CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN
SPARTA

OFFICE OF THE PRIME MINISTER


Deia Leonidas


It certainly had a ring to it that felt wonderful to her ears and she chastised herself for not taking the name as her own sooner. Martin and his wives had been pestering her for over a decade to do this very thing and she had kept refusing, saying that it was a conflict with her position as Prime Minister of the Union. Now Deia realized just how utterly stupid that attitude had turned out to be. 

Deia stood looking out the huge plate glass window at the Eurotas River as it wound its way through the center of Sparta. The city had grown since Martin’s return, now nearly five million men, women and children called this city home. The city limits had expanded several kilometers in all directions that allowed for expansion, but the city had remained true to its history and culture. The architecture remained almost unchanged from hundreds of years ago, though with all of the modern amenities and knowledge they now had, the city and its buildings and surrounding facilities were stronger than ever. 
Deia should have been the one to see it right away upon Martin returning to claim the throne of his father and grandfathers. Sparta was where his heart and soul resided and nothing would ever change that. His wives and mates, his children, this was their home. Sparta was the heart of the Union now. Apo Prime may have been the capital planet, but Sparta here on Earth was their spiritual core. It was here that the famed Spartan lore was born so long ago, it was here that it thrived even when the Union did not know they existed, and here is where it was at its strongest. She should have seen it the moment word reached them of the death of Martin’s father and the Union military quickly adopted the Spartan way of life to honor a King none of them had ever met or even seen. It became so ingrained within the rank and file that within five years after the death of Martin’s father, she would never have been able to change it even if she wanted too. When Martin returned to them, that Spartan way of life took on even new meaning, for he embodied everything there was about the name Spartan. Nearly three thousand years of that Spartan training and mentality had allowed them to survive against the High Coven when they should have been crushed like insignificant bugs. When Martin returned that mentality tripled; that faith became unquenchable. Even many of the species within the Union who were not suited for combat were swept up and training programs specifically suited to their species and cultures were adopted, all based on the Spartan mentality. It was too big now, too ingrained in the psyche of so many across the Union, and now it would never die even if only one citizen of the Union remained.

Since Martin’s return the Union had grown and prospered in a way it never had in it three thousand year history before him. Most thought of Martin as King and not really adept in any form of politics, and his Queens were who he spoke through. Many would never know that he liked it this way, and it was actually he who had secured the entrance into the Union of species whom had previously had reservations about becoming members. It was Martin who went to each of these leaders and over a period of years he had hammered out iron clad treaties and political agreements that strengthened both cultures and species and brought them even closer, while making the Union even more powerful. Very few knew of his role in these discussions and inclusions and he liked it that way. He hated the spotlight and he hated politics even more. She smiled as she remembered the battles she had with him through the years over one thing or another and it was only one of his Queens or Tarifa and Aihola or Selene and Charles who had made him see it was the right thing to do. He trusted those three women and Charles just as much as he trusted Deia, and through the years she had also come to trust and rely on their input in many matters. If all else failed, they would get Gorgo involved, for they all knew Martin would never refuse his mother. Gorgo always had a way to break it right down to the basics for him and he would finally see what they were all telling him. Martin was no fool however, he was perhaps one of the most intelligent and cunning men Deia had ever met. He took after his grandfather Resumar in that way, always thinking three and four steps ahead, though she could safely say that it was his son Androcles who inherited Resumar’s darker nature when it came to defending his people and what was his. Resumar was willing to do almost anything to safeguard their future and the future of his people and while both Martin and Androcles had shown the same willingness to do everything in their power to continue this, Androcles was the one willing to take more chances and risks. 

Part of that she now knew was because of who her great, great nephew was.

He had dragon DNA within his own blood, and this is what set Androcles apart. And now Dorian as well. She had only listened enraptured as Shiria had explained to her what she had discovered from Wayonn concerning Androcles and Dorian. Deia and Shiria had become fast friends over these last months and it was her Deia turned to for explanations into anything having to do with their Pralor history. Deia shook her head with a smile and lifted the steaming mug of Aricia’s coffee and sipped the strong, smooth liquid.

“Something amusing?” The male voice asked and Deia smiled for she would recognize that voice anywhere. Not to mention his unique scent which she had detected several minutes ago when he entered the building.

Deia turned and looked at Armetus as he moved slowly into her office in the temporary Senate Building. This building was normally reserved for the local Spartan Convocation and all high level delegations to Earth. Since the bombing of the original Senate Building and the rapid but ongoing project to rebuild the old facility better and stronger, they had taken over this large complex of smaller buildings and offices. It was also now one of the most secure locations anywhere within the Union and would remain so for the foreseeable future. No one could just walk in off the street unless the Durcunusaan, the eight Hybrid dragons and the Elven Dragoons who viciously guarded the building knew who you were.
This man they all knew quite well.

“I was just thinking of the twists and turns on the path my family has taken in order to get here Armetus.” Deia told him.

Armetus was Director of the Krypteria, the Union’s Intelligence Organization and perhaps the most feared grouping of men and women anywhere within the confines of space. The Krypteria had grown since Armetus had been given the reins by her nephew so long ago. The Krypteria was now more feared than the High Coven’s Venorik Elghinn, their Silent Death Division, ever was and not because of the torture and killings as the High Coven used to do, but because the Krypteria had vast amounts of knowledge. 

And knowledge was power.

Armetus nodded his head as he moved to the chair across from her desk. He walked with a special cane now to assist him as he was not fully recovered from the injuries inflicted upon him by the Kavalians, but he could still shift his form and that is what mattered most too any Lycavorian in the end. “Yes… no doubt it has been a “Wild Ride” as Martin and Anja are so fond of saying.”

Deia smiled and nodded her head. “Yes it has.” She stated. Armetus had been at her side since almost the very beginning and outside of her own husband and mate and her family, she trusted him with her very life. “How are you old friend?”

Armetus looked at her as he settled into the chair. There were no secrets between him and Deia, well except for those the King did not want her to know in order to protect her Armetus thought with a hidden smile, and he never held anything back from her.

“That Hadarian Medical Officer Anja left in charge of the hospital here must be cut from the same mold as her.” Armetus spoke. “She is a taskmaster who knows no mercy.”

Deia chuckled as she moved to her own chair. “Anja would be no different and you know it my friend.”
Armetus nodded his head. “I know.” He spoke with a smile. “I am getting stronger every day Deia. Pretty soon I won’t need this silly stick, though I might keep it, Marci says it makes me look distinguished.”

Deia laughed at this as she sat down. “She would be right.”

“We shall see.” Armetus spoke.
“Would you care to tell me why you wanted to meet with me before our usual morning briefing with the others?” Deia asked him.

Armetus smiled and reached into the small pouch he always carried with him. It held his personal P9 computer, one of the first batch that Avi had built and Martin had authorized for distribution, as well as several data pads, one of which he gave to Deia. 
“Andro has just sent a brief report. They conducted the rescue mission of our Senators and Vanari people being held prisoner by the OSG and the larger mission is now underway. They suffered no casualties and he will update us when more is known.” He told her.
Deia nodded as she looked at the pad briefly. Dilean Roan had already contacted her directly and passed this information to her. The young female elf that Andro had appointed as his Information Officer was quite thorough. “This would not cause you to want to meet with me Armetus.” She said returning her eyes to his face. “What is wrong?”

Armetus shook his head. “Nothing is wrong. At least not yet.”

“I don’t follow.” Deia told him.

“If you scroll down to page three you will see what I am referring to.” Armetus replied. “Androcles seems to think that the OSG and these Eridiani have more of a foot hold here in the Alpha Quadrant than we first gave them credit for. They were able to download the contents of several computers that they liberated and I have my people in the process of decrypting them, but some things that were said openly has Andro on edge.”

Deia lifted her eyes and met his gaze. “On edge?” She spoke. “Andro is too much like his father Armetus. If something has him on edge, then it usually does not bode well for others who might be around him.”

Armetus nodded. “I agree. That is why I came here to see you.” He stated. “We need to decide what to do about these discoveries.”

Deia looked up suddenly. “Is this… is this accurate?” She gasped.

Armetus smiled and nodded his head. “She shot him four times at point blank range. Right in front of Androcles and Jomann as they were escorting him to the brig on SPARTA'S WRATH. Thankfully her aim was not very good. The scum, Rotaxe I believe Andro called him, he will survive.”

“Carians!” Deia rasped as she sat back in her chair. “I would never have imagined that. Once they discovered she had been taken, several of her idiot colleagues demanded I put them on a ship and send them out there. I did, just to shut them up.”

Armetus nodded his head. “Something tells me they will find a very different Ulana.” He said. “According to Andro’s report she has not left Torian’s side. He kept her from being raped several times and the beatings he took keeping this from happening were quite severe. I would hazard a guess and say that Ulana’s eyes have been opened to a whole new world and she likes this world.”
“You mean reality.” Deia spoke.

Armetus shrugged. “However you wish to describe it, yes. I believe Androcles will have a very powerful ally in Ulana when all is said and done. And he won’t even realize it.”

Deia shook her head. “His father, his mothers, Daniel Simpson, all of them are the same way.” She spoke. “They inspire near blind loyalty in conducting actions that to them are totally unrelated.”

Armetus nodded his head. “That they do.”

Deia held up the pad. “You think Icho is involved in this in some way don’t you?” She asked him.

Armetus met her eyes. “Let’s just say I do not believe they are unrelated.” He answered. “This OSG appears to have contacts back here within the Alpha Quadrant with much more information than they should have. It would appear that most of these contacts are limited to those among the human population for the moment, but I do believe that is slowly changing in many ways. The humans under Charles’ leadership have made huge strides forward since the end of the High Coven occupation, and far more of them are reaching outward to other worlds and even other cultures. They are almost as adaptable as Lycavorians are.”

“You think this is a concern?” Deia asked him. “That we have Eridiani among us?”
Armetus quickly shook his head. “Doubtful. We have already determined that Ben and Tina are the descendants of the humans that left Earth and came to be called the Eridiani. How this came about is still somewhat of a mystery, but we can only assume that at least a small portion returned to Earth after undergoing the genetic enhancements. Several thousand at least. I doubt we will discover the true story of how this took place unless we can access an Eridiani library archive of some sort. Those that did return apparently were not happy about the ways things were progressing wherever they were and they came back and blended back into normal human society. Ben and Tina and others are their descendants, as are several hundred others that we have discovered. Once the existence of the Eridiani in the Beta Quadrant and the their OSG lapdogs became common knowledge and it was discovered what they were involved in, all of those like Ben and Tina came forward to either my people or the Durcunusaan in order to let us know they were not involved in any way and nor would they tolerate such things as the OSG were obviously supporting.”

“And your people believed them?” Deia asked.

Armetus nodded his head. “There are only a few hundred of them that still survive as I said and like Ben and Tina, most of them are actively involved in the Union military or the government. They all check out.”

“You are certain?” Deia asked him.

“Ben and Tina have been with Martin for over thirty years Deia.” Armetus said. “From before he ever discovered his true history. There were quite a few of them assigned to EDEN and all of them are totally loyal to Martin. I’ve had my people studying reams of scrolls and information dating back to a hundred years before the Great Fire here on Earth. Aside from three dozen that managed to survive in bunkers after the Great Fire, all of these former Eridiani were assigned to EDEN Base. All but six of them are involved with the military or government. Charles is one of them Deia. Ben, Tina, Charles, they have always known what they were, if not the details to how that came to be. They have saved Martin’s life on more than one occasion. He has done the same in return.”

Deia nodded her head. “I know… I just want to be sure.”

“The six who are not involved with the military or government work for me Deia.” He told her. “Each and every one of them came forward when the Eridiani and the OSG were discovered and every one of them is loyal to us.”

Deia nodded her head once more. “Then I will trust your instincts and information on that.” She said.

“My people believe the OSG are working with normal humans here on Earth and in other places in order to obtain the information they have gotten; humans who are not descended from these Eridiani and who are not happy with how the things worked out after Tarifa, Aihola and Selene took charge when the High Coven were forced off.” Armetus explained.
“And you think Icho is also involved with them?” Deia asked.

“There are many things that Nessa and others cannot explain about Icho and his rather mysterious background.” Armetus said.

Deia met his eyes. “Please tell me you have not discovered he is not some distant relative to Chetak.” She spoke. 
Armetus chuckled softly. “If only that were true.” He said as he shook his head. “Dealing with him would be far easier and much more final.”

“Your theory then?” Deia asked.

“I am not entirely convinced myself but…”

“Armetus… it is me you are talking to.” Deia told him.

“There is almost no information on Icho prior to him getting elected to his original seat on Tuya’s local council almost five hundred years ago.” Armetus said. “What we have been able to discover is very basic and completely normal.”

Deia leaned back in her chair once more. “I don’t like the way you say normal.” She said.

“And you shouldn’t.” Armetus told her. “It’s too normal. His history is so unremarkable that it set off alarms within both Nessa’s head and mine.” Deia knew who Nessa was and she also knew that if there was a more intuitive or resourceful analyst working for Armetus, they had not yet been discovered. Nessa had been in charge of his Intelligence Gathering Team for decades now. “We have to be very careful in how we proceed however, if he were to discover that we are investigating him, it could cause you to lose a lot of support.” Armetus continued.
Deia shook her head. “I do not care about support!” She snapped. “This man is dirty Armetus! You know it and I know it! There are far too many coincidences for it to signal anything else! And I trust my oshye mandri’s instincts.” (Great Nephew)

Armetus nodded his head. “As do I.” He told her. “What we have to realize is that he has been doing this for far longer than we know. At least that is what I believe. He has been able to hide his activities for centuries and no one has even caught a hint of what he is involved in. He is very careful and we need to move carefully in response. Martin made that very clear to me once Andro gave him the full report on what happened here after they left. We are not to move on Icho unless we are certain and have proof to back it up. In Martin’s words, and I quote him… “When we string that fucker up by his balls I want to know he is getting what a traitor really deserves.”… End quote.”
Deia chuckled. “That is my Mandri.” She said softly. She looked at Armetus. “You have a theory don’t you?”

Armetus nodded his head. “I do… but I have no information to support it however. I believe he is part of the group of arrya who sided with the High Coven after the Black Day. The Arrya rie Cafna. Or at the very least descended from those who did.” (Traitors/Traitors of a people)
Deia thought about that for a long moment and sipped her coffee once more. She was out of her realm when it came to things like that and she knew it. “The Arrya rie Cafna. I thought the last of them died out centuries ago Armetus?” She asked.

“So did we.” Armetus told her. “I could be very wrong Deia.”

“And you could be very right.” Deia said.

Armetus nodded his head. “Yes. In which case we need to proceed carefully, as I said. Especially you Deia.”

“I agree.” Deia said finally getting to her feet and moving around the side of her desk. “The latest polls by my staff have me with a two thirds advantage in any rating and he is not happy about that from what I have been able to hear from different sources.”

“Yes… eighty-four percent to his sixteen percent.” Armetus said looking at her surprised expression. “Martin asked that I keep him informed.” He said simply.

“What else has Martin asked you to do?” Deia quipped.

Armetus smiled at her and shook his head. “For all intents and purposes Deia, you and Gorgo are now the Matriarchs of the Leonidas family. You and she are the connection to the past that all of them revere. Since Gorgo is out there with them, Martin and Androcles both have insured that you will be safe no matter the cost.”

“I suspected as much.” Deia said. “Who?”

Armetus shook his head once more. “I do not know and even if I did, I would not tell you.” He answered her honestly. “All Martin has told me was not to be concerned with your security and to concentrate on my job. He said Andro and he had it covered. I could guess and say that you are perhaps the most well protected individual in Union history. Most of it black.”

“Black?” Deia asked.

Armetus nodded. “You will not know they exist until something happens that puts you in danger. Then all bets are off.”

Deia was silent for a moment as she thought about that. “I do not like knowing that Armetus.” She said softly.

“Perhaps not Deia, but now you do.” He told her. “You have to know that you are now very synonymous with the Leonidas name. With their history. You are their Tenna and they will protect their family no matter what. Especially if what I believe is indeed true. It also means that this election will be a referendum on not only you but the entire Leonidas family.”
Deia met his eyes. “Our people love them Armetus.” Deia said. “You know that. Ever since he returned, no matter what he has done, what Aricia and Anja and the others have done, they have always had overwhelming support.”

Armetus nodded his head. “Yes. But they have always had enemies as well. You know this better than anyone. Those who did not want him to return to begin with. And now that you have made your history and connection with Martin public knowledge, their enemies will become yours. Where Icho and others of his ilk could only guess at, now they have proof and they will use this against you.”

Deia nodded her head in acknowledgment as she leaned against her desk now. “Going after Andro and what he has done in regards to Ne'Veha and Cranae Island.”

Armetus nodded his head. “Those things are just the beginning Deia. Icho no doubt has people investigating everything Androcles has done, even back to before the Evolli War. That will now include Sadi, Ne'Veha and even Carisia. He won’t go after Lu'ria, Caliria or Sehri… not enough is known about them, but the others are fair game as far as he is concerned. And I have no doubts he is using his position as a Senator to try and gather information on everything that the Queens and Martin have done since he took the throne. He will attempt to twist all of these things to make you look bad. Given the latest poll numbers, I expect things will begin to get very dirty, very soon.”

“I agree.” Deia said. “What do you suggest?”
“Me?” Armetus chuckled. “Deia I am no politician. I will leave that to you and Tarifa and Charles and the others more suited to that role. Personally I would do what Martin and Andro no doubt want to do.”

“Which is?” Deia asked though she knew the answer already. “Though I dare say I probably don’t want to hear this.”

Armetus met her eyes. “Make the man disappear, never to be heard from again. Period.”

Deia sat back with a smile now as well. “I will pretend I did not hear that.” She said. “I will worry about Icho and his cronies. You continue to do your job, which you do so well, and leave him to me.”

“That was my plan.” Armetus said with a grin. He held out two more data pads for her to take. “Resumar’s report on the ongoing operations Pian and his people are beginning to conduct within Kavalian space.”

“Your insight?” Deia asked as she took the pads and set them on her desk.

“Keleru is unstable and becoming afraid.” Armetus answered her. “After our very public announcement that we will be supporting Pian and Jalersi in every way we legally could get away with, Resumar says that an additional nine Prides have since contacted Pian and sworn their support and allegiance to a new Kavalian government. His government. Three of those Prides are among the largest within Kavalian culture it seems.”
“Can they be trusted?” Deia asked.

Armetus shook his head. “Pian is no fool and he is very good at vetting his people.” He told her. “He is also very good at inspiring others to see his views. According to Resumar, the younger Kavalian Prides are flocking to his banner faster than they can keep up. The older Prides are slower to react but they are coming around as more information that Keleru has kept hidden is being revealed. It appears that even Martin has one of these Prides with him. Fedor’s young wife and mate comes from the Juturi Pride and her father has been working against Keleru for decades. Ortellian, the planet we designated as their safe zone, it is fast becoming flooded with Kavalian non-combatants. Families and older civilian Pride members while the younger men gather to fight. The Ortellian Militia Commander has reported that most of the Kavalian females are delighted to finally be free, and their husbands equally so. They are having to conduct daily runs to the Kavalian refugee camps to deliver transmissions from mates that are now standing against Keleru.”

“The camps?” Deia asked.

“Hastily set up but quickly getting better and able to accommodate those who are now arriving.” Armetus answered. “Pian has people among the camps forming work groups and such and maintaining the coordination and laws that Pian has put in place. I have several teams helping them with the efforts just to insure that there are no traitors among the many refugees. Nothing so far Deia.”  

Deia looked up from the pad. “Then it is working?” She asked.

Armetus nodded his head. “Once more you were correct.” He stated. “The Kavalian people as a whole were much more fed up with Keleru and his rule than they were allowed to show publicly it seems. His military is deserting him and his public support from the older Prides is eroding quickly. With any luck, if Resumar and Pian can string together several large and important victories once the fighting does start in earnest, then Keleru will be out of a job.”

“You sound very optimistic my friend.” Deia said to him.

Armetus met her eyes. “What was done to me was not done by the Kavalian people.” He told her. “If not for Pian and Jalersi and others we would not know just how deep this rebellion goes Deia. Helping them to remove Keleru from power and give freedom to their people is more than enough vengeance. It’s the best kind.”

“I know you too well to believe that Armetus my friend.” Deia said.

Armetus shrugged. “If you are wondering if I would like to have that nubous igord in front of me, then the answer would be a resounding yes. But it is much sweeter if I can chip away at the persona he has built for himself and tear him down. When we finally come face to face, if we do, then we will see.”

Deia nodded her head. “Fair enough.” She said. “What else?”
“I can safely report that our entire network has been swept and is now clean.” Armetus told her. “Whatever Laustinous was able to do we have discovered it and fixed it. All of the Gates are now on an entirely new network that is impregnable without proper bio-scans and codes. None of which Laustinous has or can duplicate.”

“Nothing is impregnable Armetus.” Deia said.

Armetus nodded his head. “That is why there are several failsafe and trapdoors now built into the system by Avi and those he trained. If Laustinous tries to access any Union system, no matter how low level, we will pick him up instantly.”

“When we find him…” Deia spoke coldly. “I do not want him injured in any way. I want him detained alive and unhurt. Question him all you want, drugs but no torture. I will not resort to that even after the crimes he has committed. Is that clearly understood?”

“I will make sure this is known.” Armetus said. “May I ask why?”

“I intend to give his carcass to Dysea.” Deia answered him firmly. “Anja has told me what she has planned for him and it will be Dysea who exacts the vengeance for all the lives he is responsible for taking. And the pain he has caused.”

Armetus winced slightly at that picture in his mind though he tried to hide it. He knew full well what Dysea Leonidas was capable of. A highly respected and admired diplomat and revered Queen too many she may have been, but Dysea Leonidas was also a warrior. Behind only Aricia and Isabella, she was considered the most physically gifted fighter among the six Queens of the Union. Though personally, Armetus thought Anja was far more deadly. The smallest in physical stature of all the Queens she may have been, but Anja Leonidas was one of the most lethal women that Armetus had ever met. She had an indomitable will and though she may have been Queen of Hadaria and a Healer by nature, she could just as easily slit your throat without blinking. “I will make sure that is known.” He said finally. 

Deia looked at him. “Any other surprises?” She asked with a smile.

“No… I believe I have reached my quota of surprises for you today.” He stated calmly as he rose to his feet.

Deia laughed and pulled him into a warm embrace which Armetus returned without hesitation. “Be well my friend.” She told him as she pushed him to arm’s length and looked in to his eyes.

“Always.” He told her. “I will see you in the morning at our regular time.”

Deia nodded as Armetus squeezed her arms and then he was walking out of her office. He moved casually down the short corridor, no rush in his movements, to the elevator lift where two stern faced Durcunusaan moved onto the lift with him as the doors closed.

The instant the doors closed, the shadows shimmered and the half Drow half vampire female unwrapped the shadows from around her body in front of him. The two Durcunusaan did not flinch for they knew she was there.

“Have Aihola assign another squad of Drow Scouts to her Risiha.” Armetus said as the beautiful, short elven female looked at him.

The female Drow elf let her amber eyes settle on Armetus. “We could begin to stumble over those Andro and the King have assigned to her Armetus.” She spoke.

Armetus shook his head. “Unlikely. The team Andro assigned to her as well as those Martin directed to cover her will not be seen or heard from unless it is something you and your comrades cannot handle. Only then will they reveal themselves. They will not be as delicate as you and your sisters.”

Risiha smiled brilliantly. “Perhaps not, but it would be a sight to see.”

Armetus chuckled and shook his head. “That is something we want to avoid as long as possible.” He said. “One is a Zero Squad and the other is part of the Nexus Grid. When they strike it will be neither pleasant nor bloodless.”

Risiha looked at him as her face became serious. You did not assign Zero Squad or Nexus Grid personnel to a project unless you wanted to purge a cancer. “You believe this is bigger than everyone else don’t you?” She asked.

“Let’s just say my gut is telling me we are on the cusp of opening a door that should not be opened.” Armetus said. “A door that has not been opened for many millennia. Coordinate with Sator and Lendal here and advise them of the team assigned.” 
Risiha looked at the two Durcunusaan who were in charge of Deia’s personal detail. “I can do that.” She said with a seductive smile.

Both men smiled at her. “You could not handle both of us little Drow.” Sator spoke.

“I’ll take that bet.” Risiha said happily.

Armetus smiled at the banter between them. The Durcunusaan were very comfortable and at ease working with the Drow in any capacity and the Drow were among the few who the Durcunusaan afforded the utmost respect and professional courtesy, especially when it concerned the Royal family or any of their charges.

“I will report when Queen Aihola has assigned them.” Risiha told Armetus just before the doors to the lift opened and she wrapped the shadows around her once more.

Armetus began walking once more as they exited the lift. “Sator… make sure General Vengal knows of the additional Drow I have assigned to Deia. He can adjust his protection to compensate.”
“As you order Director.” The Durcunusaan replied as they walked him to the door of the building and watched as he exited without another word.

Armetus moved directly to the Heavy Lifter parked to the side and he climbed into the armored Lifter. He settled into the soft leather seat and leaned back for a moment as the Lifter rose and merged into the traffic running along the outer borders of the city of Sparta. Lifter traffic was forbidden within the actual confines of the city and the Lifter lanes all along the outside ring of the city had become far busier over the years as Sparta grew. 

“Armetus?” The soft female voice spoke and Armetus opened his eyes quickly and watched as Marci leaned forward from her seat across from him.

“I hate not being truthful with her.” Armetus spoke softly.

“You are only doing what Martin believes is the correct path Armetus.” Marci said. “If she were discover what we know…?”

Armetus nodded his head. “I know. We need her to be at her best. Icho will be her largest challenge in centuries and she is going to need to defend herself and her family in more ways than she realizes. She is the only one who can. I worry for her however.”

“You know as well as I do that Andro and Martin will allow nothing to harm her.” Marci said. “They will protect her… at all costs.”

Armetus nodded once more. “I know and that at least gives me peace.” He leaned forward. “Is he ready?”

Marci nodded her head. “He’s standing by at the secure Durcunusaan hanger and chomping at the bit to go.”

“Do we have anything else that may be able to help him?” Armetus asked.

Marci handed over the data pad. “This is everything that this Professor Lidene has been able to decrypt so far.” She said. “Nessa’s people arrived two days ago and hopefully they will have more when he gets there.”

“This stays among the three of us in this car is that understood?” Armetus spoke now. “No one else can discover this.”

“What if it has already been discovered Armetus?” The male voice spoke and Armetus looked at the figure of the man as he leaned forward out of the shadows of the Lifter. “What if the Arrya rie Cafna is back? It took us three hundred and sixty years to purge them from our ranks before and you know this. It cost me both of my parents and countless others, not to mention your first wife and mate when they came after you. If they have control of these clones then the situation is worse than we thought.”

“That is why you are doing what you are doing my old friend.” Armetus spoke. “Only you have the ties to make this work. And I shudder every day knowing the danger I have placed you in.”

The man leaned closer still and met Armetus’ eyes. “We swore an oath all those years ago old friend. An oath that we spilled blood in order to insure. I will not shirk from my duty to our Union or our King.”

Armetus reached out and placed his hand on the man’s shoulder. “And neither will I Icho my friend. None of us will. Ever.”


Armetus watched as the door to the Lifter closed once more and their pilot lifted them into the traffic lanes once more. They had just dropped off Icho in a little visited section of Sparta with almost no Lifter traffic or foot traffic. It was in the process of a long overdue rebuilding and the only personnel within two hundred meters were construction workers. The Krypteria driver had dropped from the Lifter lanes overhead expertly and directly to this position between two six story buildings that effectively hid them from view. Armetus and Icho had said their goodbyes and he left the vehicle to move to the waiting Lifter car fifty meters away. They waited until his vehicle was gone before taking off themselves.

Marci leaned forward then as she held out the pad to him. “Do we trust him Armetus?” She asked.


Armetus took the pad and met her eyes. “The Arrya rie Cafna are very real Marci.” He spoke. “And if they have returned they can cause untold damage to Deia and so many others.”

Marci nodded her head. “I don’t doubt that. I have read all of your reports on them.”


“We fought them together for nearly forty years.” Armetus said. “We knew we did not get all of them, they are a cancer that never seems to go away, but we decapitated most of their senior leadership and assets. It was not easy hunting our own people, but they were traitors of the worse kind. And it tore many lives apart. It changed many of us.”


“Did it change Icho Armetus?” Marci asked softly. “He seems almost fanatical about this now.”


Armetus nodded his head in response. “Something I understand completely.”


“But has it affected him.” Marci asked. “He appeared rather cavalier about going after Sadi and then Andro. He practically tossed Ulana to the wolves, and it does not seem to bother him that he will be butting heads with Deia. That he will be trying to tear down and destroy our Royal family. Our leaders.”


Armetus met her gaze for a long moment. “You think he has turned?” He said.


“You know him better than I do.” Marci answered. “It just seems he is getting some perverse joy out of doing this.”


Armetus nodded his head once again. “There may be some truth to that Marci, but that is what makes him so very good at what he does.”

“What about who we might hurt in the long run?” Marci asked him.


Armetus gazed at her. “Nothing he will do is not something that has not already been done Marci.” He told her. “Others have attacked Deia before, in this very same way. She has been Prime Minister for nearly a millennia and it is foolish of us to believe that others do not think they can do it better. She is not as helpless as you might think Marci and she has very good people around her not to mention very thick skin. She will weather this, as will the entire Leonidas family.”


Marci sat back slowly. “We should at least tell Androcles.” She spoke finally.


Armetus shook his head. “Martin was very specific that we do not tell him.” Armetus said. “It was one of the stipulations when Icho and I first brought this to him five years ago that the Arrya rie Cafna could be making a comeback. Once he knew their entire history and what we wanted to do he told us not to inform Androcles. What Icho is doing must be made to seem real and completely legitimate. It is the only way to make sure we get all of them this time. They have possible ties to the Kavalians and to the Eridiani that we know of right now. Marci… Laustinous is only the tip of the iceberg.”

Marci nodded. “I understand that but does Martin truly understand and know the risk he is taking by not telling Androcles?” Marci asked. “Given the recent information that we have discovered about Andro and Dorian, what they are, if this gets to a point where Andro feels Icho is more a threat than he is now, he will not hesitate to arrange an accident for him. Or take Icho out himself.”


Armetus nodded his head in agreement. “I know.” He said softly. “The risk is great. And it grows greater. I have discussed this with Martin and he believes the risks are still acceptable at the moment.”


“The risk is unacceptable.” Marci said. “Even for us. Especially if Icho has…”


“He makes you uneasy.” Armetus said. “Why?”


Marci met his eyes. “He’s not like you Armetus.” She said. “He almost seems to enjoy the power, and the fact that he is facing the Leonidas family excites him. It almost seems like he wants to tear them down. To prove that they are something they are not. They have never been how he is going to project them. You know that as well as I do. Sibfla… they go out of their way to insure that is not the case. If what you believe is indeed true then he could be making the Arrya rie Cafna stronger by what he is doing and not even know it.”

“You don’t trust him do you?” Armetus asked.


Marci met his eyes without doubt. “No… I do not.” She said.


Armetus sat back and was silent for a long time. He had brought Marci in as his deputy for the expressed purpose that she seemed to have an uncanny knack for this type of work. She was wise beyond her years and had a remarkable ability to think outside of the box. It was why she was so close to Androcles and Carina Leonidas. Armetus trusted her in a way he did not even trust himself. What if she was right? The cost to the Union would be catastrophic. He felt the Lifter begin it’s descent over the secure Durcunusaan facility outside Sparta and he finally looked up at her. 

“Then follow your instincts Marci.” He told her. 


Marci blinked in surprise and looked at him. “What?” She gasped finally.


“I am not all knowing.” Armetus told her. “The largest reason I made you my Deputy was because you brought balance to me. To see things I cannot or will not see. Or do not want to believe.”


“What are you saying Armetus?” Marci asked.


“I’m saying that if I am wrong, then I expect you to make sure my blindness does not harm us.” Armetus told her. “If Icho has indeed been turned or compromised us in any way, remove him. Permanently. Before any harm he is doing becomes more than we can deal with.”

“Armetus I will…” She began to speak.


Armetus leaned over and grasped her head in his hand. He pulled her forehead close and softly kissed her skin. “Do not question what you feel child.” He told her softly. “For I do not.” He met her bright eyes and smiled. “Now let us see Apollo off and try to find these two clones that the vampire witch Aikiro thought to use against us.”


Marci nodded her head. “Apollo has some ideas.” She said softly.


Armetus chuckled. “Of course he does. He is me.”

SENATOR ICHO’S HEAVY LIFTER 


“What did he say?” Aleus asked.

“They are none the wiser.” Icho told him as he poured himself a glass of Spartan wine from the side bar in the Lifter. He poured a second glass and handed it to Aleus. “We will proceed as we have laid out our plans.”


“When do we start?” Aleus asked as he took the wine.


“Deia and I face each other in the first debate in two weeks.” Icho answered. “I think that should be a very good place to start.”


“I’ll make sure the arrangements are done.” Aleus said. “What about Ulana?”


Icho shook his head as he sat back in the plush interior seat. “Ulana is lost to us. Putting her in that situation and then not knowing about how this Durcunusaan Officer felt about her was a mistake on our part. One we cannot make again.” He stated calmly. “I told the others that dealing with the OSG now would be iffy at best. Coordinating with and then working together with the Rothryn Science Academy was stupid. Arranging for them to kidnap Ulana and then try to force Androcles to hand over his Rothryn mate was foolish and dangerous. They have done more damage to our contacts within the Rothryn and OSG by their actions than anything Androcles would have done.”


“At least she killed that fool Enverr before he could talk.” Aleus spoke.


Icho nodded his head. “Perhaps, but we cannot rely on the OSG any longer. Adams has already begun pulling his people out of Vanari society on a slow basis. He is attempting to save whatever assets they have remaining at the moment. His son will insure that he fails. I told him to keep a better leash on that boy.”


“We could divert some help their way if you wish.” Aleus said.


Icho shook his head quickly. “No. It would be a waste of good people Aleus. Androcles Leonidas has a larger plan. Rescuing Ulana and the others was only the tip of it. They are doing something else and the landscape in the Beta Quadrant will change because of it. Better that the OSG is weakened initially, it will allow them to learn and surge forth later in better position to affect change.”


“And the Rothryn?” Aleus asked.


Icho shook his head once more. “Even we do not want to be associated with those fanatic igord in their Science Academy. If the Rothryn leader does not expose them for what they are soon, then I have an idea that Androcles will remove them from existence himself.” Icho looked at Aleus. “The boy is predictable after a fashion. Much like his fool father.”


“So what do we do?” Aleus asked.


“We wait until events in the Beta Quadrant have played out.” Icho told him. “Once they have we will have a better idea of how to proceed. Have we heard from that idiot Laustinous yet?”


Aleus nodded his head and held out the data pad. “The unrest is growing.” He told him. “Since the public announcement that we would be supporting this new Kavalian government openly as they seek freedom, Keleru has lost much in the way of support.”


Icho took the pad. “Keleru is beginning to worry.” He said softly. 

Aleus nodded his head. “He still holds the balance of power in a large way, but you are correct.”


“Where is he now?” Icho asked.


“He is heading to Hadaria.” Aleus replied.


Icho looked at him with wide eyes. “Hadaria? Is he insane? If the Union gets even a whiff of him on that planet he is a dead man.”


“I tried to express this to him but he says right now it is the safest place for him.” Aleus answered.


Icho shook his head. “Aleus my friend, in the future when I entertain the idea of taking the assistance of someone with a perverse and unhealthy obsession of a female Queen of the Union, hit me several times with a stick.”


Aleus nodded his head with a smile. “Only gently.” He stated.


“That fool is going to die a very painful death.” Icho said softly.


“Depending on who finally discovers him, I believe you are right.” Aleus said.


Icho shook his head. “Remain in contact with him but do not divulge any of our plans to him.” He ordered. “Once the fool reaches Hadaria we will be unable to help him in any way. He does not know our real identities and that is the way I want to keep it.”

“If he asks for assistance?” Aleus asked.


Icho shook his head. “His usefulness to us ended when his plan to have Dysea become his slave wife blew up in his face. Once we knew Leonidas still lived, Laustinous became a liability.”


“That is something we did not see either.” Aleus pointed out.


Icho nodded in agreement. “That was because the vampire bitch Armetus made his deputy took over when they did not think he would live. She has practically grown up with Androcles Leonidas and his siblings. Her loyalty is to him. We escaped a very big explosion when the Kavalians went after Armetus. It was insane to send an assassination team after him. Had they killed him it would have made our lives and their future infinitely harder. Be glad they did not succeed.”


Aleus looked at him. “You sound almost happy when you say that.” He said.


Icho met his eyes. “We may be on different ends of the political arena Aleus my friend, but Armetus and I were once like brothers. We fought the same enemies. At least until I realized we were targeting all the wrong people. I respect him. He has faults, but he is utterly loyal to the Union. His only deficiency is that he plays fair. We do not.”


Aleus smiled. “No we do not.” He said.

“You have the reports about the boy?” Icho asked.


Aleus nodded his head and held out the stack of four data scrolls. “Everything dating back to just before he entered his Agoge. It wasn’t easy or cheap to obtain.”


Icho nodded his head. “I have no doubts of that. Still no luck in recruiting a member of the Durcunusaan?”


Aleus shook his head. “In my opinion it will not happen. You know how they are vetted. To push harder than we already have will only bring the attention of the Hippeis Sedla down upon us. That we do not want.” He said. “They are part of the Durcunusaan yes, but they are also much freer in how they do things if you get my meaning.”


Icho nodded his head. “Yes, I do.” He said. “And you are correct, we do not want them involved until it is too late for them to do anything. Cease whatever plans we have in trying to entice one of them to our cause. We need to start being more careful. Provoking the Hippeis Sedla is not being careful.” Icho looked up from the pad. “Is Captain Tarren on board?”

Aleus nodded his head. “Fully.” He said. “He knows we are the only ones who can protect him once he starts down this path that Ulana set him on. Now that she is no longer an option for him to find protection from the boy Prince, he knows we are his only hope.”


“Fear.” Icho said. “It is a powerful motivator.”


“Yes it is.” Aleus agreed.


“Insure the young Captain has his story straight.” Icho spoke. “He is still sticking to the same one?”


Aleus nodded. “He scented this Ne'Veha and gained permission from her father to take her as his mate, but when the Crown Princess came aboard the ship and talked with her then everything changed. He says she still carried his scent when the Crown Prince claimed her as his. If that is the case then he broke one of our most sacred laws dating back to before the Black Day.”


Icho smiled and nodded his head. “Something that I will point out very soon.” He stated. “And nothing you have found tells a different version?”


Aleus shook his head. “If there is anything that contradicts his story then only the Durcunusaan knows of it.” He spoke. “You saw how quickly he swept it aside as irrelevant.”


“What of the accusations that he was helping the OSG in their attack?” Icho asked.


Aleus shook his head. “Again… nothing that we can find says he did anything other than what he claims.”

“So not only did he steal his woman from him, they are trying to brand him a traitor.” Icho said. He smiled. “We could not ask for a better scenario Aleus. The fool boy handed it to us with his overactive libido.”


“Like father like son.” Aleus stated. “Records indicate that the King did almost the same thing where it involved Queen Aricia.” 


 “And we will use that as well.” Icho spoke calmly. “Soon my friend.” He said. “Soon we can begin the downfall of the Leonidas family and it will be because of their own actions. Then we can begin to rebuild the Union as we know it should be.”


“And it will be glorious.” Aleus agreed once more.

VENTORI

UNION AD HOC BASE

JULY 30, 2575


Twenty-four hours.


It had taken only twenty-four hours for the future and the path of the Tasmor people to be altered in a way unlike any she had ever envisioned. Saydia Daret stood sipping the steaming hot mug of what the Lycavorians called coffee. It was a dark liquid, but extremely rich tasting and quite delicious. After experimentation she had added a small bit of sweetener that they called honey and a dry, white powdered substance that altered the color of the coffee slightly. It also added to the incredible flavor and now Saydia had been drinking it for twelve hours. The sun was rising in the background, bathing the mountain range in an eerie glow of orange light that was exceptionally beautiful to gaze at. She could see dozens of Lycavorians moving around the temporary settlement going about their duty. It was a settlement that they had established in just two days and none of them appeared rushed or haggard in their appearance or their manner. The events of the last two days, fighting the Kintaur here on the surface and then confronting the large Kintaur fleet in orbit had apparently not fazed these men and women in the least. They acted as if this was all very normal to them. Saydia’s eyes went to where she knew they had set up the medical facility and she could see a line of men, women and children already forming. Justice Nalmos had been able to bring nearly a hundred more of his people from the nearby surrounding mountains down into their camp last night and now they were beginning to receive the medical treatment that had been lacking for months and years.


Saydia heard the scuffle of feet behind her and she turned to see Perlyea move up behind her holding a similar mug in her hands. This mug was filled with Tasmor Mint tea however, something she had requested be brought down to the surface upon recovering consciousness. Her hands were wrapped around the mug just like Saydia’s, as the warmth from the mug helped to chase away the slight chill in the early morning air. Saydia knew Perlyea to be a powerful woman and one not afraid to speak her mind. She was supremely intelligent and had helped the Tasmor Science Department develop many new things over the course of the last fifty years that were a benefit to their people. She expected Perlyea to march up to her and start demanding that Anthylea be brought up on charges. Saydia was stunned when she did begin to speak.


“Sovereign Regent, I must ask for your forgiveness.” Perlyea spoke softly as she stopped in front of Saydia.


“Perlyea?” Saydia asked somewhat shocked.


“I have… I have allowed my arrogance and distrust of those who are not Tasmor to almost bring ruin to us.” Perlyea spoke softly once more. “I cannot begin to offer enough words to…”


“Perlyea stop.” Saydia spoke instantly.


Perlyea met her eyes. “My actions have… I could have brought total ruin to our people Sovereign Regent!”


Saydia turned slightly to face her. “This is not what I expected of you when you came up to me just now.” She said honestly. “Is this another of your tests Perlyea? And do not address me formally Chief Counsel. I have never asked this from you and I will not start now.” 


Perlyea shook her head. “Drenia showed me the copy of the transmission from yesterday Sovereign Regent.” Perlyea told her calmly. “This Lycavorian King is… he frightens me Saydia. What he did. The ease with which Namiri and Emylea say he beat the Kintaur First Warrior and seeing him kill him in such a manner. I… I almost brought the wrath of that man down upon our people.”


Saydia nodded her head. “Yes you did.” She spoke. “But so did I Perlyea Kalrr. We are both at fault because we were both blind. So many years of fighting the Kintaur, of thinking we were superior to all those around us? It made us both blind Perlyea, blind to things well beyond our control, or our ability to grasp.”


Perlyea looked at her. “I will resign my position as Chief Counsel to our people.” She spoke.

“You will do no such thing!” Saydia snapped at her. “You and I are going to stand together and usher in a new period for our people. We will meet with the King and his Queens in one hour and do just that.”


“You would allow me to remain at my post after what I almost did?” Perlyea asked in shock.


“I would be a fool to let you go.” Saydia spoke. “Your knowledge is beyond mine in many different ways Perlyea. I am not afraid to admit that. No matter how we have done things in the past, now we must do them differently. If we are to save our people, if we are going to insure that we go forward into the future, we must do that together.”


Perlyea bowed her head slightly. “I am… I am in your debt.” She said.


“No.” Saydia was quick to tell her. “We have always been at odds Perlyea. We have many different views and ideas on how to do things. I believe now we should direct our energy in finding ways to discover common ground between us. We both want the same things Perlyea, now we must find a way to work together instead of against each other.”


Perlyea was silent for a long moment before finally nodding her head. “You are correct.” She said.


“It appears these new Lycavorians and especially their King; they require honesty in order to see us as friends.” Saydia told her. “If there is anything that you have done in the past in regards to the Lycavorians from Ventori please tell me now. If I am right, these women and men could be what both of us have always wanted Perlyea. They could be staunch allies who will honor us and our ways and not look at us as objects of desire or dismissal.”


Perlyea shook her head quickly. “No.” She stated confidently and without hesitation. “The only research I have conducted is in regards to the gene enhancements. I abhor any type of experimentation Saydia, you know this.”


Saydia nodded. “I thought as much.” She stated. “And since I know it was not you who told the Kintaur that Namiri and Emylea were going to be here, someone in your department and who is close to you, is working for or with the Kintaur. It is the only way they could have gotten the information.”


Perlyea nodded her head. “I agree.” She spoke.


Saydia reached out and took her arm, squeezing it gently. “I never doubted you in that regard Perlyea. What happened to your mother and sisters, it would never allow you to work with the Kintaur no matter what they offered in return.”


Perlyea met Saydia’s eyes and felt relief fill her. She was right of course. Her mother and sisters had been captured and brutally raped and beaten for days by dozens of Kintaur before they were brutally murdered in front of her. She hated them to the extreme and no one could offer her enough to work with them against her own people.


“Thank you.” Perlyea said.

“They will want to know how it is you were able to manipulate Pralor technology however.” Saydia said. “At this juncture, honesty will gain us the most Perlyea. Surely you see that.”


Perlyea nodded her head. “I do.” She stated with a newfound firmness in her voice. “I gave the order for our people to extract any Pralor technology that they could find from the battlefields here. And we were able to determine how some of it worked on our own, some of the pieces were very general in terms of what they can do, and my people are very bright.”


Saydia smiled, “No doubt.” She stated. “What about equipment you could not figure out?”


Perlyea took a deep breath. “I have the COM channel of a Pralor.” She told Saydia. “He made me a deal to release to him any equipment that we found on Ventori. In exchange he would provide me with details on lesser technology that the Pralor people hardly ever used. Among what he gave me, was the ability to use their computer storage units.”


“What is this man’s name?” Saydia asked.


Perlyea met her eyes. “His name is Lorendo, Chief Elder Lorendo of their Science Convention.”


“…Lorendo… that fat little fuck!” Martin hissed angrily.

Saydia, Perlyea, Anthylea and Drenia stood silently as they watched him whirl and toss his empty coffee mug across the interior of the command center. The large mug shattered into dozens of small pieces against the interior metal wall and echoed loudly within the room. Anja and Aricia immediately reached for Martin while For'mya turned to the stunned group of Tasmor.


“Forgive him…” For'mya stated quickly. “We have had dealings with this Lorendo fool before and as you can see, our husband and mate is not very fond of him.”


“You know… you know this man?” Saydia asked.


For'mya nodded her head. “He is responsible for almost killing our son Fedor when we first discovered the Pralor people in this quadrant. As it was, Fedor was gravely injured and if not for Anja’s skill he would have died. This Lorendo also managed to physically strike Anja, which to Martin Leonidas, truly any Alpha wolf among our people, it is an immediate death sentence. He was not happy about these things and the only thing that saved Lorendo’s life is another Praetorian like Martin. His name was Murano. He is with our son Androcles and our other children now. They will be joining us in several weeks.”


Perlyea’s eyes darted back and forth between For'mya and Martin and she shook her head rapidly fear gripping her now. “I do not know what he wanted the technology for! I give you my word!” Perlyea declared quickly with wide eyes as she watched Anja place her smaller hands on Martin’s broad chest and Aricia reached up to grip his shoulder. “He never told me what…”


 For'mya shook her head and held up her hand. “Our issues with him are in regards to what he did to Fedor and Anja, and other issues that we have since discovered he is responsible for. We did not know he had contact with your people.” She stated.
Perlyea shifted on her feet more slowly now. “No one did. He made contact with me directly as head of our Science Division. I never… I never told anyone else.”

For'mya glanced at Saydia for a moment and saw her nod slowly. “Perlyea told me before coming here this morning.” She said. “She has been working at the same goal of improving our people and their status but doing it from another direction. I believe she knows now that we may need to bend out stringent laws and customs in order to achieve what we both want. I believe that what we both have seen in the last two days is more than either of us ever truly wanted to admit. We are not alone in the universe and we are not all powerful. We are… we are still children among the stars it seems.”

“I believe that is true for all of us.” For'mya said returning her gaze to Perlyea. “That is not something to be ashamed of.”
“But your technology and knowledge… you are equal to the Pralors and they are far more advanced than any civilization within this quadrant of space. They are feared by so many.” Perlyea spoke. “I… I only assumed that you would view us as they do; that you would see us as beneath them somehow.”

For'mya shook her head. “We are not the Pralor people.” She said evenly. “And I believe once they return to their ideals and values you will see a different side to the Pralor people. It will take time but it is already happening on their homeworld.”

“That is… it is because of you isn’t it?” Saydia asked.

For'mya nodded her head, “Part of it perhaps.” She answered. “It would have happened eventually, but I believe our arrival out here has sped things along.”

“There is so much you can… so much we can learn from you.” Saydia spoke softly.

“Then work with us.” Martin’s voice spoke now and they all turned to see him standing to the side, Anja and Aricia beside him now. He was much calmer and far less menacing now. Martin stepped away from his wives and moved closer to Saydia. He stopped a respectful distance away, seeing her tense slightly and smelling the slight fear in her scent. “As For'mya has told you, we are not the Pralor people. I want friends and allies. We need them out here. Can we move beyond what has already happened and worked together?” His eyes went to Perlyea now.

She looked at him defiantly for a brief moment before speaking. “At what cost to us?” She finally asked with a neutral voice.
“I have only two questions.” Martin said evenly. “Tobia has given us copious amounts of information about the Tasmor people. We have been studying it for days now. I know how your society works in a very rudimentary way. Yours is a female dominated and run society, I understand that. I also understand many of the reasons for this, so my first question is, are the men in your society mistreated or abused in any way?”

Saydia’s eyes grew wide, “Certainly not!” She exclaimed. “We may be female dominated as you say, but we are not monsters! Males in Tasmor society may not have the same rights and privileges as females but they are not mistreated! They may have to work harder to achieve something because of their status, but it is not out of their reach completely. We have always been a female dominated species and the females have always held the power in government and our military. The females of our species have just always been the strongest and wisest. That does not preclude males from achieving these things however. They know this and they accept it. They are also the only means by which we can…”

Martin nodded his head. “I understand that part.” He told her seeing her eyes grow wider. “Tobia explained a little of it to me. I will not tell you that I approve or disapprove for I have not been to your world and seen it for myself. To be honest it doesn’t matter what I think.” Saydia’s eyes grew even wider at this admission and Martin smiled slightly. “I don’t tell other people how to manage their lives. If I don’t like it, if my people don’t like it, then we just won’t deal with them.”

“King Leonidas, we have admitted to using your people’s natural resistance and healing abilities but we have… I have never sanctioned anything that would intentionally hurt them. All of those who allowed us to use their DNA did so willingly when we asked them. I…” Perlyea spoke quickly but truthfully and this was detected by Martin and his wives immediately.

“I believe you.” Martin told her meeting her gaze. “If I didn’t, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”


Perlyea appeared flustered and Saydia stepped closer to her. “You said you have two questions?” She asked.

Martin met her eyes now. “Do you want to conquer others?”


Saydia looked at him aghast. “Conquer others?” She gasped. “What… what purpose would that serve? I am… my people are not the Kintaur. We only wish to live in peace and be left alone.”


This was also a very truthful statement and Martin knew that the moment he smelled it. He turned and looked at Anja, Aricia and For'mya standing together now and he nodded his head slowly. This did not go unnoticed by Saydia and the others and they looked between them not really understanding what was going on.


Martin turned back suddenly and looked at Saydia. “Then this is what I am going to do.” He started. “What took place with my pilot never happened.”


“But it did happen and I cannot begin to apologize enough for my…” Perlyea began.


Martin shook his head. “No, we’re going to act like it never took place.” He said. “This is us with a fresh start. Like we just met and none of this ever happened. To honor this, and to show you that I will honor your customs, my wives and mates will sit with you and discuss whatever it is you want to discuss. I believe that is how it is among your species correct?”

Saydia glanced at Perlyea with wide eyes and saw she also had a look of astonishment on her face at this declaration. She turned back to Martin. “You would… you would do this?” She asked.

“I have no desire to conquer, influence or direct what another species and their culture is.” Martin told her. “If we get along, then I can be a really good friend, if not then I will leave you alone as long as you leave me alone. What you did for my people, that cannot be repaid Saydia Daret, but I will damn sure try and make it up to you and your people. From this day forward I would like to consider the Tasmor people a friend, and I look out for my friends. These Kintaur idiots want to start something with you because of what I did here, let them. I am not the Pralor people and I’ll clean their clocks so fast that they’ll wake up in the next century wondering what the hell just happened.”

It was Anthylea who couldn’t hold back the soft chuckle, for while she may not have understood the words fully, she did understand completely the implication of what he was saying. Martin looked at her and smiled. “See… I made her laugh; I’m not such a bad guy.”


“You do not act as any King that I have ever read about.” Saydia spoke finally.

Anja came forward now and leaned up against his side. “You have no idea.” She said.


Martin smiled once more and looked at her. “Work with me Saydia Daret, be honest and forthright with us and you can expect the same in return from us. That is my promise to you.” He held out his hand for Aricia and For'mya and they quickly moved up beside him. “I will leave you in the very capable hands of my wives and mates. They speak with my voice and heart, much better than I do at times. I have some other business to take care of so I will just slip out the door. I hope to see more of you and your people in the future. Let this day begin something that could last for many years to come.”

Saydia was taken aback by his heartfelt words and she was even more stunned when he bowed his head to her out of respect and then turned to walk to the door. He was bellowing to someone in the distance as the door closed behind him and she turned back to the Queens. She shook her head quickly.


“Forgive me, he is, your husband is a very different man.” Saydia said. “He is unlike any man I have ever met.”


Anja looked at For'mya and Aricia with a smile. “That is truth.” She said.


“He is quite unlike the brutish and unintelligent person that he projects outward to others isn’t he?” Perlyea echoed and her eyes went wide when she realized what she had said. She had spoken like the scientist she was and didn’t think that his wives were in front of her. “Oh my… forgive me my words.”


Aricia and the others laughed and it was Aricia who reached out and took Perlyea’s hand in hers. “You don’t know how correct you are Perlyea Kalrr.” She said.

“He is our husband and mate,” Anja said now as she came closer. “He has three advanced degrees, two of which he earned after becoming King. He could build you a super computer in a week, or take the engines apart on one of our ships. He also speaks nine different languages fluently and pretty soon he won’t need to use the implants we all have to understand yours.”


“Truly?” Saydia asked with an astonished expression.


Anja nodded her head. “He has this amazing skill that allows him to learn languages very quickly, and acts the way he does because he doesn’t want people to think he is something more than what he really is.”


“But he is one of these Praetorians from the Pralor past.” Anthylea spoke moving closer. “We know what they are for we have heard Tobia talking of them. She told us they had long since died. That none of them remained.”


For'mya nodded her head. “Martin has the blood of Pralors within him; the blood of the very first Praetorian Sumar.”

Saydia’s eyes grew wide once more, “The very first of their Praetorians.” She gasped. “Tobia spoke to me of him. Your husband is descended from his line?”


“Yes… as are all of our children.” Anja answered, “Though only four of our sons and one of our daughters actually have the active gene within them.”


“Namiri and Emylea have told me there are six of you.” Saydia said. “Is this true? Are there really six Queens?”


Aricia nodded in acknowledgement. “Our fellow Queens are on a different planet at the moment.” She replied, “Isabella, Dysea and Cirith.”


“And you… all of you are…?” Anthylea stammered her question.


Anja grinned now. “Yes, we all share Martin’s bed.” She answered with bright jade green eyes. “Very enthusiastically I might add. There is definitely more than enough of him to go around.”


For'mya and Aricia chuckled softly and nodded in agreement. “Oh yes.” For'mya said, “More than enough.”


“And you…?” Anthylea continued.


Aricia nodded once more. “Yes, we are also lovers.” She spoke proudly. “All of us. We share each other as well as Martin and we have for over a quarter century. And will continue to do so for many more years to come, with equal enthusiasm.”


“Avoi,” Anja spoke as she leaned into Aricia affectionately.


“This is normal among your people?” Saydia asked.


For'mya shook her head quickly. “No. It is actually quite rare for an Alpha to claim more than one wife and mate. There are perhaps three or four dozen instances within the entire Union of this happening.”


“And how large… how large is this Union?” Perlyea asked, “If I am allowed to ask that question?”


“There are roughly thirty-one trillion citizens of the Union.” Anja answered seeing their faces show their shock at this admission, “Nearly nine hundred different species call the Union home.”


“By everything we hold holy.” Saydia gasped.


“You are being very… forthcoming in what you are telling us.” Perlyea commented. 


Aricia nodded her head. “Why should we not be? We have nothing to hide.” She told them. “Nor do we have ulterior motives regarding the Tasmor or anyone else. And for the most part anything we tell you can be found out quite easily by anyone willing to look.”  


For'mya motioned for them to move to the table. “Let us sit please.” She told them. “I’m sure there are many questions you have of us, and many that we have of you. Foremost among them is what Anja wants to ask most of all. How can we help you save your people?”


“This Lorendo lied to me!” Perlyea hissed softly as they moved to the table. “He told me if I helped him he would give me the means to…”

“Do not blame yourself Perlyea Kalrr.” Aricia stated as she settled into one of the chairs. She waited as all of them took chairs at the large table. “He has been deceiving his own people for much longer than any of us knew. I would hazard a guess and say that he is the one who intercepted your transmissions requesting medical aide. That is why the request was never received by the Chief Elder Pralor Delnash or the head of their Medical Division Radra. He has been lying to you this whole time.”

Perlyea looked at her with wide eyes. “He… he intentionally did this?” She gasped. 


For'mya nodded slowly in agreement with Aricia’s words. “It would appear so.”


“But why?” Perlyea asked.


Anja shook her head now. “That doesn’t matter.” She spoke confidently. “His lard ass days are numbered in this lifetime. I am a physician and a Researcher. I have a rough idea of what the issue might be after reviewing the results of my exam of Anthylea; my apologies for having to do that by the way.” She spoke looking at the exotic, dark skinned Tasmor woman.


Anthylea bowed her head slightly in recognition of the apology. “It appears it may have been more helpful to us than anything else.” She answered.


“Regardless… I am sorry.” Anja told her. “I do not like to forcible examine someone who does not want to be examined. It goes against everything I was ever taught. But it did help me to ascertain, at least in part, what the Sovereign Regent was implying. It is part of the reason why you requested the DNA from the Lycavorians on Ventori isn’t it?”

Perlyea nodded now. “Yes.”


“I can help.” Anja spoke.


“What do you want in exchange for this help?” Saydia asked hesitatingly.


“Your decision to help our people saved millions Saydia Daret.” Aricia told her now from across the table. “You are responsible for generations of future children yet to be born. That is not a debt that can ever be repaid. Just as Martin has told you, we are not the Pralor people. For what you have done, what your people have done, we will help you to save yours.”


Anja leaned across the table. “Come with us to our ship.” She said. “All of you. You can bring security if you wish. You can then establish a connection from our ship to yours and you can show me your medical files on what you have worked on so far. Let us show you that we want nothing but to be friends.”


Saydia looked first at Perlyea and then and Anthylea. They both nodded their heads when she looked at them and then she turned back to Anja. “If we are going to change then I suppose it can begin with us.” She told Anja.
HONELZE

MAIN PRALOR COLONY



FORTUNE


They were so much more beautiful in person Jezima thought to herself as she gazed at them from the counter. Their skin was so vibrant and tanned and their hair so lustrous and long. She and Meral had let others take care of them when they first arrived for neither of them knew what to expect or how to react. Jezima’s hands had yet to stop shaking for she could sense him in each of them so deeply. He was wrapped within their collective psyche like the strands of a fine tapestry. So interwoven were those Etheric strands that it was difficult to see where he ended and they began and Jezima could sense that is just how they wanted it to be. His Etheric resonance was like a burning beacon within the darkest abyss. It resonated within the Etheric realm, pulsed so beautifully that for a moment Jezima thought it was him. She knew this could not be the case, but there was no doubt that he was descended from her son. There was no doubt that he carried within him that same Etheric spark of Praetorian power. Raw, untamed but controlled power that he held in check by force of will alone. Jezima had no idea how this could be, and she truly did not care. 

The gods of fate and destiny had finally answered the prayers she had stopped praying centuries ago. They had given back to her at least a part of what they had taken. His image alone she had stared at for what seemed like hours after first seeing it. She had studied his face, so handsome and strong and it was like she was gazing into her own son’s face and eyes. The likeness was unnerving, but it only took her moment to overcome that and then she found her fingers tracing the image on the screen as more tears flowed and she realized that her bloodline had not died with her sons. It had lived on somehow and now it was so very close to her.

Before her were three of the wives he had claimed as his own, three of the six women that shared his heart and his bed according to the reports which she had gone back and reviewed with Meral. They had clutched each other tightly and cried while watching the interview he had given. His voice was the same, the corners of his eyes as he spoke, the way his lips moved when he smiled or laughed. It was him. 

It was her son.

It was Meral’s older brother. 

It was Sumar.

It was easy for her to see him in each of them and the other three women who were his. She could feel them just on the edge of her mind, and she knew they had to be somewhere close by for her to sense them as she did. Their combined ability to shield their Etheric resonance was astonishing to say the least, by Jezima had learned a few tricks of her own through the many years she had been alive. The blond elven female and two of those who were not here with them echoed with Etheric power yet unrealized Jezima took note. One was a raven haired beauty with blue eyes unlike anything she had ever seen before and the other had hair the color of red silk. The three of them carried him within themselves more deeply than the others, but this made no difference apparently. She could feel their devotion to him and to each other in every way. She could feel his utter commitment to each one of them burning within their essence. The depth of the love between them was something Jezima had never felt before in her lifetime and its power was unquestioned. 

They carried themselves with an almost regal like grace, talking with others and smiling and laughing softly as they ate. There was no doubt within them; no arrogance in the least though they all held the title of Queen. Jezima wanted to go to them and embrace them ever so tightly; to speak with them and be with them and ask them hundreds of questions that they probably did not have the answers to. 

[Mother?] Meral’s soft voice echoed within her mind in a tightly shielded connection they had shared and nourished for centuries.

[They are breathtaking Meral.] Jezima spoke in reply as she turned slightly and watched Meral come up beside her.

[Very much so.] Meral agreed squeezing her arm. [Do you feel him within them mother?]

Jezima nodded her head. [Oh yes… so pure and so bright. He resonates as brightly as your brother ever did child.]

[I feel it as well.] Meral said.

[They are very intuitive.] Jezima spoke. [They sensed something when they first arrived you know. They have been looking over here ever since I came into the room.]

[Is it wise to remain mother?] Meral asked.

[We have asked the questions for thousands of years Meral.] Jezima told her. [Before us stand three who could answer some of those questions.]

[They may not even know what blood they carry within them mother.] Meral said.

Jezima shook her head slowly. [They know daughter.] She said. [They know.]
[How though?] Meral asked. [How is it possible they are here? How is it possible Sumar had children? They told us his ship was destroyed in an Ion storm.]
[I do not know daughter.] Jezima said. [Do you doubt what you feel?]
Meral shook her head. [No. Never.]

Jezima looked at her. [Then perhaps it is time to ask these questions.]

[When I saw him on the VID Monitor I… for a fleeting second I thought…] Meral said softly looking away, a single tear rolling down her cheek.

[I felt the same thing Meral.] Jezima said. [But there is one thing I know with complete certainty. If your brother still lived he would have found a way to discover that we too survived. He would have come for us.]

Meral nodded her head. [I know.]

[I have been at peace with your brother’s passing for many years.] Jezima said. [Perhaps this is the way the gods in the Rift of Time have seen fit to give back to me. To us. Our blood Meral. It stands before us now.]

[The blond one… an elf she is called.] Meral spoke. [She is more powerful than the other two. At least in an Etheric sense. There are two others as well that are not here but I can sense them. They are equal if not more powerful than she is. The other three are strong in their own right however.]

Jezima nodded her head. [Just as I have felt. These three are tied to him more tightly than the others but their devotion to each other is beyond question, as is their devotion to him.]
[And his to them mother.] Meral said. [I can feel him within each of them, even those who are not here. His resonance echoes deeply within all of them.]

[Yet we cannot sense him.] Jezima commented. [That tells me he knows what he is and he has discovered a way to disguise himself that even we do not know. A way your brother did not teach us.]

[That would mean he knows what he is.] Meral said quickly with wide eyes.

[Yes.] Jezima said.

[Could Murano know?] Meral asked.

Jezima shook her head. [I do not know.] She answered. [I have not been able to sense Murano for weeks now. It is almost as if he just disappeared.]

Meral stiffened slightly. [Mother the blond one has taken note of us.] Meral said. [She is making her way over here.]

Jezima shook her head at Meral’s tugging on her arm. [No.] She spoke firmly. [We have hidden for too long and now I will not hide any longer.]

Meral was going to reply but suddenly the elven female was in front of them staring at them with bright emerald eyes. Her four inch high elven ears curved elegantly inwards towards her head but the tips poked through the strands of her silky platinum blond hair. She was tall and extremely well built from what Jezima could see. She was the perfect combination of muscular definition and feminine allure. All of them were to be honest. She had maneuvered through the throngs of men and women who were present in the large room easily, the other two women right behind her, and almost before Jezima could blink they were in front of her.
“Excuse me…?” Dysea spoke as she felt Bella and Cirith come up on either side of her. “Do we… have we ever met before? We feel as if we should know you somehow. Were you part of Chief Elder Pralor Delnash’s crew on Onterom perhaps?”

Jezima couldn’t help but notice that her voice was like musical notes in its tone, so soft and warm with a slight lilt. She glanced quickly to the two dark haired women on either side of her. All of them were nearly equal in height, and all of them shared exceptionally feminine but equally muscular forms it seemed. The angular faces of the two dark haired females were quite exotic in their own right, one of them with deep dark eyes and the other with bright hazel green eyes. She glanced at Meral quickly and then back to Dysea. 
“No child… we have never met.” She finally stammered out the words. “Can I get you more tea?”

Isabella pressed close to Dysea. “You are… you are the owner of this establishment aren’t you?” She asked.

Jezima nodded her head. “My daughter Meral and I, yes.” She replied.

[She is hiding something.] Cirith spoke. [I sensed her heart rate elevate for a fraction of a second.]

[Cirith is correct Dysea.] Bella agreed. [I heard it too.]

[She looks so much like… we should know who these women are. I feel that very deeply. We should know who they are.] Dysea said.
Dysea didn’t take her eyes from the older woman as they conversed in the special Etheric connection the six of them had established ever since Cirith had joined them almost a full year ago. It was a special and very powerful connection that allowed all of them to speak with one another shielded or otherwise since none of them ever spoke within Mindvoice below a top Tier Six level. Even Martin would not breach this special connection his wives shared and cultivated just for themselves. They had formed this connection using each of their own Etheric strands within Mindvoice and then blended them together over the course of many weeks. 
Jezima may not have been able to hear what they were saying but she knew immediately that they were speaking within the Etheric realm within a connection she could never hope to discover or breach. That fact alone gave her pause as she gazed at them.
[Dysea look at her deeply.] Cirith began as she gazed keenly at the two women and all the training she had undergone with her father came rushing back to her. [Look at her eyes; the corners of her mouth, the shape of her nose. They are related yes but we have... we have seen these distinguishing features before.]


[Mother, they are speaking within an Etheric connection more powerful than any I have ever felt!] Meral exclaimed while maintaining a blank expression of pleasantness. [Gods it is so…]

[Powerful!] Jezima finished her daughter’s sentence.


[Ussta Che do you feel it?] Isabella remarked.

Dysea nodded her head. [Yes… an Etheric connection almost exactly like our own. So powerful and…] Dysea’s emerald green eyes grew slightly wider as realization came to her. She knew those features that Cirith spoke of. They all knew them. And they knew them so very intimately, “Son vada carians!” Dysea gasped aloud now, drawing Isabella and Cirith’s eyes to her face.


“Dysea?” Isabella questioned as she moved even closer.


Dysea’s emerald eyes were wide in disbelief as she stepped closer to Jezima. “Can you not see it Bella?” She asked softly as she brought her hand up hesitantly. “I have… I have seen their faces before.”

“Dysea where?” Cirith asked in awe. While Cirith knew she was loved by Martin and her fellow Queens unconditionally and she returned this emotion without pause, she also knew she was the newest among them. She had not experienced everything they had seen and done before she had joined them, and they were only able to share so much with her over time.


Dysea stared into Jezima’s deep, dark eyes and it was like looking into those same eyes she had witnessed so long ago, the same eyes that Martin gazed at her with. “Almost thirty years ago.” Dysea spoke almost reverently. “It was the night I stood beside Nauta Melme at Thermopylae and the vision of his father appeared to us. The very night that Martin began to discover who he really was!”


Jezima could no longer contain herself and she reached up quickly and took Dysea’s outstretched hand and brought it to her face. As her palm went flat against Jezima’s cheek, Dysea’s eyes grew wider still as she saw flashes not of the future, but of the past. She gasped slightly, as Meral moved closer to her mother and reached up to place her hand over her mother’s hand and the images became even more vivid and real. Isabella and Cirith had seen Dysea’s sometimes eerie power in action before and they did not hesitate to move closer to her and press their bodies tightly against hers. The physical contact between them was more than enough and they both inhaled sharply and gasped aloud as those same images flooded their own minds now as well.


The men and women in the dining area began to take notice of what was happening near the counter and who was involved. They were all Pralors and all of them knew from the soft, blue Etheric glow fluctuating between the five women that whatever was going on was far beyond what they were able to comprehend. 


Tears had begun to flow in five different sets of eyes as the combined experiences of the five women meshed perfectly because of who they were and what flowed in their blood. Images of childhood and adulthood flashed across the consciousness of the five most powerful Etheric users on Honelze by a very wide margin. No other Pralor could come close to the Etheric ability that these five women possessed and they knew it almost instinctually. It was the reason that their two separate shielded conversations slowly gave way to one, and five minds reached across the divide of time and came together. It was Jezima who reached up with her other hand and grasped Isabella’s shoulder, even as Meral moved closer to her mother and used her other hand to draw Cirith closer to them.


Dysea’s emerald eyes were wide in shock as she stared at Jezima and knowledge flooded through her. Her heart raced as Jezima’s warm skin burned against her palm.


“You… you are Nauta Melme’s… you are Sumar’s mother and sister!” She gasped aloud seeing the tears flowing from Jezima’s eyes once more. “You are our Nauta Melme’s beloved family!”


“Show… show him to us child.” Jezima stammered out the words. “You are three of the six most precious jewels that he holds dearest of all. Even I can sense that. You hold his essence within you. Show him to us, so that we may see what we had never believed or hoped could be.” Jezima burst into a flood of tears and gripped Dysea’s hand tighter. “Show him to me child, so that I may see everything that I never dreamed could be.”


There was no hesitation or pause, both Isabella and Cirith crowding closer to Dysea, tears now flowing freely from their eyes.


Dysea blinked away her own tears and smiled brightly. “Allow us… see through our eyes who your grandson is; who your son was.”


Lexi stood off to the side of the five women who were now clutching each other ever so tightly. She had taken up a position to protect her three charges the moment they moved over to the strange woman at the counter. Lexi soon came to understand what was happening for Dysea and Isabella had never held anything back from her, and now Cirith was the same way. Lexi turned as her small detachment finished gently prodding the other men and women in the dining area to leave. The tall Spartan moved up beside her with the elven female. Both of them, along with Lexi, had been part of Dysea’s Durcunusaan detachment since its inception.


“Lexi?” The Spartan asked, puzzlement showing on his face at what he saw happening with his Queens.


“Contact Captain Neloy on the HEART OF FIRE Menal,” Lexi ordered referring to the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser they were using as their Command ship. “I want a full Enomotiai deployed to the surface within the hour. I don’t care who they have to scrape together to fill it out, as long as all of them have seen combat. Have Captain Neloy send word back to Manne that we will need additional Durcunusaan forces moved here by the end of the day tomorrow.”


“The Durcunusaan who deployed with us are stretched thin Lexi.” Menal told her. “Most went with the King to Ventori. There are only a handful left on Manne and Queen Anja’s orders were for them to guard Lady Ceale.”


Lexi blinked and nodded her head. “I keep forgetting we are not with our full Strike Group.” She said. “Menal, return to the HEART OF FIRE and contact General Vengal yourself. Explain what we have discovered and to send more Durcunusaan. I will speak with General Koguth and have him assign a squad of his men to them now.”  


“Lexi… who are these women?” The elven female asked now. 


Lexi turned back to look at the five women now huddled together and were gripping each other very tightly. “They are the King’s great, great grandmother and his great, great Aunt.” Lexi spoke in reply as she looked back to them. “They are Lord Sumar’s mother and sister.” She finished the sentence and saw their eyes go wide at this knowledge. “They are the King’s family, and they will be protected at all costs.”

SPARTA’S WRATH
ORBITING AUSTROVA

Murano moved quickly into the large port lounge, his eyes searching the many men and women who occupied the lounge until he found her. Mari was staring up into Deion’s face as they stood beside the view window, her arms wrapped tightly around his waist and his arm holding her tightly. Mari turned instantly when she felt him and Deion’s eyes followed hers as they watched him cross the distance in long but hesitant strides. Murano could not believe what he felt within Mari’s full Etheric resonance now. She had dropped all pretense of hiding who she was and her Etheric resonance burned so very brightly. Just as brightly as many of his fellow Praetorians had so many centuries ago. He could sense how deeply intertwined she was with Deion now and while she did not radiate as brightly as he did, when combined together as they were now, the two of them were beacons. He watched as Deion leaned over and Mari accepted his loving kiss and then he was turning to face him and walking towards him across the room. No words were spoken as Deion passed him and then suddenly he was beside Mari and she gazed at him with stunning blue/green eyes and that almost carefree smile.

“Hello Papa.” She said warmly.

Murano blinked several times and shook his head slightly. He met her gaze finally. “Mari I… how… how is this possible?” He finally stammered.

Mari chuckled softly and reached out to take his hands. “It’s simple really.” She spoke in reply. “You and my mother had a wonderful few weeks together and I am the result.”

Murano looked at her evenly. “That is not what I meant.” He stated evenly. “Tobia… she never… she never told me! Why wouldn’t she have told me about you?”

Mari shook her head. “I do not know what my mother was thinking back then.” She answered him. “I know that she wanted me to have the very best life could offer and that is why she let Tenne Delnash raise me as his own. Why she let me believe I was their child.”
“Delnash knew?” Murano gasped in shock, not noticing that she had used the ancient language of the Lycavorian people. He didn’t realize that Mari’s times with Deion were already changing her, though Mari knew exactly what was happening and she embraced every bit of it.

Mari reached out and took his hands. “Papa… you cannot be angry with anyone.” She stated to him.

Murano looked at her. “Do not call me that.” He said softly.

Mari blinked in surprise. “You are my father, why would I not call you that?”

“I am not your father.” Murano spoke. “I did not know you existed! I should have felt you! I should have sensed you but…” He shook his head. “I have no right to be your father. You…”

Mari stepped closer to him and squeezed his hands tightly. “You have been and always will be my father.” Mari told him. “Sit with me and I will tell you everything I know. Even mother does not know I have discovered everything. Kesyla helped me, but I have known for over five years who my parents are.”
“Mari, I didn’t know!” Murano gasped. “By the Ancients within the Rift of Time, I didn’t know!”

Mari reached up and put a finger to his lips. “And now that you do know, I want to discover everything.” She told him. “Soon my mother will know what I have discovered. She will begin to feel it within me. She will feel within me, just as you now do, no anger, no distrust and only love. I want to discover my mother and father and who they are.”

Murano looked at her. “Mari…”

“You still love mother, don’t you Papa?” Mari asked him.

Murano did not answer for a long moment as he stared at her. She was the image of Tobia, so beautiful and intelligent. Though her hair was similar to Tobia’s, the dark reddish tint in it set her apart. “I… I never stopped loving her.” He spoke finally, his words like a whisper across the space between them.

Mari smiled brightly. “No more than she still loves you.” She said.

Murano’s eyes went wide at this. “What? I left her without… I left her without so much as an explanation as to why!”

Mari shook her head. “Mother knew why Papa.” She said. “She did not tell you about me because she did not want you to remain when everything within you at the time called for you to punish yourself for what you perceived you had allowed to happen.”

“Mari how could you…?”

“You no longer feel that way do you Papa?” She asked him. “Ever since we discovered Deion’s father and his family, the weight you carried upon you is gone. The doubt and shame you had within you was never yours to carry father. Never. It was never meant to be yours to carry. That is why Chief Elder Sumar… that is why Deion’s grandfather left you behind. He knew what was going to happen in the millennia to come. You discovered this the moment you touch Deion’s father. When you made this discovery all the pain and anguish you carried for so long was lifted.”
Murano gazed at her with wide eyes for her words described exactly what he felt and what he had discovered since coming to realize and know what Martin and his sons were. “How do you know that?” He finally asked her.

Mari blushed slightly. “There are advantages to being loved by Deion Leonidas Papa.” She said with a shy smile. “Their family has such a unique and beautiful connection among them. They share everything with each other. Deion showed me what his father and brother sensed within you when you first realized who they were. He has showed me so much Papa. About you, about mother, about what they have discovered. I want to share that with you now, so that you understand and know, at least partially why mother did what she did. And when we are finally back together… I want us to be the family we should have been so long ago.”

Family.

Murano had never once considered himself worthy to have a family. He reached up tentatively and place his large hand against Mari’s cheek and saw her eyes glisten with tears. All he had thought lost for so long had never been lost at all. It had only been hidden behind a wall of shame and doubt that had clouded his perceptions for too long. Mari was right. His daughter was right. He now knew that Sumar had never intended for him to carry such a burden. 

Murano reached out and pulled Mari into his embrace and squeezed her tighter than he had ever squeezed anything in his life and he allowed the tears to come. Mari was openly weeping in joy as she reached around and hugged him back, and she could feel Deion’s aura sweep around her with love and happiness and support. Even now his aura could tell her so much about his mood and he had not fully turned her yet. Mari relished and looked forward to that day, but for now she would spend her time discovering her father, and soon her mother. Then she would have the family that she knew was always meant to be. She closed her eyes in happiness as Murano held her close and buried his face in her hair.

Deion leaned against the doorframe of the lounge and smiled. He could feel Mari’s delight and happiness and her love for him. This day had been a long time coming and he allowed the happiness he felt for her permeate his being so that his siblings could feel it as well and share in her happiness. Nara was the first to acknowledge this and he felt his twin pulse him with her sisterly aura from several decks down.

Deion turned when he felt the hand on his shoulder and he saw Dorian beside him. “I am happy for you fervon. For both of you.” He said.
“It is long overdue.” Deion spoke.

Dorian nodded his head. “Yes it is.” He agreed. He squeezed Deion shoulder tightly. “Andro is waiting for us.” He said. “Leave them to discover all they can.”

Deion nodded and pushed away from the door frame and they turned to head down the corridor. “Something come up?” Deion asked.

“The Vanari First Regent and Coren landed a few minutes ago. They have two Vanari females with them that apparently have additional information about this fool Ardan. He wanted all of us to hear it before the Board of Regents meets tomorrow.”

Deion grinned. “That should be interesting.” He said.

Dorian nodded. “No bets here.” He said.

“Then we go and get Laren and Ladur.” Deion spoke.

Dorian looked at him. “Andro and I.” He said softly shaking his head. “No one else has to risk themselves.”
Deion shook his head quickly. “Oh no brother.” He said throwing his arm over Dorian’s shoulders as they walked. “If this Laren and Ladur are part of you and Andro, then they are part of us. It doesn’t matter a damn about all that that funky DNA sibfla that mother knows so well. Carians, there were times when I would get a headache just listening to her try and explain the simplest things.”

Dorian laughed and nodded his head. “I have seen those times remember, in father’s memories. Andro’s as well.” He stated.

“Then you know what I mean.” Deion smiled knowing that Dorian would understand simply because those memories were part of him. “This is family business fervon. And we always stick together.”

Dorian nodded. “That we do.” He said.


“…Moved up the meeting with the Board of Regents to this afternoon.” Alrerin was speaking confidently now. The events of the last few days had infused him with new energy and hope for the future and nothing was going to deter him from his goals it seemed. “We cannot hope to hide what is happening for too much longer. The OSG personnel on Austrova will soon begin to reach out to those Vanari who help and support them and they will discover that their entire network is being attacked.”   

“Agreed.” Andro spoke from his chair at the head of the massive conference table. Denali, Dorian and Deion were seated along the length of the massive table but were keeping quiet. Andro wanted them present to understand what was going on but the consensus of the three brothers was to remain silent and observe. 

“You were successful I take it?” Coren asked.


Andro nodded his head. “We secured the release of seventy-three Vanari being held prisoner as well.” He replied. “Eliani, Serale and Inamarno are still treating nine of them who were held the longest. The remainder are being taken care of in one of the lounges. I will arrange for them to be returned to their families if that is what you wish.”


Alrerin shook his head. “No.” He said. “Coren, Asay and I have talked of this already.” He rose to his feet and moved to the massive view window that now held a view of Austrova that he had rarely taken the time to enjoy. The planet was beautiful from orbit. He turned back to where Androcles sat as his azure eyes remained fixed on him. “If they wish to be returned then yes, however, if they are hesitant in any way and do not want to return just yet they will not be pressured. They have had to endure heinous crimes against them and I will not force them to return unless this is what they wish.”


Rinel looked up from his chair where he sat beside Coren and Nyosa. “The Union can provide for them until they wish to make a decision First Regent. There is ample room for them on Amanuce.”


Alrerin looked at Andro. “Prince Androcles?”


Andro nodded his head without hesitation. “If that is what you wish, then yes.”


“Asay is going to present all of the information we have discovered when the Board of Regents convenes.” Alrerin continued. 


“How much support does Ardan have?” Andro asked leaning forward in his chair.


“Far more than we first thought.” Coren answered. “However, we don’t know if those who support him are aware of everything he has allowed in the last decades. Or his deep connections to the OSG and how far they extend.”


Asay looked at Androcles from her seat beside Nellian. She was gripping his arm tightly with her hands and hadn’t let go of him since they had first arrived on this ship. “What of Kinryn Aal Samaur?” She asked.

Andro looked at Nellian. “Captain?”


“I have two of my finest protecting her Milord.” Nellian answered. “Twin brothers who were born in Sparta. They have been members of my Durcunusaan detachment for eight years.”


“What she knows we cannot lose.” Asay spoke. “She must not be exposed for any reason. She is already beside herself with grief and shame for what Ardan has forced upon her through the years. Things she went along with willingly because she thought he cared about her. I will not see her dragged through the mud because she had the strength to come to me.”


Andro nodded his head. “Nellian… make room for her here on SPARTA’s WRATH. She will remain under our protection for however long is needed. Transfer your detachment here. We have six decks of living quarters that have not been assigned yet. Make it happen.”


Nellian nodded his head. “As you order.”


“And chose a set of quarters for yourself and Regent Asay.” Andro spoke seeing her eyes grow wider at this announcement. “Coren, I assume you will want her to remain as part of your staff.”


Coren nodded his head with a smile. “Yes.”


Asay glanced between them. “What is this?” She exclaimed. “I will not be hidden away or forced off my own planet Coren! First Regent I…”


“This is the safest course of action Asay.” Alrerin told her. “At least for the immediate future.”


Coren met her eyes. “I will be assuming the role of Vanari Ambassador to the Union Asay.” Coren told her. “You will be my Deputy.”


“Why?” Asay demanded.


Alrerin returned to his chair. “Regardless of what happens later today, you will be in extreme danger.” He told her. “Right now there are four of us who know everything about what Ardan has done. And I’m quite sure that is not everything he is involved in. The OSG and their cohorts may be severely injured after these next few days but they will not be without their means. I will not risk you, Kinryn Aal Samaur or Coren by having you remain here on Austrova to be targeted.”

“We don’t know how deeply our own people may be involved Asay, or to what extent they are willing to go to keep their involvement secret.” Coren picked it up. “We know that the OSG will do whatever is necessary, and there are just too many unknowns right now for us to plan for everything.”


“So we will hide?” Asay asked.


Alrerin shook his head. “Not at all.” He answered. “Coren, yourself and my daughter will be on the front lines of what we must do. You will just be in a place where the OSG dare not tread to go.”


“How long?” Asay asked more sedately.


“That will depend on the outcome of what happens today.” Alrerin answered. “When we reveal all of what we know about Ardan and what he has done that we know about, I am hoping this will be the catalyst for our people to seek the change they we have denied for too long.” He leaned back in the chair. “Ardan is clever and well connected but even he cannot fight an entire people. Today we will begin to erode whatever support he has and we will continue to do so over the coming weeks.”


“I will do what I said I would do First Regent.” Androcles told him. “It is what my father and mothers would expect me to do. What my people would expect me to do.”


Alrerin nodded his head. “I know young man.” He spoke. “I would expect no less. Your actions will only serve to show others that we must change or be forever left in the past.”


“What about you Alrerin?” Asay asked now. “You will be a larger target than Coren and I. For dozens more reasons.”


Rinel nodded his head. “And that is why I will remain and take command of his Security Detail with my daughter Ryana.” He explained. “I am Vanari with Union rank and privileges. I am a citizen of both cultures and worlds. That will make the OSG think twice before trying something.”


“What can we expect the reaction will be from other species?” Asay asked.


“The Rothryn people will stand with the Vanari.” The voice echoed now and they turned to see Dyack enter the conference room with Aleatia on one arm and Sehri on the other. They watched as Androcles got to his feet and moved around the table. He stopped in front of Dyack and the two men embraced tightly before Andro turned to Aleatia and lifted her hands to his lips to kiss her knuckles. Then they watched as Sehri leaned into him and they shared a sizzling kiss of love and passion in front of everyone and did not care who saw. Dyack turned to look at Alrerin and the others with a smile on his face at his daughter’s actions. “First Regent, I pledge the support of my people to you in whatever form we can provide.”


Alrerin looked surprised at this announcement. “I thought… I thought that many in your government wanted to keep a distance between our peoples.”


Dyack nodded his head. “That is true, but after what Androcles and Sehri discovered in rescuing your people, things will change on Lentani much more quickly. And part of that change will mean assisting you.”


Alrerin looked confused. “I don’t understand.” He said.


Dyack stepped up to him, taller and wider than Alrerin by a good margin. “We may be called Rothryn…” He spoke. “But we are Lycavorians by anyone’s definition. We will do what our instinct and blood calls for us to do. Standing with those who are our friends among them.” He held out his hand to Alrerin. “I have appointed my son Kelelm as our representative to you and Colonel Rinel. Should the need arise, you will be safe among the Rothryn people.”


Alrerin took the offered hand. “We may need your help Praetor Dyack.” He said.


Dyack nodded. “And you will have it.” He spoke confidently. “Without hesitation or doubt.”


Alrerin looked at Androcles as he stepped up to them. “This day will… it will be the beginning of a new future First Regent.” He said. “We must have patience in our endeavors, but the ultimate goal is unchanged.”


“No it is not.” Alrerin agreed as Coren and Asay moved up beside him.


“Then let us move forward into the future together.” Andro spoke.


Alrerin nodded his head with a smile. “A bright future my boy.” He spoke. “A bright future for all of us.”
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FORTUNE


“…Ancients within the Rift of Time bless me.” Jezima muttered softly as she shook her head.


Jezima had not been this happy and animated since the birth of Meral nearly forty-seven thousands years ago. She had also not been able to stop crying in the last two hours as she gripped Dysea’s hand tightly in one of her own and Isabella’s hand in the other. They sat at the large table where they had been having dinner, most of the plates and glasses still on the table but now moved to one end as the five women sat tightly together, unwilling to move very far from each other. Meral and Cirith were sitting beside one another, their shoulders touching and their hands clasped tightly. 

This had been an enlightening experience for all of them, but more so for Cirith Leonidas without doubt. She knew, minus any question that Martin and her fellow Queens loved her as much as they loved each other. However, being able to experience this firsthand and not through the many memories they had shared with her within Mindvoice, it meant more to her than anything else. It brought her closer to Martin in a way nothing ever could and it made her see just how much she loved each of them in return. She may have initially believed that she had been meant for Martin’s father and Gorgo, but as each day passed her by she realized more and more that destiny and fate had always intended that she be with Martin and Dysea and Isabella and all of them. This is where she had always belonged.
Cirith looked up at Jezima’s words and smiled seeing Dysea lean closer. “This is… we had never imagined this.” Dysea spoke softly. “We had hoped… Martin had hoped that we would find someone who knew Sumar. Who knew his grandfather? Someone he could ask all the questions he has held within him for so long. Someone who could tell him what the memories mean.”

Meral looked at her through tear stained eyes. “He has Sumar’s memories?” She asked.

Isabella nodded now. “When he became, when Sumar took a Lycavorian wife, he became Lycavorian. One of the many traits that Lycavorians have is the ability to pass many of their memories to their children within Mindvoice. Within the Etheric realm using images and different memory engrams.” Isabella laughed softly. “Melyanna would be able to explain it better than I but we know that Martin has these memories within him and by virtue of that so do our children.”
“All of them?” Jezima gasped.

“They all have these memories within them yes, but only Androcles and our other pureblood children have the ability to actually see them.” Isabella answered. “Only they are etherically strong enough to see them and make sense of them. Sumar passed the Praetorian gene to them within their blood.”

Jezima’s eyes grew wider now. “They are all Praetorians?” She gasped in disbelief.

“Androcles, Denali…” Cirith saw Meral and Jezima turn to gaze at her intently. “Deion, Nara, and Dorian. All of them pureblood. Anja believes that the gene can be passed to those who are not pureblood but it will never be active as it is within Androcles and the others.”

“But even in a dormant state,” Meral spoke excitedly but evenly. “Even in a dormant state it would allow them to do things that others cannot!”

Dysea nodded her head as her mind flashed with images of Zarah and Eliani. “Yes, this has manifested itself in different forms among some of our other children, and if they are bonded to a dragon it only makes it more pronounced.”

Jezima shook her head. “Bonded to a dragon within the Etheric realm?” She spoke softly. “That is something that no one ever believed could happen.”

“There is another…” Isabella told them. “Jomann… he is a pureblood who has now taken our daughter Eliani as his wife and mate. They are soulmates, Anomes in our ancient language. Jomann is from another blood lineage that dates back to when Sumar was on Lycavore. He is also Androcles’ closest friend right now along with Dutkne, his Praetorian Mage.”
“Dutkne?” Meral asked.

Isabella nodded her head. “Wayonn’s great grandson.”

“Wayonn!” Jezima almost shouted as she sat straight up. “Wayonn lives?”


“It was Wayonn who first put Martin and our children on the path to discovery.” Dysea explained. “He has been with us ever since we discovered all of this. Almost a year now.”


“By the gods!” Jezima stammered as she griped Dysea’s hand tighter. “How… how many more?”


Isabella shook her head. “We don’t know.” She answered. “There were two City Ships that crashed on populated worlds. The one on Lycavore and another on a different planet. A planet that held my people.”


“You don’t speak as if that was a good thing Bella?” Meral asked.


Isabella shook her head. “It wasn’t.” She replied softly. She looked at Jezima. “The ship that crashed on the planet with my people held the Etheric essence of Sumar’s twin brother Xaxon.”


Jezima’s hands went to her mouth in horror and she shook her head. “No!” She gasped aloud.


Meral shook her head almost angrily. “His Etheric essence was purged from his physical body!” She spoke heatedly. “He was exiled from our homeworld for his crimes against our people! For starting the first war with the Scourge! He was responsible for billions of deaths! He was a…”


“He was a monster.” Jezima muttered softly.


“We don’t know the whole history of what happened.” Dysea spoke now. “It led to thousands of years of war between vampires of the High Coven and Lycavorians. Through the millennia many vampires saw it was wrong and defected to the Union. It was our oldest son Androcles who ended this war only a few months ago.”


“Ended it?” Jezima gasped. “How?”


Isabella smiled warmly. “He took a leap of faith.” She said.


Meral choked up slightly when she said that and they looked at her. “That… that is what Sumar would have done.” She rasped.


Jezima gripped Dysea and Isabella’s hands tighter. “I must… I must see him. I must touch him. Where is he child?”


“He is on a planet in another sector that held our people.” Dysea explained. “Ventori. It is a planet that the Pralor people used for one of their Seed Missions that included Lycavorians. Our species is very hardy it seems, and we adapt better than most to different climates.”


“Seed Missions!” Meral hissed in disgust. “They were an abomination no matter their purpose of new life. We had no right to do that. To act like gods.”


Dysea chuckled softly and looked at her. “Our son Androcles would tend to agree with you.” She said. “Though he would describe it in much more colorful and not at all pleasant words.” 


“And Martin?” Jezima asked.


“Nauta Melme is…” Dysea looked at Isabella and Cirith. “It is not a topic he likes to entertain shall we say.”


“No.” Cirith echoed her words. “Not at all.”


“We must go to him.” Jezima said. “Meral and I have to see him.”


“I don’t know if he would want you placed in danger.” Bella spoke. “He is sometimes overly protective of those he loves and Ventori is not a secure location.”


Jezima shook her head frantically. “We must see him!” She exclaimed. “I have to… I have to touch him! He is so deeply embedded within all of you… but I cannot… I must touch him for myself to know that my prayers have finally been answered.”

“Jezima we…” Dysea began.


“I will take them.” The male voice spoke now and all of them turned to see Wayonn standing in the doorway of the building. “Martin has secured Ventori quite well. At least for now.” He continued speaking as he moved slowly into the building as Jezima and Meral came to their feet with looks of disbelief on their faces once more. He stopped only a few feet from them.


“Now that you have told them where he is Dysea, if Jezima and Meral are anything like I remember them to be, they would find a way off this planet to go to him and there is nothing any of us could do to stop them.” Wayonn finished. “And I think we all know that Martin would be very upset if we tried.”


“Wayonn?” Dysea gasped as she came to her feet.


It was as if they had been hit by a speeding comet twice in one day as they gazed at Wayonn standing before them. He appeared unchanged from the day they both saw him last standing proudly beside Sumar as they were waving from the lift taking them to City Ship 41.


Wayonn stepped closer to them, his own eyes tearing up somewhat as well.


“And the Ancients within the Rift of Time have once more have shown me that the path I travelled would one day reward me with happiness again.” Wayonn spoke softly. “When I first discovered the descendant and the bloodline of my dearest friend and fellow Praetorian and now he has led me back to you. Back to the one who called me son.”


Jezima lost it then and she wailed out her joy as she threw her arms around Wayonn and his arms went around her waist. Meral was within his grasp an instant later while Dysea, Isabella and Cirith moved closer together with smiles on their faces and tears in their eyes. This was a reunion that they would not interrupt for it was far longer in coming than anything they could imagine.

Dysea pulled Cirith and Isabella close to her, their bodies pressing together intimately as they watched.


[Cirith and I will remain here Dysea. Return with them and Wayonn to Martin.] Isabella spoke softly.


Dysea looked at her. [Bella no.] She declared.


[Bella and I are more suited to what must be done before the Svorag arrive.] Cirith spoke now. [Jezima has an affinity for you. You put her at ease. And for what we must do there is no need for all three of us to remain.]


[Cirith is correct.] Isabella agreed. [And if Wayonn is accurate in what Martin has done on Ventori then you will not be gone long. You know how he secures a situation ussta che.]

[You are certain?] Dysea asked them turning to look at both of them.


Isabella and Cirith nodded as they pressed closer to her. [You are a calming influence on everyone you meet ussta che. Yes we are sure. And you can give Martin a firsthand account of what we are doing here. He will need that, for the Svorag are still coming according to Yuriko’s last report.]

Cirith nodded her head as she looked at Wayonn holding Jezima and Meral, tears now streaking down even his stern face. [Yes they are. And then there will be no time for reunions.]


