our largest transport ships from Union space in the Alpha Quadrant.”

“You?” Anthylea gasped.

For'mya nodded her head. “One of my duties as Queen, aside from the obvious, is that I command all of the logistical ships within our fleets. They will begin arriving in just over a week, along with five complete Fleet Groups of our most modern warships. At that time we will begin removing our people from the planets you relocated them too and returning them here.” For'mya looked at Anja. “Along with those ships will be a dozen medical ships under Anja’s command since it is she who has control over them as Chief Medical officer of our people. They will be well cared for and soon after those ships arrive any medical problems that they might have will be gone.”
“You cannot do that!” Saydia exclaimed.

“We can and we will.” For'mya told her.

Anja leaned forward over the table and looked at Saydia. “We will not take any action against the Tasmor people but be assured, should any of your ships or your soldiers attempt to stop us then Martin or one of us will give the order to obliterate every warship in your pitiful little eight hundred ship fleet. You will not hold our people hostage and should any of them be harmed as a result of our actions, well let’s just say you will not happy with the result.”

“When we have secured our people and they are returned here to Ventori then you and those with you will be allowed to return to your people.” For'mya spoke once more. “At that time, any and all contact with the Tasmor people will cease. Any intrusion into Ventori space by Tasmor ships or personnel will be considered hostile and we will take appropriate action. Within one year Ventori will become the most heavily defended planet in this sector and quite possibly this quadrant of space. We will leave you and Perlyea Kalrr to lead your people as you see fit.”

“You will hold us prisoner?” Drenia gasped in shock.

“Is that not what you were going to do?” Helen spoke up now. “Hold our people hostage unless we gave you what you demanded?”

“The Tasmor people will never accept this!” Perlyea barked.

Anja nodded her head and reached for For'mya’s hand. They stepped close to one another intimately and looked at Saydia. “Then you will have to explain to them why so many of your people will die if you want to keep our people hostage.” Anja said.

“Tobia!” Saydia exclaimed. “You will allow this?”

Tobia met her eyes. “This is purely an internal affair between the Lycavorian people and the Tasmor Saydia. I’m sorry but my people will not interfere on your behalf… no. I told you one day you would attempt to overstep your station and you would anger a species that could swat your people from the stars Saydia. That day has now come and there is nothing I can do for you.”


“Oh boy… that was the single dumbest thing I have ever seen anyone do!” Julie’s voice echoed from where she stood beside Kenny and Pablo.


“Oh hell yeah!” Kenny commented. “Now you have gone and done it!” 

It happened almost faster than Namiri and Emylea Daret could follow and they could only watch in unabashed awe as Martin Leonidas struck. All he had done was ask the Kintaur soldier one question. His show of bravado ended up being his last breath in this life. 

He made the mistake of spitting at Martin.

Namiri and Emylea could only watch as that soldier was snatched up in some sort of bluish white field and lifted six meters into the air. His body was smashed back into the very unforgiving ground once, the sounds of his bones shattering very evident in the calm air all around them. Martin swung his arm over and they watched as the Kintaur soldier was lifted once more and smashed unmercifully into the ground twice more in quick succession, until his limbs were flailing about like limp noodles. Upon the third impact with the ground he lay still and they watched as Martin stepped up to him, drew his Nehtes from its thigh holster, spun it gracefully in between his fingers and then drove it down with a mighty plunge. Half of the Nehtes extended in a blink and the spearhead drove through the left eye socket of the Kintaur pinning his head to the ground. Whatever life remained in his body was instantly snuffed out.


Martin stood back up calmly and looked at the cooling body of the Kintaur on the ground. His head lifted and both Namiri and Emylea could see his eyes were wide and changed into a yellow/gold color. His dual fangs were fully extended and his expression was one of vicious anger.


“Any of you other stupid sonofbitches want to spit on me!” Martin shouted.


Namiri and Emylea could only look on in astonishment as Julie and the others chuckled softly to themselves and shook their heads in pity.


Martin stepped right up to another Kintaur. “What’s wrong big man?” Martin snarled. “You can’t talk!”


The Kintaur glared at Martin. “Release me Lycavorian dog! I will show you what I can do!” 


Martin smiled at him. “Well… one of you has got nor after all!” He spoke. “Ok… tough guy…” Martin looked at Tony. “Master Chief… cut this igord loose.”


Tony lifted the large blade and stepped up behind the Kintaur with a huge smile. Julie shook her head once more and this time she leaned into Kenny. “They got almost as much brains as you Kenny.” Namiri heard her comment.


Kenny nodded his head as he and Pablo laughed. “Yeah… but I’m much better looking.” Kenny said with a wolfish grin, showing his wolf teeth.


Martin watched as Tony sliced through the Kintaur’s bindings and then shoved him forward. “It’s your funeral asshole.” He muttered.


The Kintaur stood up fully and looked at Martin. They were equal in height, but the Kintaur was easily fifty or sixty pounds heavier than Martin. This did not seem to bother Martin in the least Namiri and Emylea saw and they watched him intently.


“C’mon tough guy!” Martin taunted him. “What’s the matter… can’t decide what to do when you ain’t beating up on helpless men and children or raping women!”


“I will crush you Lycavorian fool!” The Kintaur shouted.


Martin held out his hands to the side. “Here I am pretty boy!” He stated.


“Argh!” The Kintaur howled out his rage and charged Martin intending to grappled with him and use his superior weight to bring the Lycavorian down and pummel him to death in front of his own people.


He was fast for such a large figure, but not even in the same league as Martin Leonidas. Martin simply stepped to the side and hit him in the side of his large forehead with a heel strike. The Kintaur staggered drunkenly to the side away from Martin, almost losing his footing from the incredible force of the blow. He grabbed for his head as bright stars filled the background, yet he managed to stay on his feet. He whirled back towards Martin, shaking his head to clear his mind.


“You will pay for that!” He growled. “I will kill you!”


“Get in line motherfucker!” Martin spat at the man. “There are a lot of people better than who want me dead! You are just a lot uglier than them!”

At the sound of laughter from Martin’s team the Kintaur charged once more in anger, reaching for Martin with his hands. At the last possible moment he halted his movement and shifted directions, attacking from the side, intending to catch him off balance as Martin moved to counter. This would have worked had he been fighting one of his own kind or one of the Tasmor. It didn’t work on Martin.


Martin ducked under his outstretched arms and brought his own arm whipping forward in a ridge hand strike. The knife edge of Martin’s right hand hit the Kintaur squarely under the two slits that passed for his nose with enough power to lift the three hundred pound Kintaur off the ground, his feet flying up into the air and over his body. The crack of breaking bone echoed in the air and he slammed viciously into the ground face down in the dirt, his heavy body having careened a hundred and eighty degrees around from the force of the impact. 


“WHOA!” Danny shouted in response to this. “Nubou lae! Sibfla… that had to hurt!”


Martin didn’t hesitate and stepped over the body. He reached down and grabbed the Kintaur’s head. “You fucked with my people!” Martin screamed. “No one fucks with my people!” 

Martin Leonidas twisted savagely with all of his tremendous wolf strength and the Kintaur’s neck snapped and popped in three different locations. Martin dropped the upper body back to the dirt and Namiri and Emylea saw that the Kintaur warrior’s head and been twisted nearly all the way around in the opposite direction. His eyes were frozen open in death because it had happened so fast. They watched as Martin moved with incredible speed and was in front of the three remaining Kintaur, all of them with looks of shock and fear on their faces.
“Now which one of you is going to tell me what I want to know?” Martin snarled openly, revealing his long, dual wolf fangs. “My patience is just about gone!”

“Our Captain!” The Kintaur on the left shouted. He was the one who Danny had said seemed to be in charge. “Our Captain knows what you want!”

Martin stood up without pause and turned as Namiri and Emylea watched. He reached up and tapped his jaw implant. “Avi?”

-I am receiving you Martin- Avi answered instantly.

“Can you determine which one of the scum bags on that Kintaur piece of shit is the Captain?” Martin asked. 

-Yes, easily. Captain Nemoa’s scans were quite thorough-

“Good.” Martin spoke. “Lock onto that ugly fucker and teleport his fat ass to my location on the surface!”

-Stand by. Locking on- Avi answered. –Teleporting now-
Namiri and Emylea watched in nothing short of adoration as the yellowish/red flare of light appeared directly in front of Martin and the form of the Kintaur ship Captain, First Warrior Gars, fully materialized.
“Hi there!” Martin bellowed. “Welcome to Ventori motherfucker!”

Gars’ eyes grew wide but he could not stop the crushing blow that hit him squarely in the jaw and sent him flying.


Saydia Daret was beside herself.


This was not going as she had thought it would. She thought perhaps she could bluster her way through this encounter in order to get what she wanted. Perlyea Kalrr had told her these Lycavorians would acquiesce without resistance considering their people were spread over three Tasmor planets far from here. This was not what she had imagined happening. Saydia was not a fool and she knew without thinking that these men and women could do exactly as they said they could. Her people would die by the thousands if they tried to keep the Lycavorians as some sort of bargaining chip. She had thought when they first entered the building and the man was not here that she could intimidate the female Queens. They were made of far sterner material and not in the least bit afraid of using their authority. And they had quite a bit of authority if what they had told her was true.


Saydia looked up as she saw the red haired female Anja shake her head and motion towards the door. The elven female For'mya nodded and still holding hands they began to move around the table towards the exit. Tobia and the fourth woman began to follow without words.


“Wait!” Saydia exclaimed turning to face them. Anja and For'mya stopped just short of the door and looked at her. “I wish… I wish to talk.” 

“Sovereign Regent no!” Perlyea hissed. “Do not debase yourself to these…”


Saydia glared at her. “I have listened to you too often!” She snarled. “Be silent now!”


“I will not allow this!” Perlyea shouted. “We are Tasmor and we will not bow to these people!”


“No one has asked you to bow Perlyea Kalrr.” Tobia barked.


“What do you call what they are doing?” Perlyea demanded.


Tobia ignored her words and moved closer to Saydia. “Were you not prepared to steal from these people? Did you not almost kill one of them in order to obtain something that is not yours? Were you not prepared to use the return of their people against them in order to force concessions? What reaction did you expect you fool woman?” Tobia turned her eyes on Saydia. “You are smarter and wiser than this Saydia. I know you are. Would you risk your people over some fool notion from Perlyea that you are so much better than others? Even those who have proven they could destroy you easily.”

Saydia looked at her, the memories of their nights together coming back to her briefly. She knew Tobia spoke the truth for she had never lied to her. Saydia made her decision then, for the future of her people meant more to her than anything else. She turned to Anja and For'mya.

“What do you want from me?” She asked softly.


“Sovereign Regent no!” Perlyea barked moving towards her.


It was Anthylea who acted, stepping forward and imposing herself between them. With a powerful and quick movement she unleashed a heel strike directly into Perlyea’s jaw. Perlyea Kalrr was no warrior and her eyes rolled into the back of her head as her legs buckled and she fell unconscious. Anthylea caught her before she hit the ground and lowered her gently to the floor before rising back to her feet beside Saydia.


Saydia looked at Anja and For'mya once more. “I will do whatever you want to protect my people.” Saydia told them.


“We do not want anything from you Sovereign Regent Daret.” For'mya told her causing Saydia’s eyes to grow wider. “But we are willing to sit and talk with you in regards to what we can give or do for you because of what you and the Tasmor have done for our people.”


Saydia looked at them in disbelief. “You jest!” She stammered.


Anja shook her head now. “Not at all. We are not unreasonable Saydia Daret. We came out here looking for friends and allies, not enemies.” She answered. “We just don’t take kindly to threats to us or our people.” She told her. 

“We have… we have nothing we can give you except your people.” Saydia told her.


“That’s not true either.” Helen spoke now as she came up beside Anja. “You have answers to questions that we want to ask. Beginning with these experiments on our people.”


Saydia shook her head. “There were no experiments.” She replied quickly. “We asked your people for samples of their DNA in order to help us eliminate several diseases common to my people. Diseases that your healing systems can destroy easily. They gave us these willingly. With these samples we looked for ways to improve our people and make them healthier.”


“And Anthylea?” Anja asked.


Saydia looked at Anthylea with loving eyes. “As I said…” Saydia spoke turning back to Anja. “We only wanted to improve our people! Anthylea and hundreds of others like her underwent the gene treatments our scientists developed willingly. Your people even helped us to develop it. We did it in the hopes that we could advance the Tasmor as a whole. There was never any nefarious intent! Never!” Saydia looked at them. “My people are dying and I am trying to save them!”


This statement caught Anja and For'mya by surprise as well as Tobia. She stepped forward and took Saydia’s arm. “What do you mean Saydia?” She gasped. “How could the Tasmor be dying?”


Saydia was unable to respond as the doors to the Command Center opened and half a dozen Durcunusaan came in followed immediately by Thoti. The Durcunusaan moved to their stations and began to power on their equipment as Thoti stepped up to them.


“Thoti?” Anja asked.


“We have a situation.” He told them. “Admiral Lorian is waiting on the COM.”


Anja moved instantly to the table and activated the holodisc. Manda’s body appeared in the flash of light on the floor and then cleared. “Manda… what is wrong?” Anja asked her.


Miranda turned from the station she was standing behind and they saw E'dira speak to someone near her Tactical Console. It was obvious that the ARIZONA was at full alert.


“Anja… long range sensors have detected a Kintaur fleet closing on our position.” She told them. “Thirty-three ships ranging in size from Heavy Cruiser to Frigate. They are in an attack formation and will enter the system in just under an hour. They are going all out… or as fast as their backward engines will drive them at least.”


“You… you can see them that far away?” Drenia asked in shock.


Miranda ignored her and focused on Anja and For'mya. “I have Steven already launching fighters and they will take up station to hit them from behind they moon.”


Anja looked at For'mya as she moved closer. “Manda… how many of our ships de-shrouded before the alert order was cancelled?” For'mya asked.


“Nineteen.” Miranda answered. “The rest are still hidden.”


“Weapons?” For'mya asked.


“Our sensors indicate primary laser based weaponry, rudimentary plasma turrets and high explosive missiles. Nothing that will touch our shields… but they could put a serious hurting on the Tasmor ships.”  Miranda answered. 


Saydia was about to implore for them to allow them to escape, but For'mya’s next words halted her plea. She stared at the elven Queen with wide eyes.

“Manda… form a protective ring around the Tasmor fleet.” For'mya said. “Prepare to defend them.”


Miranda didn’t hesitate in her answer. “Will the Tasmor allow us?” She asked. “We can cover them no problem with the ships we have currently de-shrouded, but they need to maintain a tight formation.”


For'mya looked at Saydia. “Your ships will not be able to escape before they arrive.” She said. “Allow us to do this and you will see for yourself that our husband and mate is not a monster. That we do not want conflict with the Tasmor.”


Saydia Daret was no fool. The Tasmor ships would be heavily outnumbered and no match for the Kintaur ships entering the system if they had been alone. She didn’t question this knowledge in the least and she turned to Drenia. “Drenia… give the order immediately.” She told her. “Pull our fleet in tight and allow them to face the Kintaur ships.”


Drenia nodded. “I will need to use a COM.”


Anja looked at Thoti. “Thoti.”


Thoti nodded and looked at Drenia. “This way.” He stated.


“Anja…” Miranda’s voice drew their attention back to the transmission. “You may want to let Martin know. Once they see their ship is crippled, they probably won’t be real happy.”


Anja nodded her head. “He’s already on his way back with Danny and the others.” Anja looked at Saydia. “Namiri and Emylea are with him and Aricia.”


Saydia’s eyes went even wider but she remained wisely remained silent. For'mya took note of this and met her gaze while moving closer to her. “Your daughters seemed to be more open and accepting of things that are different.” She explained. “He only wanted to apologize to Namiri for what he did and perhaps have the two of them talk to you.”


“Apologize?” Saydia asked.


For'mya nodded her head. “Martin Leonidas is a male yes… but he is not a monster and he is King Saydia.” She told her. “He could no more hurt one of your daughters than he could injure one of his own children. He only wanted to talk with them and tell them what we are seeking is not conflict.”

Saydia didn’t say anything for a moment. “They… they are returning with him?” She asked finally. 


For'mya nodded her head. “Aricia was with them the entire time because he knew it would have been inappropriate, at least to the Tasmor, to have them accompany him without a woman present.”


“He knew this?” Anthylea asked now stunned at For'mya’s words.


Anja smiled at them. “He may look rather wild at times, have all sorts of muscles and crazy delicious body parts…” Anja said. “But he is far from stupid and he is the most honorable man we have ever met.”


Tobia took Saydia’s arm now and she turned to look at her. “Anja is right Saydia.” She said gently. “Trust what your instincts are telling you Saydia. They have never steered you wrong before. Listen to them now… and not to Perlyea’s words of hate and arrogance.” Tobia squeezed her arm. “In all the time we have known each other, the time we have shared, have I ever lied to you. About anything?”


Saydia shook her head. “No.” She answered instantly.


“Then trust me now.” Tobia told her.


Everyone turned when the doors to the building slid aside and the Durcunusaan moved aside for their King. Martin Leonidas strode into the building without pause, Danny and Kasdan right behind him. It was Anthylea who noticed it first. Gone was the savage anger from the day before and in its place was a very powerful man who was coldly calculating in his actions and intent. He was so unlike the Tasmor men that Anthylea knew. All of the males among him were the same. Most of them were taller than the average Tasmor by several inches and all of them were much more thickly muscled and appeared in excellent physical condition. For the briefest of moments Anthylea thought how they would pass on exceptional genes to any children that they fathered. They were easily a match for the Kintaur foot soldiers and combined with the superior weapons she had seen them carrying, it was no wonder that the Kintaur War Platoon here on the surface when they had first arrived had not survived for very long against them.

Namiri and Emylea entered the building with Aricia right after Martin and Danny and they moved quickly to their mother’s side. Saydia hugged them both tightly and then held them at arm’s length while trying to put on a stern expression.


“We will talk later of this.” She told them both.


Aricia stepped up to them now. “Do not blame them Sovereign Regent.” She said softly. “I sent for them after you and the others left.”


“Mother we are fine.” Emylea said. “You should have seen it mother! It was…”


Namiri looked confused and turned her head around. “Where is Chief Counsel Kalrr?” She asked.


Saydia motioned with her head towards the rear of the building and they saw Perlyea stretched out on a single couch. “She was ranting like an insane woman. Anthylea ended her words of hate. At least for a time.”


“And saved us from having our ears hurt for days.” Drenia muttered from Saydia’s other side.


Saydia smiled and gripped her daughter’s hands even tighter. Her eyes flew open when two other Durcunusaan dragged the inert body of the Kintaur soldier into the building. His face was a mass of bruising and bleeding heavily, his arms secured behind his back tightly with restraints that did not appear could be broken. One of his eyes was swollen shut, his thin lips broken and split, leaking the pinkish color Kintaur blood.


“Gods!” Anthylea gasped as she looked at him moving instinctively to stand in front of Saydia in order to protect her. “A First Warrior!”

Namiri nodded her head quickly. “The one commanding the ship that attacked us!” She exclaimed. “King Leonidas had him… his people used some sort of teleportation device and took him from his ship. He…” Namiri looked at her with wide eyes.


“What?” Saydia asked. “Took him from his ship? How can such a thing…?”

“Mother, he… King Leonidas was beating him like he was a child!” Emylea stated the disbelief still evident in her voice.


Kenny and Pablo were the ones dragging the Kintaur in and Kenny looked at Martin as he moved around the table. “Where you want this piece of garbage Skipper?” He asked.


Martin turned. “Drop his shit sorry ass in the corner Kenny. Stick a K14 in his ear and tell someone to get in here with a bucket and soap and douse him! He stinks to fucking high heaven and if I gag anymore I might vomit on him.”


Helen was standing beside Tobia now and she turned to Saydia and Anthylea who had looks of utter disbelief on their faces. In all the years they had fought the Kintaur, not one single First Warrior had ever been defeated in single combat. In fact, the only one to have ever been killed was by five Tasmor warriors who had teamed up on the much larger and violent man. He had still managed to cripple two of them before he fell.

“Forgive him Sovereign Regent Daret.” Helen told her. “Sometimes he forgets that he is King and he reverts to the base Spartan within him.”


“Manda… what do you got?” Martin’s commanding voice stopped all conversation as he looked at Miranda’s image in the holotransmission.

“Thirty-three Kintaur ships that are nine minutes out.” Miranda answered him. “The Tasmor ships have closed into a tight formation and we have deployed around them. If we need to, we can extend shields around their individual ships. The Kintaur pukes are trying to scan us but they aren’t succeeding. Must be driving them nuts too!”


“They are trying to hail us I take it?” Martin asked.


Miranda nodded her head. “Oh yeah, and their ship too. They keep mentioning some happy horseshit about how; if we do not surrender and prepare to be boarded, they will open fire on us. Same shit they shoveled with Nemoa. Not real high up in the overall intelligence factor to be honest from what I’ve seen and heard. I’ve been ignoring them.”


Martin grinned at her cool attitude. Like her mentor and pseudo adopted father Benjamin O’Connor, there was very little that could get Miranda Lorian to worrying. One also had to take into consideration the ship that she now commanded and the crew that she had put together. The number of things that could make her worry had definitely dropped significantly. Confidence oozed from her pores now, because of her ship and her crew, and what she knew they could do.


“Configuration?” Martin asked.


“Looks like four Heavy Cruisers, a little larger than the Tasmor Flagship, nineteen medium cruisers and the rest destroyer or frigate class.” Miranda answered. “Not really sure since their ships are uglier than sin.”


Martin chuckled openly now and turned his head as Zarah and Lucia unwrapped the shadows from around themselves and Radem. The Tasmor in the room, to include Namiri and Emylea gasped in shock when they just materialized out of thin air beside Martin and he did not flinch.


“Zar?” Martin asked.


Zarah nodded her head. “All positions are manned and ready Alvva.” She answered him, unafraid to call him by the name she had grown up calling him. Papa. All of his daughters did the same thing and Anja, For'mya and Aricia simply smiled knowingly for they knew he loved when they called him that. “If they decide to do something stupid like try and land troops they won’t be very happy about the greeting they get.”


Martin smiled at her. “I’m going to have to have a talk with your brother about the time you spend with him. You are becoming very unsociable you know.”


Zarah laughed happily and leaned up on her tip toes to kiss his cheek. “And where did my brother learn that I wonder?” She told him.


Martin grinned and slapped at her bottom as she laughed and blurred out of his reach and right up beside Anja. Lucia moved over beside her as Radem stepped to the side in order to better be able to watch over them both as was now his mission in life.


Saydia could not believe they were acting in such a way and her eyes narrowed in anger as she stepped closer to the table in order to mention this but she felt Tobia’s hands take her arm and draw her back while shaking her head. She leaned close to Saydia and looked at her as Anthylea also stepped closer.


“You once told me that you wished for allies Saydia.” Tobia whispered to her as Saydia met her gaze. “You wished for powerful allies that you could trust to stand with you against the Kintaur and whatever threats came in the future. These are the men and women you seek. Just watch Saydia. You will see for yourself.”


“Here we go!” Miranda announced. “They are hailing us again. They’re nothing if not persistent. And they have begun to scan the surface of Ventori Martin.”


“COMS?” Martin asked.


“Doesn’t look they have developed holoimaging like the Tasmor yet.” Manda answered. “Standard VID COM.”


Martin nodded his head and motioned to the female Durcunusaan at the nearest computer station. “Find the channel and put it up on the big monitor please.” He told the young woman.


“Transferring now.” She spoke.


Martin turned to the massive three by three monitor that hung on the wall of the building. It flickered and came to life with the image of the large Kintaur. This one had a lighter brown coloring to his skin though his features were very similar to those they had already seen. His nose was more fully formed, though still very small. He also had large blue eyes which were odd looking on his face.


“…Sector General Sulos of the Kintaur Hegemony.” The man spoke. “You are within Kintaur Hegemony space! You will stand to and prepare your ships to be boarded!”


Martin and the others turned when they heard Saydia gasp slightly. “Something wrong Sovereign Regent?” Martin asked her.


Saydia looked at him but Anthylea was the one who answered for her. She could sense Saydia’s still lingering anxiousness and distrustfulness of males because of the relationship that they shared but Anthylea knew Tobia was right. The Tasmor needed allies and if what she had seen so far was any indication, these Alpha Lycavorians were just what they had hoped would come along for centuries. Perhaps the Tasmor needed to change and set aside some of the more rigid disciplines they followed.
“Kintaur Sector Generals do not normally leave controlled Kintaur space unless they are planning to do battle.” Anthylea answered his question. Martin’s dark brown eyes narrowed somewhat and Anthylea thought he was going to ask why Saydia did not answer him. Instead he met her own eyes evenly.

“First Colonel Anthylea Tomar right?” Martin asked her.
Anthylea bowed her head slightly in recognition of this though she was surprised that he knew who she was. She glanced briefly at Aricia and remembered she had used her rank and full name on their ship and that his Queen must have told him as they were speaking with their minds.

“Yes.” She answered finally still somewhat taken aback herself at how casually he was speaking to her. No Tasmor female was used to a male speaking so openly to them in public and in some ways it was very disconcerting.

For'mya detected this right away and she moved closer to Anthylea, pulsing Martin with her female aura and feeling him pulse her back knowing what she was going to do. “This rank is significant in some manner?” She asked.

Anthylea looked at For'mya and nodded her head much more easily. It was obvious she was more comfortable talking to another woman.

“Kintaur ranks show how far up the chain of command they are. First Warriors are the senior ground commanders and senior ship commanders.” Anthylea looked at where Gars was unconscious in the corner. “Like him.” She spoke with distaste. “Kintaur Planetary Generals control individual planets while Sector Generals lead entire Sectors, including all the fleets and ground armies within that particular sector.”

“And this man being here is not normal?” For'mya asked.

Anthylea shook her head. “Sector Generals almost never leave the Sectors they control unless, as I said, they plan to do battle. They do not conduct raids as the First Warriors and others do. They also would not come to investigate why one of their ships has gone missing.”

For'mya looked at Martin and he nodded his head. “So he knew some high value targets were going to be here and he came to collect them himself.” He spoke.

“No one knew of Namiri and Emylea Daret’s mission here.” Anthylea insisted. “And they certainly did not know we would be here! We did not know we would be here until Saydia ordered us to leave.”

Martin motioned with his head to the screen. “This guy knew. He’s acting too confident and calm.” He spoke confidently. He turned to point at where Gars laid on the floor. “And he knew.”

“It’s true Saydia.” Tobia spoke now. “Elder Valael decoded the Kintaur logs from the ship we disabled. They knew Namiri and Emylea were coming here to Ventori. That is why they showed up so soon after they arrived.”

“How many people among your forces knew that they were coming here?” For'mya asked Anthylea.

“The Chief Counsel ordered the mission.” Anthylea replied. “I do not… I do not know how many within her office would have known of the mission.”
“Perlyea is many things…” Saydia spoke now. “She is not a traitor or a spy! Not for the Kintaur! She lost her mother and two sisters to those monsters!”

“One problem at a time.” Martin spoke turning back to look at the monitor. “Let’s see what ugly here has to say.” He motioned to the female Durcunusaan officer and she touched her computer console.

“Active.” She spoke.

“Good morning Sector General Sulos.” Martin spoke crossing his arms over his broad chest. “What can I do for you today?”

KINTAUR BATTLE CRUISER

SUN ARROW

COMMAND SHIP FOR KINTAUR SECTOR GENERAL SULOS


“…Can detect nothing?” Sulos asked.


“Our sensors cannot penetrate their hulls General.” The man to his left replied. “There appears to be some sort of localized jamming field around each ship. I cannot determine the type of metal in the ships either. I have never seen it before sir.”

“These ships are not Tasmor. No ships like these exist in our databases.” Sulos said. “Tactical report!”


“Two of the ships are nearly four thousand meters long General. Nearly double our size.” Another man answered now. “Seven others are equal in size to the SUN ARROW, while the rest are under a thousand meters long. Sensors cannot penetrate their hulls but our high resolution image captures indicate what appear to be gun turrets all over the ships. They are deployed in what appears to be a defensive formation around the Tasmor ships.”


“Can we scan Saydia Daret’s ship?” Sulos asked.


“Negative sir. Whatever is distorting our sensors from the unknown ships is also hiding the Tasmor ships. Visual identification is confirmed however.”


“What about the BRIGHT STAR?” Sulos asked.


“Main power is offline, emergency power is active and keeping the repair shields in place. She has been heavily damaged sir. I’m detecting two massive hull breaches dorsal and ventral. It appears as if someone blew her main engine cores right out of the ship! There are several smaller hull breaches that could be from residual explosions.”


“Life signs?” Sulos asked.


“It’s hard to tell with all of the core radiation in the area but at least three hundred.” The tactical officer answered.

“A Tasmor frigate could not do that type of damage to one of our cruisers.” Sulos spoke. “The intelligence said only two Tasmor frigates would be in this area initially.” He turned to the Kintaur who stood off to the side and had remained silent up until now. “Political Officer Dynv, do you have anything to add? Was our intelligence accurate?”


The Kintaur pushed away from the empty science station he had been standing next too. “All the information we had was correct General. The two Tasmor frigates were here to remove a group of Lycavorians that had been found. Our plan was to secure these two frigates, which carried two of Saydia Daret’s daughters; the two youngest ones to be exact, Namiri and Emylea Daret. We correctly deduced the Sovereign Regent would respond with the force that she has once they received the distress call we allowed the frigates to make. Contact with the BRIGHT STAR was lost once this distress call went out.” Dynv reported.


“So we know nothing.” Sulos spat. 
“None of the information provided to us indicated unknown ships were even in the area.” Dynv spoke. “As you said yourself… these ships do not exist in our databases. KIP is certainly not aware of them.”

“Was this information vetted Dynv?” Sulos asked.

“Of course.” The man answered.

“General…” The senor operator spoke up. “…Sir we can detect slight power readings from many of the ships but…”

“Talk to me!” Sulos exclaimed.

“While it is very different sir, I would have to suggest that these ships are powered by technology based on Pralor equipment.” The man answered.

Sulos looked at him with wide eyes. “Pralor?!” He gasped.

“Yes sir.”

“How is that possible?” Dynv asked. “The Pralor people have repeatedly refused to share their technology with anyone! They guard their technology obsessively! Are you saying they have something to do with this?”

“I’m saying that the power readings we are detecting are based on Pralor technology sir.” The man repeated. “It is most definitely not Pralor engineered however. At least it doesn’t match any past scans we have made of Pralor ships.”

“You are certain of this Lieutenant?” Sulos asked.

The sensor operator nodded his head. “Yes sir.”

Sulos looked at Dynv. “Then we are dealing with another species.” He spoke softly. “They are another branch of Lycavorians that have found their way here.”
“We have never seen any intelligence that indicated there were other factions of their species General.” Dynv said. “Even the Tasmor have no such records and they have been helping those from this planet for three years now.”

Sulos nodded his head. “Perhaps… but what other explanation is there.” He said. “What is on the surface?”


“We can confirm that the two Tasmor frigates have landed on the surface.” The sensor operator spoke again. “Several hundred Lycavorian life signs but they are… they are different somehow from those we have in our database.”

“Different… different in what way Sensor Lieutenant?” Sulos asked.


“Our sensors are not calibrated precisely enough to intensively scan surface contacts General.” The man answered. “I cannot be completely accurate with our sensors but they are different from other Lycavorians that we have scanned in the past according to our medical journals. There are several hundred on the surface, localized twenty-two kilometers southeast from the city of Jorlari. Sensors also detect over a dozen Tasmor within this same concentration of Lycavorians. It appears to be some sort of camp. High resolution scans are showing at least a dozen intact buildings where none should be according to previous sensor scans.”


“The cities on this planet are in ruin! They have been since the Svorag left!” Dynv hissed. “Are you saying there are new buildings?”


“Yes sir.” The man replied.


“This is very strange as well General Sulos.” Dynv spoke. “Kintaur Internal Police is unaware of any new buildings or Lycavorians in this entire Sector. Our probe information is only one week old. How could anyone build buildings in only a week?”


“Well they are on the surface and we must assume the unknown ships belong to them.” Sulos said. “I do not like this Dynv… we risked much to put this mission together and…”
“General! They are replying to our hails!” The new voice echoed across the dimly lit bridge.


Sulos looked at Dynv. “Now maybe we will get some answers.” He spoke. “Engage the communications grid.”
“Good morning Sector General Sulos.” The Lycavorian in strange body armor spoke from the surface. “What can I do for you today?”

“I don’t know who you are but you are occupying…” Sulos began to speak.

“…occupying Kintaur Hegemony space! I demand that your ships in orbit power down and prepare to be boarded for inspection! Your weapons and ships will be impounded and your personnel will be detained until such time as I determine what to do with you.”

Martin turned to look at Tobia and Helen who were standing outside of the visual cone of the transmission. “Is this guy for real?” He asked.



Tobia shrugged casually. “I did try to warn you Martin.” She spoke causing Saydia and the others to look at her in surprise at how casually she referred to him.


Martin nodded his head. “Point taken.” He said before turning back to the monitor. “Is this an open transmission?” He asked his Durcunusaan Lieutenant.

The woman nodded. “Yes Milord.”

Martin nodded his head. “Good.” He looked at the Kintaur General on the monitor once more. “As I told your First Warrior Gars when we got here, this entire area of space, to include the planet of Ventori, is Lycavorian space. All of the information that we have indicates that the Kintaur Hegemony borders do not extend this far out from your recognized area of control.”


“Then your information is wrong! We claimed this planet!” Sulos spoke angrily. “That makes it ours!”


“Wrong or not General Sulos, you cannot claim something that does not belong to you.” Martin told him. “This is a Lycavorian planet, which makes it my people’s planet, which means it is my planet!”

“I do not know who you are!” Sulos barked. “We claimed this planet after the Svorag left it in ruins! It is now a Kintaur planet!”


Martin shook his head. “My people are still on Ventori General.” He spoke. “They have been here for almost a hundred thousand years. I know for a fact that is far longer than you have been out trolling among the stars.”


Zarah and Lucia were among the first of those in the room who chuckled softly at his words. Zarah knew her father could get very colorful in his choice of words when he was wound up and he was certainly getting wound up now.  Helen merely shook her head with a smile as Anja’s face beamed in delight. 


“Who are you?” Sulos snapped. “I demand you tell me what is your title or rank? Are you in command of the ships in orbit and those forces on the ground?”


“You demand an awful lot for someone not in a position to demand sibfla. I’ll humor you though, this time. My name is Martin Leonidas.” Martin answered him. “My military rank is Star Admiral, but most people just call me King Leonidas though.”


Saydia watched Anja lean into Aricia beside her with that beaming face. “He is feeling his oats today Little Wolf.” Anja whispered just loud enough for Saydia to hear her.


Aricia nodded her head with an equally animated face. “Yes he is.”


Martin saw Sulos’s eyes grow larger on the monitor. “King?” He continued. “There was never a Lycavorian King! Not on this planet!”


“Well, as you can obviously see, I’m not from this neighborhood.” Martin answered him. “But I am Lycavorian and I am King. And you seem to know a lot more about my people than you are telling me if you know that there was no King on this planet. That doesn’t matter to me. What you and your people know doesn’t matter to me. Ventori and the Lycavorians on it fall under the protection and realm of the United Lycavorian Union. You can’t claim something that does not belong to you as I told you before. Now, if you would, please state your intentions for entering this system.”


“We are responding to our ship’s distress call!” Sulos answered almost too quickly.


Martin shook his head. “Want to try again sport?” He asked. “Your ship did not send a distress call. Your ship was in orbit of my planet and your troops were on the surface attempting to capture my people and the Tasmor forces here helping them in order to use them as slave labor, among other things. I don’t take kindly to others trying to enslave my people.”

“I demand that you hand over all of the Tasmor currently on the surface!” Sulos spat with some anger. “Do you have the war criminal Saydia Daret among you? We have confirmed her Flagship is in orbit of the planet! You will hand her and her daughters over to me, as well as any other Tasmor and all of their ships! You will do this immediately!”


Saydia Daret closed her eyes slowly. This is the moment she knew would come one day. This was the moment that would decide her future and whether she lived or died. She gripped Anthylea’s hand tightly in one of hers while Namiri and Emylea pressed close to her. This man’s words would decide their fates and so far nothing they had done since being here had shown him that the Tasmor could be trusted. Martin Leonidas had no reason to protect the Tasmor, not after what Perlyea had attempted to do, and when she heard his next words Saydia Daret’s eyes flew open in shock and she knew instantly where the future of her people lay.


Martin shook his head slowly. “I’m thinking not.” He answered Sulos. “The Tasmor people have been providing care and assistance to the surviving Lycavorians here on Ventori since the Svorag attack. They have relocated many of them to safety on their worlds. Given them shelter and care. Sovereign Regent Daret is indeed here on the surface and is conducting negotiations with my Queens in order to see that my people are returned here to Ventori as quickly and efficiently as possible. What you want doesn’t even register on my radar sport. Not after what I have seen.”


“You have seen nothing!” Dynv spat now from beside Sulos.


Martin rolled his eyes. “Another country heard from… great!” He spoke before turning and looking at where Kenny and Pablo stood. He motioned them forward and they lifted the still unconscious form of Gars between them. “What I have seen is the entirety of the logs from your ship… and from this shit bird here.” Martin motioned to the Kintaur that Kenny and Pablo held between them. Martin reached out and pulled the Kintaur’s head back so they could see his face. “”You wouldn’t happen to know this douche bag would you?”


Sulos’s eyes grew a little wider. “That is First Warrior Gars! You will release him and any Kintaur you illegally have in your custody and you will do so immediately!”


“That ain’t gonna happen.” Martin said. “I’ve read the logs from this smelly fool and his ship. He likes to brag about what he has done to Lycavorian men and women in them! My people! Lycavorians from this planet! His personal logs go into great, disgusting detail about Lycavorian and Tasmor females he has assaulted! What he planned to do to Emylea and Namiri Daret and even their mother. You let twisted assholes like this command ships often do you?”

“They are war criminals!” Sulos barked out. “They have committed crimes against the Kintaur people for decades! You will turn them over to me and your ships will stand down! My men will board your ships to inspect them for any Tasmor you attempt to hide! That is what you will do boy! I have you outnumbered in number of ships and troops! I will crush you and take them by force if need be!”


Now it was Helen who snorted softly and shook her head. “Oh my.” She whispered so that Tobia and a few others could hear her. “Now they have gone and done it.”


“General Sulos is several hundred years old.” Anthylea spoke softly looking at her.


Helen nodded her head. “I’m sure he is. Martin Leonidas is over three thousand years old however.” She told her seeing their eyes go wide in disbelief. “And he positively hates being called boy.”


“Are you really as utterly stupid as what you just let come out of that hole in your face?” Martin asked him shaking his head and drawing their attention back to him. “Admiral Lorian!”


“Standing by Milord.” Manda’s voice echoed in the background.


“Manda… please order Captain Nemoa to remove the Kintaur eye sore currently drifting near our planet.” Martin spoke calmly. “And don’t spare the expenditure of power.”

“Acknowledged.”


Martin stepped closer to the monitor. “Let me explain something to you oh great and mighty ugly one.” Martin snarled now his eyes changing and his fangs extending to their full length. “This is my planet! These are my people! The Tasmor people have shown themselves to be friends to my people and no one fucks with my friends. I’m not usually an unforgiving ronnus, I leave that to my son, and he does it far better than I ever will. I’m going to make an exception in your case lard ass!” Martin growled. “Manda!”


“Captain Nemoa is standing by!”


“Tell her to blow that ugly, hunk of nubous junk out of the stars please!” Martin barked.


“With pleasure.” Miranda echoed.
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Nothing seemed to happen for the first half a minute, which led General Sulos to doubt what the Lycavorian on the surface had just said. That thought changed instantly when there was a massive flare of bluish white light from the port side of the ship closest to where the BRIGHT STAR was drifting.

The entire port side of the REPULSE flared brilliantly as 15 Type 1 Hyper Matter Plasma turrets, 15 Type 2 Hyper Matter Plasma turrets and six of the twelve Mark 22B Anti-ship Missile Batteries all erupted at the same time. Though Sulos would never know it, Captain Nemoa had opted not to fire her entire portside battery of missiles in case the Kintaur did something stupid. 

What the REPULSE did fire was quite enough to do the job however.

With 4, Class Six Hyper Matter Fusion Cores providing the power, the beams of plasma were bluish white in color and carried with them horrific energy and destructive capability. The Type 1 Batteries did most of the damage, impacting along the entire hull of the BRIGHT STAR and ripping open the ship like it was an ancient soda can. The Type 2 Batteries continued the onslaught, automatically compensating for the shifting of fire and hitting pieces of the ship that were larger than a transport. The Mark 22B missile launchers fired normal RU22 Hellion high explosive Anti-ship missiles in this volley, Nemoa not wanting to expend her complement of ZMF missiles. The RU22 Hellion missiles were becoming the standard Anti-ship missile in the Union fleet for its superior performance and unerring accuracy. Not to mention the power that the missile could carry. 

All of the weapons arrived at the BRIGHT STAR in just under three seconds and quite simply blew the ship from existence.


Sulos and those on the bridge of the SUN ARROW could only gape in shock at their large view monitor.


“General Sulos!” The sensor operator stammered. “General… the BRIGHT STAR is… General she is completely gone!” The man couldn’t believe his own words. “The only… the only wreckage that remains is no larger than two meters across!”


“Impossible!” Dynv gasped. “There must be more than that!”

“No sir!”


“Check your readings again!” Dynv snapped at the man. “General… we must prepare and execute a counter attack! They have destroyed one of our ships! We must…”


“That would be the single, most ignorant thing you have done today!” Martin’s voice filled their bridge for the monitor still had an open COM channel active with the surface of Ventori. “Manda… do it!”

They all heard the female voice then. “Sections Two and Three! Execute! Execute!”

Not two seconds later Sulos and Dynv heard the sensor operator inhale sharply.


“General!” He almost screamed. “Unknown ships are appearing all around us!” He screamed. “They match the size and configuration of the ships protecting the Tasmor fleet! Another twenty-four ships General! They have us surrounded!”


Sulos glared at the monitor and saw the Lycavorian staring back at him. “I’ll give you two choices.” Martin spoke. “The nanosecond one of my ships detects one of your buckets of bolts powering their weapons I will send all of you right straight to hell. And I won’t spare the bullets to do it. You just saw what one of my smaller ships did; go ahead and test me and find out how much patience I have left.” Martin told him. “Your second choice is to pull your ships out of my system and carry your asses back to whatever fucking hole in the ground you crawled out of!”

“That ship had over three hundred men on it!” Sulos screamed.


Martin nodded his head. “And they paid the price for trying to enslave my people. I won’t lose any sleep over their deaths!” 

“You have signed your own death warrant by your actions this day!” Sulos shouted at him.
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“You have signed your own death warrant by your actions this day!” Sulos shouted at him.


“I don’t know what problems you have with the Tasmor pal.” Martin spoke undaunted. “But they were trying to help my people, which to Lycavorians, makes them friends. When you enslave and hurt my people and my friends I get a really nasty case of the red ass and I want to kill shit!” Martin snarled. “You see those ships around you? One word from me, from one of my Queens, and all of you die! I will kill you so fast you won’t have time to shit your pants let alone think about it!”


“You have killed Kintaur soldiers! Kintaur citizens!” Dynv shouted now. 


 “And how many of my people have you taken off Ventori?” Martin shouted right back. “How many more have you killed trying to take them from Ventori? I can’t help those you have already taken, not yet anyway, but you will not take one more while I live and breathe! Don’t fuck with me Sector General Sulos or whatever the hell you call yourself! Your bluster and blathering doesn’t scare me in the least! I got bigger guns and bigger ships and I won’t hesitate to kick your sorry ass right back to the fucking dark ages! I’ll give you twenty seconds to alter your course and carry your ugly asses out of this system or my people start shooting!”

“And the Tasmor criminals?” Sulos barked. “You align yourself with our hated enemies! The Kintaur will not forget this!”

“I am aligned with myself!” Martin snapped. “But so far the Tasmor people have shown themselves more trustworthy than you and your people! We greeted them as friends and they did the same, which is more than I can say for you! They will be treated as friends, which means while they are here they are under my protection. You want them… you come through me! You’re running out of time.”


“I want Gars back!” Sulos yelled. “You will return him to his people!”


Martin looked at the Kintaur on his knees between Kenny and Pablo. He nodded his head. “Fair enough!” 

Martin Leonidas’s hand closed around the hilt of his sword and with a snap and hiss the blade appeared instantly from Flatspace the moment he yanked it free of his harness. He didn’t hesitate and spun the blade gracefully in his hand before launching the sword the seven meters across the room with exquisite precision. The sword tip entered just below his right eye socket as Kenny and Pablo released the body and the force of the throw tossed the Kintaur back as the sword skewered his skull and anchored itself into the wall of the building behind him, pinning his now very dead body half off the floor.
The Tasmor in the room could only gape in unabashed shock at the callousness with which he had just killed the Kintaur soldier. Not one of them cared that he was now dead, the Kintaur had perpetrated far more atrocities upon far more Tasmor in the past. None of them had ever seen anyone dispatched a Kintaur First Warrior with such ease and total conviction. Saydia Daret looked quickly at Anthylea, gripping her hand tightly and seeing the same look in her beautiful dark eyes that no doubt occupied her own blue orbs. A look of utter shock yes, but also a look of what the future could hold with such men and women as their allies. Not one Lycavorian had even blinked at what Martin Leonidas had just done and even Tobia had stood stoically and showed no emotion.
Martin turned back to the monitor and saw Sulos and Dynv staring at what had just occurred with similar expressions of disbelief. Martin’s voice brought the attention of everyone in the room once again.

“You wanted him back…?” Martin spoke. “Well he’s back. Back with those of his crew who tried to take my people! And he has been punished for the crimes against them that he had already committed!”

“You will die for this!” Sulos screamed now from his ship. “I will see you skinned alive and your body put on display for…”

“You have ten seconds now asshole!” Martin barked. “Manda… order all ships to prepare to fire! I want nothing left of these dick wads except memories!”

“Acknowledged.” Miranda’s voice echoed. 

“Reverse course!” Sulos shouted. “Reverse course!”
“General we cannot let them…” Dynv began to protest but Sulos ignored him as he looked back to Martin.

“I will see you dead Martin Leonidas!” Sulos spat vehemently. “I will find you and I will see you dead for what you have done!”
Martin nodded his head. “Get in line motherfucker!” Martin snarled. “I got way better men than you in this universe who want my ass dead and I’m still here! You’re nothing but a bully! I hate bullies! Manda…?”

“The Kintaur ships are altering course and beginning to move away.” Miranda answered.

“Detail a section to escort them out of Ventori space.” Martin spoke. “If they flinch… blow their miserable asses to atoms.”

“Done.” Miranda answered.

“We will meet again!” Sulos barked savagely.

Martin smiled at him. “I look forward to that day.” He said. “Then I can kill your sorry ass myself! Have a nice life cockbreath.”

Martin reached out and killed the communication before Sulos could reply and he stood there for a moment letting the anger flow out of him. Saydia watched amazed as Aricia, Anja and For'mya immediately went to him, pressing their bodies against his in very intimate fashion and the tenseness that had been showing on his body simply vanished into the air around them. She watched Helen step up to him and stand in front of him. Martin met her eyes and she saw Helen nod her head slowly. Martin smiled at her before lowering his head and nuzzling all three of his Queens, Saydia watching as their faces became animated and almost aroused in nature.
Saydia Daret blinked quickly for suddenly Martin Leonidas had moved and was staring at her from across the table. 

“I accept your culture and your customs Sovereign Regent Daret.” Martin told her. “Many of your ways are foreign to us but we adapt pretty well. Everything you told my Queens I know as well now.” He said seeing her eyes grow wide. “I am not the Pralor people, nor do I follow their way of thinking. Your actions in helping my people will not be forgotten and I am willing to offer you and the Tasmor people whatever I can within reason for doing what you have done.” Martin stood up straight and took a deep breath before he continued. 

“Anja and For'mya want to continue speaking with you Sovereign Regent Daret and to carry on conducting whatever negotiations you like. We may be different but I think you will find we can be very good friends. I like friends. We need friends out here.” Martin told her. “I have only one condition.”

Saydia looked at Anthylea and Namiri before turning back to Martin. “And that is?” She asked.

“Be honest with me and I will be honest with you.” Martin told her. “Attempt what your friend there did again… and all gains that we could make as two species working together will come to a very abrupt end. You will find that I can be the best friend the Tasmor ever had, but try and fuck me over and you will learn that I can be the worst nightmare of an enemy you have ever come across. That means you need to keep your Chief Counsel under control and find out what else she has been cooking in her head when it comes to my people.”

Saydia looked at him. “You would… you would give us your technology?” She asked not really wanting to believe him but his tone and his words were too sincere not to believe him.

“That can be discussed but as I said… it has to be within reason.” Martin told her. “Anja and For'mya know what I will and will not allow, but you might be surprised if you really want to have a relationship with my people. We can teach you and others quite a bit.”

Saydia Daret was dumbfounded. For the first time in her life she did not know what to say. This was almost beyond imagination. She glanced quickly at Anthylea, and then Namiri and Emylea. Their eyes were bright and full of promise at what the future could hold and that is what ultimately pushed Saydia over the top in her decision. 

Saydia Daret, Sovereign Regent of the Tasmor people, then did something she had never done before in her entire life. 

“I give you my word that this will be done King Martin Leonidas.” Saydia spoke.

Martin grinned and stood to his full height. “Outstanding! I love it when a plan comes together!”

“Plan!” Anja barked now looking at him. “What plan you big oaf! You were flying by the seat of your pants the entire way!”

Martin nodded his head. “Hell yes… but that is the fun part!”

Helen could only shake her head in disbelief. “The gods preserve us, he has truly lost his mind now.” She muttered.

