CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT
SPARTA’S WRATH

SEPTEMBER 1ST 2575
TWO HOURS BEFORE VANARI BOARD OF REGENTS GATHERING

Sarlana moved up behind them slowly as they stood in front of the massive view window in the private lounge. She knew they had smelled her the moment she made her way onto this deck of the ship. This entire section of SPARTA'S WRATH, fully two-thirds of this entire deck really, was now what she had heard many of the crew refer to as Royal Country. This deck held Androcles’ personal quarters as well as the personal quarters for Deion, Dorian and their wives and mates. It also held additional quarters for their father and mothers were they to ever be on this ship at the same time. There were also quarters for their grandmothers and perhaps four or five other family members if the time ever rose where they were all together. Sarlana knew that Androcles had intentionally placed his and Denali’s quarters in different parts of the ship so that no one attack could claim all of them. Eliani, Jomann and Brendi also had their quarters in a different section of the ship. 
This would be the unofficial chain of command on SPARTA'S WRATH for Sarlana knew that Androcles trusted Denali and Eliani more than any others because of the time they had spent together in battle and outside of battle. Eliani and Zarah held a very special place within Androcles heart and mind because of the connection he had to his two sisters, and the quarters directly across from his own were reserved for Zarah and Lucia when they finally came back together as a family. Denali had begun to think and act more like his father and older brother, but he still maintained the often times humorous nature of his personality which his family had come to expect and love.

Sarlana moved gracefully into the large lounge which was on the edge of the secure area of this deck. This lounge was connected to a large mess area through the massive double doors and she could just make out perhaps two dozen men and women sitting at the many tables eating and talking. She knew this was intentional on Androcles’ part for it was something he had done on his former ship. They would always eat and mingle with their crew, and Sarlana knew that his father and mothers were the same way. It was the main reason that so many men and women within the Union adored their family. They never acted as if they were better than the next man or woman, and this mentality had earned their family near fanatical loyalty from everyone they came in contact with. Sarlana knew that they hated this sense of devotion from others, but she also knew they would not change who they were at the core of their family.


This entertainment lounge and the adjoining mess lounge were more well-guarded by members of the Durcunusaan she knew, but there was no hesitation on the part of other crew members when entering this area of the ship. The only exception to this was that the segment with their personal quarters was off limits to everyone unless they were family or had a direct invitation. 

Sarlana moved up behind them now, both of them towering over her four foot eight height. She had always been much smaller than most she mused with some humor, and both Androcles and Dorian were over two meters in height and this fact made her chuckle to herself.


“It’s becoming easier isn’t it?” She spoke softly as they turned to gaze at her.


Dorian nodded his head as he reached for her hand. “Yes.”

Sarlana took his hand without thought and he drew her between them where Androcles took her other hand. “So tell me.” She spoke.


“They are proceeding as quickly as they can without drawing attention to themselves.” Andro spoke. “So far they have done a very good job of keeping Laren and Ladur’s existence hidden from everyone.”

Sarlana nodded her head. “The Livaiji Sulevfu is very good at hiding things when they want to be.” She stated. “But it will not last.”

“We know.” Dorian said.


“The connection to them?” Sarlana asked.


“It grows stronger by the hour.” Andro answered her. “We can touch Laren now without Elynth or Ryner in the connection, but it is much more focused and clear with them and Ladur.”

Sarlana nodded her head in approval. “Good. From everything I have read in the history archives about the Dahakoan, the ability to connect with one another even over vast distances was one of their strongest traits.” She looked up into Andro's face. “You have a plan I take it?”

“We have been refining it with Murano and once our business here is done we will start to execute training on it.” He answered. “Armen is going to launch the probes in twelve hours. They will be filled with equipment and other things that Laren and Ladur need and enough of our standard gear to outfit twenty Darastrixi.”

Sarlana shook her head. “After speaking with them briefly, I got the sense from this Koppentotz Aviel that he is exceptional thorough. Can you send more equipment Androcles? I have a feeling there will be more than just the twenty.”

Andro shook his head. “Not without sending more probes. It took Armen and the crew this long just to break the probes down to the bare essentials to make the trip. How many do you think will be with them?”

Sarlana shook her head. “I do not know. Chalith and Ch'teven I have heard about only through others among the Doraanar; before they were all butchered by the Scourge. This Shalu I have never seen or heard about which means she is much younger than the others. I do know from what I could sense, that they take her safety quite personally.”    


Dorian and Andro nodded. “We felt that as well.” Dorian agreed.

“And this is the only place where we can rendezvous with them?” Sarlana asked, “This old Pralor station?”

“It is not the only place but it is the most remote and out of the way.” Andro answered. “The other locations Murano showed us were too far within Scourge space to be of any use to us and it is too large a risk. This station is on the outskirts of what was once Pralor controlled space and it is the closest to the Darastrixi border. This area is now under Scourge control but it is so far out along the outer edges of their borders it is almost never traveled.”

“It’s also much shorter a trip for Laren and Ladur to make.” Dorian told her. “The less time they are on board a ship the better. At least until we are with them.”

Sarlana shook her head slowly. “It makes me uneasy.” She said softly.


“You suspect something Sarlana?” Andro asked, “A trap perhaps?”

Sarlana met his eyes and once more shook his head, “No, nothing like that, at least not from the Scourge.”

“From the Darastrixi then?” Dorian asked.


“The impression I took away from speaking with Chalith and Ch'teven was that they feared the government more than the Scourge.” Sarlana told them. “It appears as if the Urlkrisir Mamiss has been appeasing the Scourge for millennia. Allowing them to take Darastrixi Maidens every few hundred years would never have been accepted during my time. If they are willing to do this now then I have to believe that they would not hesitate to give Laren and Ladur to the Scourge if they thought it would keep our people safe. Or attempt to seize her if her existence was revealed to them.”

“They don’t see what doing that would mean?” Dorian asked somewhat surprised.  

Sarlana shook her head. “I believe they are more concerned with keeping their positions and allowing things to proceed unhindered.”

“Do you think it is because of some other reason Doraanar?” Andro asked her.


Sarlana shook her head quickly knowing of Androcles’ intense hatred for traitors. It was a trait that his father shared as well as most of those Lycavorians she had been around even briefly on Manne. “No. My people, the Darastrixi, we are very set in our ways, too rigidly in my opinion. It has always been one of our faults. The Urlkrisir Mamiss are elected for life and by now those who occupy these seats will have been there for far too long.” She squeezed their hands tighter and pulled their arms closer to her. “And I have asked you both to stop calling me that.”

Dorian smiled at her. “It is what you are.” He told her.


“No. Not to you.” Sarlana answered him. “Not to any Dahakoan.”

“Appeasement is never the correct path.” Androcles spoke softly, squeezing her hand in acknowledgement of her words. “It always leads to more and more until there is no more left to give and you have to fight.”

Sarlana nodded. “I agree.” She echoed him.


“Allow me to talk with Murano once we are done here.” Andro told her. “Perhaps there is more we can do or something we haven’t thought about.”

Sarlana nodded. “I will leave that to you and Murano to work out.” She said. “I was able to use that wonderful tool you gave to me, that Mark Two Neural Booster, and I was able to pass on some additional skills for Laren and Ladur to study until we reach them. You do realize that no matter what you have passed to them, they will still be far behind you both in skills. The training regimes that you have developed over the years for your Bonded Pairs, it far exceeds any that the Darastrixi have ever used. It’s incredible to be honest. You will need to teach Laren and Ladur these methods for them to be as effective as the four of you. It should not take long given your ability to pass to one another through the Etheric realm other skills, but insure you do this almost immediately upon seeing them.”

“You are coming with us you know.” Dorian said with a grin and a twinkle in his multicolored eyes.


Sarlana immediately slapped his thick arm in response. She had spoken with Helen on more than one occasion and since being with them on this ship she had spent much time with their grandmothers Gorgo and Dasha. She knew that this is how Lycavorians showed affection and it was almost expected in a way. They may have had dragon blood within them, but they were Lycavorian and Dorian was also vampire. These things were normal to them and Sarlana had quickly determined that she needed to act in this fashion as well. It would allow them to trust and accept her even more, as well as so many other Lycavorians and vampires among their people.

“I know that Dorian Leonidas!” Sarlana snapped at him playfully. “I will not be there when you first greet them however, and I do not wish to scold you as Helen has done in the past when you forgot to do something she instructed you to do!”

Androcles laughed softly. “She has taught you all of our quirks I take it.” He said.


“Not all of them I’m sure!” Sarlana stated. “Even she does not know them all. But she told me enough of them.”

“We will not forget Sarlana.” Dorian said with a warm smile. 

“See that both of you don’t.” Sarlana said in a playful but stern voice. She took their hands within hers again and squeezed them once more. “You have spoken with your mother Anja about Laren’s condition?”  

Androcles and Dorian both became more serious now she noted. Laren had been very nonchalant about it, only saying that their mother could heal her. She had sensed that both Androcles and Dorian had taken it much more seriously during the conversation and had asked several pointed questions of Nahko. Andro nodded his head. “Yes. It was brief for they are busy with this new species the Tasmor.”

Sarlana nodded her head. “I have heard Nekins and Conlar speak of them, these Tasmor. A female dominated race, very proud and very stubborn. They are unique in many ways. Their males are so few that nature has allowed many of their females to take on male roles but still look female. Many of them are quite beautiful.” She looked at Andro. “Your father did not start something did he?”

“Thankfully no.” Andro said with a small laugh. “They actually have been helping the branch of our people that father found out there. Things became exciting when these Kintaur showed up but father gave them a stern talking to.”

Sarlana nodded. “Yes I know of them as well. The Kintaur are bitter enemies with the Tasmor. They have taken some Pralors prisoner through the years. They are not very pleasant individuals from what I understand. What he told them must have been very stern.”

Andro looked at Dorian quickly and smiled. “It was.” He said.


“And Anja can correct the imbalance in her body?” Sarlana asked once more missing the look between the brothers.


Andro nodded his head. “She sent Eliani a medical technique that she can use that will stabilize her and give us more time. Enough to get her to my mother so that she can correct it completely.”

Sarlana nodded her head. “Your mother Anja is perhaps the most intelligent and gifted doctor I have ever known in all my years.”

Andro nodded his head. “She does not quit that is for sure.”

“I am here because of her and that attitude.” Dorian spoke.

Sarlana looked out the view window at the planet below. “When do you have to leave for this political grandstanding that these Vanari apparently love so much?” She asked. 


“We are meeting Coren in just over an hour.” Andro replied. “He will escort us into the SBR Chambers.”

“And then?” Sarlana asked.


“Then a little stop on the Rothryn homeworld before we leave to retrieve Laren and Ladur.” Andro told her.


Sarlana nodded her head. “Good. These different men and women Androcles, they have no idea what you and Dorian can do. What you are capable of. They have no idea of the horrors that reside out there. It must remain that way for now.”

Andro looked at Dorian and nodded his head. “I know.”

“Murano is with Nara, Lisisa, Sheva and Onera. They are reviewing the copy of the Tomes from your grandfather. As Praetorian Mages they too must train. “ Sarlana spoke. “I will join him as he instructs me as well. I have much to learn of these Praetorians and their ways and abilities. He seems to think that I can help those who will be your Mages. Return to us when you are done on the surface so that we can fine tune this plan of yours.”

Andro and Dorian both leaned over and planted soft kisses on her scaled cheeks.


“We will prevail Sarlana.” Andro told her.


Sarlana nodded her head. “I have no doubts of that. I just wish to insure that you do not kill those whose only intent is to protect Laren and Ladur now.”

“What do you mean?” Dorian asked confused.


“I will explain it fully when you return but suffice to say Laren is not happy about it. And neither is Ladur.” She said with a smile. “Stand proud and stand strong. Both of you. Dadrien and your grandfather are always with you.”
ECHO QUADRANT

VENTORI


SOUTHERN OUTSKIRTS OF JORLARI

“…Was once a park here.” Nalmos spoke as he motioned with his hand over the area to their front, “Rows and rows of colorful flowers and plants from all over Ventori with a fountain as the center. Hundreds would come here every day just to sit and let the breeze blow across their skin and to smell the blossoms. I came here often myself.”

“It will be that way again.” Martin told him as his eyes searched the barren landscape in front of him. “I give you my word.”

Nalmos looked at him and found he could not keep the small smile from his face. He was rapidly discovering this young King was the epitome of a leader and also quite the optimist.  He glanced at the two younger men who stood only a short distance away and were never far from their King’s side. Cody and Colin he had been told were their names. They were members of the King’s personal team and always within a half second from Martin’s position. “It will never be the same Milord.” He said softly.

Martin shook his head. “No it won’t.” He agreed. “But Jorlari will be the start of it.”

“The start of what?” Nalmos asked.


“The future.” Martin answered turning to look at him. “Nalmos there are no more castes among our people. Alpha, Beta, Gamma wolves… it doesn’t exist anymore. It hasn’t for many thousands of years. It began to end when my grandfather and those Pralors who crashed on our original homeworld were turned and brought into the packs.”

Nalmos nodded his head. “I have heard others speaking of him, your grandfather.” He said. “They say he was a great warrior even before he became wolf.”

“He was a Praetorian.” Martin said with a nod, “Like I am; like my sons and daughter are.”

“But I have seen how you treat your mates.” Nalmos told him. “You covet them, all of them. You allow them to eat first, you defer to their judgment. These are all signs of a dominant Alpha. I and others have heard your people talking with those from Ventori. Your people say that you are; that you are the most dominant Lycavorian Alpha among our people. You are the most powerful to have lived since your father over three thousand years ago, and his father before him. That your bloodline is the purest of all bloodlines among our people.”

Martin smiled. “My people talk too much.” He said with some humor. 


“But what they say is true.” Nalmos pressed. “All of us can sense it. We sensed it the first time we saw you.”

“That doesn’t make me a god or something.” Martin said. “I’m just a man and a Spartan.” He told him. “There are thousands of Beta wolves who have taken Alpha females as their wives and mates. Thousands more who have taken Beta Wolves as their husbands. My grandfather taught us that we needed to be as one species, one people. The Castes only served to keep the bloodlines constant. Had we not changed, we would have missed out on so much that other bloodlines can offer. And those bloodlines became stronger for it while making the purest of the bloodlines even stronger.”

“Our people in your Union… we are many?” Nalmos asked.


Martin nodded his head. “It is your Union now as well. Lycavorians make up the largest contingent within the Union. Part of it is because of our longevity and part of it is because we integrated the bloodlines as my grandfather suggested. It made us stronger and more vibrant as a people. There are some who still cling to the caste system, and there are differences between Alphas and Betas, but most of our people no longer follow that rule of thought.”

“How many of our people are in this Union Milord?” Nalmos asked now.


Martin shrugged his broad shoulders. “I don’t know exact numbers.” He replied. “My wife Bella would know, she likes to study statistics like that. She can rattle off statistics about the most obscure things. It drives me malda sometimes.”

Nalmos grinned now. “The Queens are, they are breathtaking in their beauty. Queen Anja is… she is the most intelligent person I have ever encountered. Her medical skills are like a gift from the gods. She was able to fix an old injury I had from hundreds of years ago and I watched as she slapped… she slapped a man three times her size in order to get him to allow her to treat him.” He stated.
Martin nodded his head with a smile and soft laughter. “She’s a tiny thing for sure, but she is my firecracker. She doesn’t take sibfla from anyone when it comes to the care of our people.” Martin said. “All of them are like that.”
 “I can only assume the three Queens who are not here are equally as stunning.” Nalmos said.

Martin laughed and nodded his head. “Each and every one of them is breathtaking. I never have figured out what exactly they all see in me, but why look a gift horse in the mouth right?”

Nalmos looked at him oddly and Martin chuckled more. “It’s a common expression from the planet I was raised on. It means don’t question things when you don’t need too.”

“Ah!” Nalmos echoed with a smile. “I understand now.” He was becoming more and more comfortable being in Martin’s presence. Their history and instincts would have had him almost cower before an Alpha with the aura and power of the man beside him, but Martin’s nature made that impossible. The most powerful Alpha among their people he may have been, but he was surprisingly normal and had not one arrogant bone in his body. This knowledge was rapidly spreading among the Beta wolves from Ventori and many of them were beginning to converse more openly and casually with the many Alpha wolves that were on Ventori now, male and female Alpha wolves who did not consider themselves above anyone.

“What do you hear from the other Chief Justices?” Martin asked him now.


“The news of your existence and what has happened here is running rampant among our people on the Tasmor planets that we occupy.” Nalmos answered. “It has only been a few days and many are already clamoring to return here.”

Martin nodded his head. “That’s a good thing.” He said.


Nalmos looked at him. “There are also many who are not.” He stated. “I know of several hundred who have entered into relationships with Tasmor females Milord. Namiri has told me of them. They will not want to leave.”

Martin nodded his head. “That is their decision. I’m not going to force them to return here Nalmos.”

“The Tasmor have been good to our people Milord.” Nalmos said. “They did not have to help us as they did.”

Martin shook his head. “No, they did not, but they also had an ulterior reason for helping you.” He told him. “The natural healing properties of our bodies and our longevity will go a long way to saving their species.”
“Saving them?” Nalmos asked. “What do you mean?”
“That doesn’t matter.” Martin told him. “What does matter, and what impresses me the most, is that they asked and did not take. They gave our people the choice to help and we did. I have been told hundreds of our people lined up to help. That says quite a bit about them as a species and speaks volumes about their leadership. It says a lot about our people too.”

Nalmos nodded his head in agreement. “Yes it does.” He stated. “You will help them?”

Martin nodded his head. “Anja is doing that right now.” He stated. “We are not the Pralor people Nalmos. I know that you don’t have a lot of information about them, but let’s just say they were unwilling to help the Tasmor. Anyone for that matter. That has since changed but I am not like them. My people are not like them. We embrace others who want the same things we do. To live in peace. To prosper and see our children play and grow. I have a sense that the Tasmor only became arrogant and insular when they discovered what was happening to them and no one would assist them without wanting something from them in return. Something more than they were willing to give. Now that they know there are others who will help them and want nothing in return, they will begin to see not everything is as they thought. That is my hope anyway. We’ll see what happens over the next few weeks and months.”

Nalmos looked at him for a long moment. “There is something you are not telling me King Leonidas.” He stated finally.

Martin met his eyes and nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“Does it have to do with this Kintaur species?” Nalmos asked. “The ones who were here when you first arrived?”

Martin shook his head. “The Kintaur are not even a blip on my radar at the moment.” He answered. “I could take the ships and troops I have right now and spank their midaeus back into the Stone Age if I wanted to. No… there is something far more sinister and deadly out there.”

“These creatures that attacked Ventori then.” Nalmos spoke. “You know of them and what they are capable of. You knew before you came here for I saw the look on your faces when I told you what had taken place.”

Martin nodded his head. “It is a very long story that one day I will relate to you and the others, but suffice to say, they are the largest threat out here right now.” He said. “They are moving for a Pralor colony world in an adjoining sector of space right now. I believe their intent is to do exactly what they did here. I can’t allow that Nalmos.”

Nalmos was silent for a moment and let his eyes drift over the barren remains of what had once been a beautiful spot in his city that he had come to often. “We will fight.” He said softly.


Martin shook his head. “That I can’t allow.” He said.


Nalmos looked at him once more. “Train us in your ways. Equip us with your weapons. We will fight! We fought them before!”

“You were defending your world.” Martin said. “Anyone would fight for that purpose. But fighting for vengeance is not something I can allow. Those who fight with vengeance in their hearts make mistakes and those mistakes get others killed.”

“Have we not earned the right to seek vengeance?” Nalmos asked softly. “Over three billion of my people dead. I…”

“Our people.” Martin corrected him. 


Nalmos nodded. “Our people my King.” He spoke softly. “Fathers. Mothers. Sons and daughters.” He met Martin’s gaze. “Have we not earned the right to seek vengeance and justice for what was done to us?”

Martin nodded his head. “Yes you have.” He answered softly.


“Then allow us to fight!” Nalmos spoke. “To return some measure of pride to ourselves.”

“Nalmos what you did, if what I see around me is any indication, you put up a hell of a fight.” Martin said. 


“What would you do my King?” Nalmos asked him suddenly. “What would you desire?”

Martin was silent as he looked at him for a long moment. Finally he nodded his head slowly. “Then pass the word to the other Chief Justices.” He said softly. “If they are willing and able and wish to see true justice done, then I will allow it. True justice Nalmos, not vengeance.”

Nalmos closed his eyes briefly and nodded his head. “I will…”

Martin’s implant crackled in his ear and he saw Nalmos jump ever so slightly. He and those they had since found on Ventori had been fitted with COM implants almost from the outset to better facilitate their treatment and needs.

“Marty?” Julie’s voice echoed clearly in the COM.


“Go Jules.” Martin spoke instantly.


“Martin… you had better come to our position.” Julie spoke evenly but Martin could detect the tremors in her voice.


“What’s wrong Jules?” Martin asked as he gripped Nalmos’s arm. “Where’s Danny?”

“It’s better if you see this for yourself Skipper.” Julie continued. “You had better bring Justice Nalmos too. And Danny says to find Namiri and Emylea Daret if they are close by. This concerns the Tasmor too.”

“Julie!” Martin demanded.


“Just come to our position fervon.” Julie told him. “Now.”

Martin looked at Nalmos briefly for Julie almost never referred to him in the ancient Lycavorian language. She was fluent in the language but she only used it if the situation was bad. And she almost never referred to him as brother even though that is the emotion that flowed between all of Martin’s Team and himself.


“On our way!” Martin snapped turning to motion for Cody and Colin to lead out as he took Nalmos’s arm.


They moved perhaps a dozen city blocks into the city by Martin’s sense until they came up to the side of a half collapsed five story structure. Martin immediately detected several Durcunusaan standing near the entrance of what appeared to be an underground shelter or bunker of some sort and all of them with looks of horror on their faces. His eyes settled on Julie as she spotted him and blurred to his position before he could move any closer.

“Jules?” Martin asked her as he came up short with Nalmos in tow, Colin and Cody right behind them.


Julie held out her hand palm up to Martin and he saw the olfactory blockers. His eyes came to rest on her face now and he saw that her skin was a little whiter than her normally caramel colored skin. “Better take these Skipper.” She spoke. “Your sense of smell is a lot keener than Danny’s and his sense of smell is perfect. He was puking his guts out for the first few minutes. All of us were.”

Nalmos was looking around the area his eyes confused. “This is the Jorlari City Museum Center.” He spoke now. “I have been here hundreds of times but I have never seen that entrance there.” He said motioning to the bunker entrance. 


Martin didn’t take his eyes off Julie and she shook her head ever so slightly. “Trust me Marty.” She said softly. “Namiri and Emylea arrived with that Tasmor ship Captain Drenia only a few moments ago. They already went inside.”

“What is going on Jules?” Martin demanded.


“We found something.” Julie told him. “This half of the building was hit pretty hard as you can see, but when it collapsed, it revealed the entrance to this bunker. T'lolt was actually the one who found it. He was on our flank with his Havoc.”

“Anse Jules, just spit it out!” Martin snarled. 


Julie motioned with her head. “It’s not… it’s not pretty Skipper.” She motioned to the olfactory blockers in his hand. “Trust me you will need them until we get the place aired out. It was vacuum sealed.”

Martin handed a set to Nalmos as Julie tossed Cody and Colin a pair of the scent blockers and she watched as they put them in. She turned and headed back towards the building and the caved in entrance. From first glance it looked like some sort of underground sewer entrance but as they got closer and climbed over the debris that had fallen from above them Martin quickly dismissed that as he saw the large door and computer panel beside it. The entrance was at the bottom of a man made ramp and looked to be like an emergency hatch from their ship. Julie grabbed the handle and yanked on the door, easily pulling open the half meter wide metal door with her vampire strength. There was no power to the computer panel or the door but it slide easily enough on the greased hinges. Martin heard the customary sound of air being released as the door opened and then Julie led them inside. 

The stairwell was circular in design and the corridor well lit so they descended quickly to another door where Kenny and Pablo waited. Julie looked at them.


“Where’s Danny?” She asked.


“Still in the room with Anuk and Kesyla. The three Tasmor women are with them now.” Kenny answered. “We had to get out Jules.”

Julie nodded her understanding and looked at Pablo. “Open it.” She said.


Kenny pulled on a handle and the sound of hissing air hit them again and then he pulled on the equally thick door and it opened without pause.


“Skipper it’s…” Kenny began but Martin pushed past him into the corridor beyond the door Nalmos on his heels.


Kenny looked at Julie when she moved to follow. “Nubou Jules… he’s going to want blood in a big way!” He hissed the words softly.


Julie nodded and reached up to squeeze his arm. “Keep everyone else out Kenny.” She said. “We need to try and keep this under wraps for as long as possible. When Anja finds this she is going to blow a casket big time.”

Martin didn’t know what to expect when he moved through the door, but he was prepared for the worst.


At least he thought so.


Even with the olfactory blockers in the smell was rancid and he had to fight down the urge to vomit. It smelled of death in the corridor. Rancid, putrid death. The smell of rotting flesh was very nearly overwhelming and had he not had the olfactory blockers in, Martin had no doubts he would have been heaving his breakfast before moving three meters into the tunnel. It was dimly lit compared to the stairwell that they had come down, but the rotting bodies of men, women and even some children were easily seen sprawled upon the floor in grotesque positions of death. The bodies were stacked sometimes three and four high along the walls, many of them missing body parts. The moment Danny and the others had broken the seal into this bunker, the air had caused the rotting flesh on many of the bodies to tear off the skeletal remains and scatter throughout the corridor. 


“Son vada carians!” Nalmos muttered softly, his voice carrying in the silent corridor of death.


Martin stopped counting after he reached sixty bodies as he moved gingerly down the corridor being careful not to step on any of the remains. Dried blood seemed to coat the steel walls of the corridor, some of it looking as if it had been sprayed on to the surface. The tunnel grew brighter as they got closer to the first intersection, serving only to allow them to see some of the hideous wounds on many of the bodies. Images of Alba Tau flashed through his brain quickly and Martin had to shake his head to clear his mind, while keeping his Etheric shields clamped down tightly so as not to alert his wives and mates of the racing of his heart and the sick feeling in the pit of his stomach.


“Fervon?” Danny’s voice reached him and Martin turned to see Danny move out of the well lit room and lean back against the wall trying to keep his breathing under control. 


Martin moved directly up to him and grasped his arms.


“Dan?” He gasped.


Dan shook his head quickly. “It’s… it’s a nightmare in there Marty.” He gasped. “It’s like… it’s like Alba Tau all over again but…”

“What?” Martin snarled.


Danny motioned with his head into the room behind him. Martin followed that motion with his eyes, his heart now racing. He hadn’t seen Danny so disturbed by anything since that long night and if it did that to his brother than it had to be bad. Martin opened his mouth slightly and took a short breath before releasing Danny’s arms and stepping into the room without waiting.


And directly into a horrific nightmare just as his brother had said.


The large room was extremely well lit with bright white lights in the ceiling like in a surgical room. The ceiling however, that was the only thing not covered in blood. Rotting bodies occupied dozens of tables within the room, most of them not completely there. Huge meat hook like objects hung from the ceiling in one corner and the corpses of half a dozen people were stabbed through their chests and dangling from these insidious hooks. None of those bodies had arms or legs and the decay was so bad it was almost impossible to determine if they were Lycavorian. The floor was awash in dried blood in every corner. There was almost no place you could step without putting your feet down and leaving an imprint in the sometimes inch deep spots of dark blood ash. Almost all of the bodies were without clothes of any kind and all of them bore the telltale signs of unimaginable torture. Martin moved slowly, his eyes changing to the yellow gold of the wolf within him as his anger built. He kept it tightly walled off so as not to have Aricia, Anja or For'mya detect his heightened emotions but he would not be able to keep it from Helen. She was within the camp with Tobia going over information with Avi and Elder Valael and he quickly pulsed her within the Etheric realm to let her know he was fine but not to reveal what his emotions were. Helen pulsed him back knowing that whatever had caused him to react in such a way was not good and that he would let her know.

Martin sensed Danny behind him now as he let his eyes sweep across the interior of the large room. Most of the bodies he saw he knew were Lycavorian but he also detected at least a dozen Pralor bodies as well as five or six Tasmor. It was like walking through hell as he made for the room where he saw Anuk and Kesyla through the clear glass. He kept his eyes focused, not wanting to look at the death that surrounded him and finally he stepped through the door as it slid aside, Danny right behind him. He saw Namiri and Emylea sitting on the ground holding each other’s hands, their expressions one of horror and disbelief. As with all Tasmor it appeared both of them were deeply tanned, but now Martin could see that their skin had become slightly whiter in color because of the dreadful horror they had just walked through. The Tasmor Drenia was standing beside Anuk and Kesyla as they sat at the computer consoles, but the color of her skin was no different.

Danny waited for the door to close and seal behind him and then he nudged Martin to remove the olfactory blockers he wore. Martin did so immediately, he always hated wearing these things, and while he could just barely detect the faint scent of death in the room, the air was clear for the most part. This surprised him and Danny pointed to the ceiling.


“Air cycling ducts are still functioning.” He spoke as he took deep breaths. “This entire facility is being powered by a fusion reactor further down. Tony took Nayeca, T'lolt, Kasdan and the rest of our team down there to secure it.”

Martin nodded as he moved up to where Anuk sat in the chair. He placed his hands on hers and Kesyla’s shoulders gently and squeezed. Anuk glanced up at him and nodded while lifting her hand to cover his knuckles. “We’re ok.” She spoke softly.


Martin looked at Kesyla who finally turned her head to meet his gaze. “Kesyla?”

Kesyla nodded her head now as well. “I will be… I will be fine.” She stated.


Martin looked at Drenia. “Captain?”

Drenia was a different sort of Tasmor female. She was younger than most of the senior officers within the Tasmor military but had earned her position by being daring and fearless when fighting. Drenia was considered extremely well trained and intelligent by all who knew her and since, like Namiri and Emylea, she dealt with far more of their males within the Fleet, she was not as unaccustomed as Saydia and the others in speaking with them more openly.


Drenia took a deep breath and nodded her head. “I will be… I am maintaining.” She stated.


“How many of your people are…” Martin began to ask.


“Seven that I could recognize by what… by what remained of them.” Drenia answered as she swallowed hard.


“Stay strong.” Martin told her sensing that she would not care if he touched her. He took her arm gently and squeezed softly and Drenia nodded her head in thanks.


Martin turned to where Namiri and Emylea sat and moved to squat in front of them. “Namiri, Emylea…?”

Namiri looked at him as she and Emylea seemed to be using a breathing technique to keep from losing their breakfast. She saw the set of his jaw, and the firmness of focus in his eyes and was surprised. “You have… you have seen horrors like this before?” She gasped as Emylea looked at him now.


Martin nodded his head slowly. “Breath in through your mouth and out through your nose evenly. It will help you to keep the contents of your stomachs inside.” 
Drenia watched with keen eyes as he reached out to them with his hands and placed them on their cheeks. She did not know what occurred, but for a fleeting instant she thought she saw a soft glow of light filter from his fingers to touch their skin. This almost seemed to help Namiri and Emylea calm themselves even further. This physical action would never have been accepted within Tasmor society as a whole, but Drenia did nothing. Any Tasmor male who touched the daughters of the Sovereign Regent is such a way would have been very harshly punished and possibly even physically disciplined. Drenia however, was not one to question fate or destiny. She believed deeply in faith and these men and women had come to them for a reason. That reason Drenia believed, was to insure the continued existence of her people as well as their christening into a world among the stars that they had only dreamed of before. The Tasmor had an opportunity right now to step into a much bigger world and Drenia, the Sovereign Regent and even Perlyea were going to play huge roles in that future. Part of that meant that they would have to change somewhat to embrace no ideas and attitudes and Drenia was very comfortable with that.

Drenia watched as Emylea and then Namiri covered his hands with their own for a brief moment and then they both nodded. Martin rose back to his feet and turned slowly.

“Talk to me Anuk. Kesyla.” He said softly as he looked at them. He saw Kesyla reached across and point to something on Anuk’s screen and she nodded.
Martin turned as the doors opened once more and Julie led Nalmos into the room. He was deathly white and held tightly to her arm as he bent over and tried to catch his breath. Julie sealed the doors once more and turned to look at Martin. 

“Anja, Aricia and For'mya took Saydia Daret and the others up to the ARC ROYAL about an hour ago.” She said. “T'lolt reports that there are quarters and other labs on the lower levels but nothing like this. They have secured the power source and Kasdan says it is a mini Pralor Quantum fusion core. It is similar to the one that was powering their station on Onterom but not as powerful.”
“There is no way the Pralors did this!” Martin hissed.

“No, we did not.” Kesyla stated from her chair. “But Julie is correct that this is a Pralor facility.”
Martin turned to look at her. “Speak to me Kesyla.”
“This is a Pralor Research Outpost.” Kesyla told him quickly. “My father outlawed their use shortly after we arrived on Artaaya but this facility has been here for far longer. If the timestamp in the data archives is accurate, it was built shortly after the Lycavorians on this planet discovered the Industrial Age. It was built to monitor their progress as a species.”
“So this place has been here from before the war with the Scourge?” Danny asked.

Kesyla nodded her head. “It would appear so, yes.”
“Kesyla please tell me that the Pralors had no involvement in this.” Martin spoke.

“This was not done by Pralors.” Kesyla said. “The computer logs all life signs entering and exiting the facility Martin. The last Pralor bioscan to be registered entering this facility was over nine hundred and seventy years. Nine hundred and seventy-nine to be exact.”
“That’s about the time Delnash said they stopped monitoring the planet isn’t it?” Danny asked looking at Martin.
“Something like that yeah.”
“Kesyla you said this facility was here before the Second Scourge War.” Danny spoke now.

Kesyla nodded her head. “Yes… but someone among my people, those that escaped the Scourge had knowledge that it was here, for it was being used to monitor our people on Ventori and in this system.”
“Lorendo.” Martin said softly noting how easily Kesyla stated ‘our people’. She had fully accepted all there was about being turned and it came out in her actions now.
Kesyla looked at him and nodded her head again. “That would be my guess, yes.” She told him. “
“From the decay of some of the bodies, what happened here was done in the last four to five years.” Anuk spoke turning to look at them.

“There are Pralor bodies out there.” Martin said. “And Tasmor.”
Anuk nodded. “And they were dead when they were brought in here or the computer would have registered their bioscan.” She answered him.
“Baby, it looks like they were cut up into pieces for a reason.” Danny spoke now.

Anuk nodded her head. “They were.” She said softly. She turned to the computer once more and touched the control console. The monitor changed to a video image showing several individuals in silver suits using crude objects to carve several bodies into sections. “This is the last entry in the logs that I could find. The rest are encrypted but this one wasn’t. I don’t know why.”
There was only perhaps twenty seconds of video of the individuals severing the bodies and then all of their heads turned suddenly at something outside the video’s cone of recording and it stopped abruptly.

“What the hell?” Martin gasped.

“It appears as if this level was used as some sort of processing center.” Kesyla spoke softly. 
“Processing center?” Drenia gasped. “For what? There are Tasmor bodies out there! We knew nothing of this planet before three years ago when we began helping the survivors!”
“Oh man,” Danny said. “When Red sees this she is going to go malda.” 
“No bet here.” Julie echoed his sentiments.

Martin looked at Nalmos. “Nalmos?”
The older Lycavorian met Martin’s eyes, his face still pale and drawn at what he had seen. “I have… this is beyond depraved.”
“No Lycavorians bioscans are in the computer Marty.” Anuk spoke once more. “They didn’t know this was here.”
“Whatever happened here,” Julie spoke. “The cave in of the entire wall of this building wasn’t done during any attack. It looks controlled Skipper. Like someone knew this facility was here, where it was, and they brought the building down just enough to reveal the entrance and keep it reasonably well hidden in the rubble. If T'lolt had been five meters more to the east he would have missed it completely.”
“The Kintaur?” Martin asked looking at Drenia.

Drenia shook her head as Namiri and Emylea got to their feet and moved up beside her. “I find that impossible to believe. Their technology is two hundred years behind what we have developed. It is one of the reasons they hate us so. This equipment is all, it is Pralor equipment. We have seen and been around more of it because of our interaction with them, but even Perlyea would not know how to use this equipment. The Pralors never associated with the Kintaur for any reason.”
“These creatures King Martin?” Emylea asked now. “These Svorag you call them. Could they have done this?”
“Oh man… that is not a thought I want to have right now.” Martin said.

“What other explanation is there?” Namiri spoke now. “There are no other species within this quadrant of space with the knowledge to use Pralor equipment. Half the species can barely obtain orbit let alone travel to different sectors.”
Martin was silent for a moment and then moved to the console Anuk sat at. He touched the panel.

“Master Chief?”
“Go Skipper.”
“Leave two men at the power core and then take Kasdan and the others to sweep the rest of the levels.” Martin told him. 

“I should stay here with the core Martin.” Kasdan’s voice echoed over the internal COM speakers. “I would be better suited to track their movements and assist them as they sweep the remainder of the station. I have already gotten three of the computer consoles working.”
“Agreed Skipper.” Tony chimed in.

“Do it.” Martin spoke. “And find some way to vent the air in this place. Touch nothing else but I will not have Anja or the Sovereign Regent breathing this stink of death.”
“I will direct them to the ventilation controls Martin.” Kasdan spoke. “We will need roughly two hours to vent the entire facility if what I have seen is accurate.”
Martin nodded his head. “Good enough. I’ll wait to have Anja and the others come down here. She’ll know what the hell they were doing here. And who was doing it.”
“Moving now Boss.” Tony spoke.

Martin looked at Anuk. “You and Kesyla keep at it. Download and decrypt whatever you can. Establish a link with Avi and he can help.” Martin put his hand on Kesyla’s shoulder. “And find out if there are any more of these facilities on Ventori Kesyla.” 

Kesyla Simpson detected the inflection of his voice easily enough and she nodded her head. “I already know the answer to that.” She spoke softly. “This facility is linked with the others.”
“How many and where?” Martin asked.

“Four others across the planet. Since Jorlari was the capital there is another on the far side of this city.” Kesyla answered.

Martin looked at Danny. “Prep a team. We’re going to check it out.” He said.

Drenia looked at Martin. “I wish to remain here.” She stated. “We have… Tasmor have Death Rites that…”
Martin reached out and took her arm once more. “I’ll send for more people to do the same. Wait for them.”
“We will go with King Martin.” Namiri said. “In case there are other Tasmor at these other facilities.”
“Yes.” Emylea agreed.

Drenia nodded her head. “Very well.”
“Kesyla… contact Manda and give her the locations of the other sites across the planet.” He said. “I want full teams moving within the hour. Drenia… can you contact your ship and have your people assigned to each team?”
Drenia blinked quickly stunned that he would suggest this so soon after what had occurred between their peoples. “I… you wish to work together?”
Martin nodded his head. “This affects both our peoples.” He said softly. “I’m not going to leave you out of it.”
Drenia nodded quickly. “I will see to it.” She said.

Martin looked around the control room and shook his head. “Man I ain’t going to like telling Anja this.” He said softly. “Whoever did this… she’s going to want their heads on a nubous platter.”
“No bet here Skipper.” Julie hissed in agreement.

“Let’s move people.” Martin spoke.
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The Anteroom was large and comfortable and easily able to fit all of them as they lounged around waiting for Coren to come retrieve them. Two monitors on either side of the room were focused into the huge Regent Chamber and the activity had been boisterous to say the least. Ardan and his supporters had been very active and passionate so far making their case about how the Lycavorians should not be trusted and how they had been lied to over the course of the years in what advances they have made, among other things, and this proved that they could not be trusted in the future. 
So far Coren and Alrerin had not made their move, remaining silent for the most part unless another Regent asked a question. Andro could also see Asay sitting patiently in her seat waiting for the moment to pounce. Coren and Alrerin had decided she would present their case before the Board of Regents because of her background in Vanari law and her personal stake in what was going on. In the few hours he had seen and spoken to the woman Andro decided three things about her. Asay Va Eldost was madly in love with Nellian and made no bones about that. She was incensed at what Ardan and other Vanari had been doing to their own people for so many centuries. And Asay Va Eldost was fearless. 

A full squad of Cadre Commandos that were loyal to Ardan lined the corridor outside the anteroom they were in to insure that they did not leave. Ardan was the Chief Regent of the Chamber and his security was everywhere. It was not something that they could circumvent now if they wanted to accomplish their task, and Ardan was not stupid enough to try and attack them in their own governmental building. At least that is what Coren and Alrerin said. Andro believed them but took precautions of his own for he was not willing to trust the man and his deviousness. Armen had a sensor lock on each of them from SPARTA'S WRATH and would teleport them off the planet the moment things began to go bad.

Eliani and Jomann sat on a small couch near the door, Brendi between them and soaking up the love that poured from them for her. Her sisters and parents had found happiness and a new life within the Lycavorian Union and Brendi had now embraced fully the feelings for Eliani and Jomann that had been building over the last weeks and months. Dorian sat with Denali and Arduri on another couch watching the proceedings, while Deion and Mari shared a large chair and were speaking in soft whispers with Ne'Veha, Carisia, Lu'ria, Sehri and Caliria.
Senators Ya'sur, Pyath and Zarnia were conferring in soft whispers on another couch.   

Andro turned his head back to the monitor as he felt Dutkne come up beside him with Sadi. She didn’t hesitate and stepped up beside him, pressing her lush body to his right side intimately and wrapping her arms around his waist. She wore the Union’s standard Flight Suit now, which she had obviously tailored to meet her own tastes. It hugged her perfectly formed ass and legs and conformed to her full breasts and muscular upper body like a second skin. Ne'Veha wore a similarly tailored uniform while Carisia, Lu'ria, Sehri and Caliria wore the modified light armored version of the new Mark VI Armorply.

“Please don’t tell me you find this interesting.” Dutkne said with a small grin. He wore the same standard Mark VI Armorply as Androcles with his ever present Ishon secured on his right leg and the KM12A on his left.


Sadi chuckled as Andro rolled his eyes in disgust. “Carians joa,” He hissed. “It makes my head hurt just watching them.”

Dutkne nodded his head in agreement. “It is amazing that they have gotten this far and become this advanced given all the squabbling they do in there.”

“It works for them.” Sadi said as Andro leaned over and nuzzled her cheek and ear and caused blissful lances of delight to cascade through her. 

He turned back to the monitor. “I am watching the expressions on their faces. The ones I can see anyway.” Andro explained. 


Sadi squeezed her arms tighter around his waist. “What do you see Saradasaar?”

Andro shook his head slowly. “Confusion. Disbelief. Shock.” He answered her. “I also see questions in many of their eyes.”

“Perhaps they are questioning how Ardan knows so much of this.” Sadi spoke. 


Andro nodded his head in agreement. “That would be my first guess yes.” He said. “That works in our favor actually. Though how much support he is getting from what remains of the OSG here on Austrova is unclear.”

“You think they kept agents here?” Sadi asked him. “They have to know that the Vanari will begin to question the presence of every Eridiani now.”

Andro nodded his head. “Yes. I can’t believe all of the Eridiani are going along with what their government and the OSG is doing however. There are undoubtedly some who remain and do not believe in what has been going on. I have to believe that.”

“I never thought to ask Dutkne.” Sadi continued. “How large are the Eridiani as far as a government and people.”

Dutkne shrugged his broad shoulders. “Their homeworld is Edanon. They have colonized perhaps a dozen worlds and last estimates put their population at roughly six trillion across those worlds. Ompar and Nasmon are their largest colonies. They have grown quite a bit in the last millennia because of forced birth rates.”

“Forced?” Sadi asked.


Dutkne nodded his head. “Woman above the age of seventeen are married off quickly by their families. They are required by law to have a child within the first year of the marriage.”

“And if they don’t?” Sadi asked somewhat taken aback by this knowledge.


Dutkne shook his head. “I do not know what the exact punishment is, I have never asked, but if what I have heard is any indication, the penalty is not pleasant.” He replied. “The only exceptions are women who end up not being able to have children. The Eridiani have very strict population laws. You must have two children if you have been married for at least five years. If you have been married for ten years you must have four or more children. It’s all a numbers game with them.”

“Love does not factor into this?” Sadi asked.


Dutkne shook his head. “Not to my understanding of their laws. There have been rumors of those who rebelled against these laws, they disappeared, and we have never been able to discover what happened to them.”

“They do not want a repeat of what took place when my adopted Uncle Ben’s family left the fold.” Andro spoke softly.


Dutkne nodded his head. As Praetorian and Mage, there was very little they did not know about each other for they had shared their histories with each other almost without second thought. “Agreed.” Dutkne said. “That incident, what we know of it anyway, that appears to have cut their population out here very nearly in half.”

“I know father has talked to Uncle Ben and Aunt Tina about it, but they do not remember much of it. Their parents and other elders did not speak of it very often once they returned to Earth.” Andro said. “Most of those who returned to Earth have since passed on and among those Eridiani that remain, this knowledge is spotty at best.”

“Could they be involved in this in any way Andro?” Dutkne asked.

Andro shook his head. “Father and Armetus do not believe so.” He replied. “Most of the Eridiani that survive on Earth serve within the military or government. After the attack by the OSG on Cranae Island they very discretely began to come forward to the Durcunusaan or Armetus’ people to insure that they were not implicated.”

“Are we sure all of them came forward my love?” Sadi asked now. “The OSG seems to have quite the intelligence apparatus and they know far more about us than we do about them.”

“Armetus has taken steps to insure this.” Andro told her. “I don’t know what they are, but if there are any who are still loyal to those out here or the OSG he will eventually find them.” 


“I have spoken with General Tarnei.” Dutkne said softly moving the conversation away from what they could not control. “Most of the extracting units are on their return legs now. Many should be returning to their ships within the hour.”

“Casualties?” Andro asked looking at him.


“Six dead.” Dutkne answered somberly. “Twenty-four wounded, three of whom are not expected to make it according to the Hadarian Medical Officer. She is doing all she can, but their injuries were too severe. They are all from the same Assault Force. The OSG facility had apparently been improved from the last intelligence reports that we received. They had set up an ambush. The Ground Commander believes they got a message somehow and knew they were coming. The Vanari Commandos in support acted with incredible bravery and were able to pull our people back and finish the mission. Most of the wounded refused to be evacuated and secured the extraction zone while our remaining forces and the Vanari finished off the OSG.”

“How many have we saved Dutkne?” Andro asked softly.


“At last count… Tarnei says over thirty-two thousand.” Dutkne answered him, “More than twice the number that even our best estimates suggested.”

Andro nodded his head and slipped his arm tighter around Sadi’s waist, filling his lungs with her sugar plume and spice scent and allowing it to calm him. “Then they died gallantly.” He spoke. “And they will not be forgotten.”

“Magar.” Sadi whispered the word. (Never)

They heard soft laughter and turned to see Arduri and Caliria playfully pushing at each other, their eyes changed and their fangs extended. Denali was smiling as he moved up beside Dutkne. “They are debating who will have the largest fangs.” He told them. “I tried to explain to them since we are brothers; the virus within us is identical and it won’t matter. They weren’t buying it. Inamarno started to go all medical on us.” 

Andro and Sadi smiled at this. Caliria had certainly blossomed since Andro had bitten her on their first night back together. And she absolutely relished that her sisters were so close to her and were experiencing the same things as she was. They had only spoken with Naesta via secure COMs since she was still on Earth, but they had shared everything as sisters should.

The door to the lounge area opened suddenly and they turned as Coren walked into the room. They could see the half dozen Vanari Cadre Commandos behind him in the corridor, all of them armed but their weapons not at the ready.


“We are ready Androcles.” Coren spoke as he came up to them. “They are asking that you be brought forth as leader of the Lycavorians so that they can hear what you will present. Asay will presenting all of the information we have thus far obtained. She is eager to bring Ardan down.”

Caliria and the others had come up off the floor upon seeing him enter and she and Arduri moved to their father’s side. “What is your sense Papa?” Arduri asked.

Coren nodded his head to her. “They are shocked and confused.” He told them. “Even many of those who we know support Ardan are stunned at what Ardan is trying to convince them has been taking place. He is attempting to discredit everything about the Protectorate and the Union that he can through his cronies. They will be even more stunned when Asay begins to reveal what we have discovered and how it implicates Ardan.”

“Will they believe it sir?” Dutkne asked now. “Or will it become nothing more than a stalemate between sides.”

Coren shook his head. “That I don’t know. And neither does Alrerin.” He spoke. “We are planning for this however. Asay and I will be returning to Amanuce once we are done here, and Rinel has already arranged for more security from his Lycanari to protect Alrerin. He refuses to leave and with his daughter in the position she is now with the Union, Rinel said he had to beat back the volunteers to protect him.”

Andro nodded his head. “Good.” He said. “After today any attempt against Alrerin will expose Ardan for what he truly is.”

Coren nodded his own head in agreement. “And he won’t be able to stop what comes after that.”

“Putting the First Regent in that position is risky father.” Caliria spoke.


Coren nodded his head. “I know and so does Alrerin. But he knows it is the only way to truly insure we are free of the OSG forever.” He looked around and saw everyone waiting for his word and he turned back to Androcles. “You did not bring everyone?”

“The fewer of us here if something goes terribly wrong the better it will be.” Andro told him. “Those of us here now, we are family, and we will know what the other will do in nearly any given circumstance. It is better this way.”

“Androcles…?” Coren began.


“Do not worry Coren, Ya'sur, Pyath and Zarnia are going to handle most of the talking. I will keep my mouth shut unless it is otherwise needed.” Andro answered him with a smile. Coren grinned in response. “If things regrettably become violent and they try to detain us we will not kill any Vanari. I cannot promise that some will not be hurt if they try to impede us from leaving however.”

Coren nodded his head. “Good enough.” He took a deep breath and looked at all of them. “Then shall we get this started?”
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Andro let his azure colored eyes sweep the men and women sitting all around them in the massive hall. Their chairs rose up at an angle from where he stood, some reaching as high back as thirty rows back. They stood on the presentation platform, the Vanari Regents making up a massive U shape around them in their chairs. It was similar to the Spartan Senate chambers on Earth but considerably larger. Asay Va Eldost was currently speaking to the entire chamber and the expressions on some of the faces present was priceless. To hear that their own people were being accused of such actions was almost too much to believe. Ya'sur stood beside Androcles and he leaned closer to him now as the others stood behind them also gazing around the chamber.


[Are you sure you do not wish to speak Milord?] He asked within the confines of the shielded Etheric connection.


Andro nodded his head as he met his eyes. [I’m no politician Ya'sur. You know that.] He said.


[You are more accomplished than you give yourself credit for.] Ya'sur told him.


Andro smiled. [Carians I hope not.] He stated as Ya'sur grinned. [What is the consensus among you and the others?]

Ya'sur looked around the chamber quickly and then back to Androcles. [Regrettably, we do not think they will alter their views of us.] He answered. [At least not initially. The perverse mentality that we are somehow beneath them has fermented for too long and allowed to expand into the fabric of their society. While many Vanari that we have had contact with do not have this view, quite the opposite in fact, especially since Denali and the others arrived, those that are in power do unfortunately.]

[And they are who make the rules.] Andro said.


Ya'sur nodded his head. [Yes, they do.] He looked at Andro. [Was this the wisest course of action now Milord?]

Andro looked at him. [My father and mothers made this decision Ya'sur. You know how they are when it comes to situations like this.]

Ya'sur nodded his head once more. [Indeed I do.]

[They were very pointed about what they wanted. If the Vanari do not wish to work with us as equals, then we will not work with them at all. Period. My mother Anja and my father used quite a few colorful metaphors that I will not repeat at this time. My medwaw For'mya simply shook her head in disgust.] Andro told him.

Ya'sur nodded as he chuckled softly. [Yes, that would probably be good. I have heard your father and all of your mothers at different times. They do not mince words.]


[No, they do not.] Andro agreed.


The internal speakers within the chamber cackled loudly for a second ending their conversation and interrupting Asay as a Vanari stood up from his chair. According to the seat he occupied, he was a member of the normal Vanari Board of Regents as the SBR members sat in different colored chairs in a section all their own, that was elevated slightly higher than the others.


“Forgive me Senior Regent Va Eldost, but this is all very hard to believe.” The man spoke now. “This is… what you are saying is completely the opposite of what Senior Regent Ardan has presented to us this day. Are you suggesting that… are you suggesting that Regent Ardan is lying to us?”


Asay looked at the man as Ya'sur leaned close to Andro once more. [This is one of the lower Regents that Coren reports is working with Ardan.] He said.


“I am not suggesting anything.” Asay spoke firmly. “I have presented facts which prove that is the case! Facts that demonstrate Senior Regent Ardan has been working with the OSG for decades at least. Working with them in the kidnapping and selling of our own people into slavery! And he has made a tidy profit in doing so!”


This brought a rush of murmurs from the gathered Regents as they turned to each other and were whispering back and forth.


“You have presented nothing but hearsay and false accusations!” Galar erupted now from his seat as he came to his feet. “You have no proof of anything you have just spouted! None!”


“No proof?” Asay demanded. She motioned with her hand to where Caliria stood beside Carisia and Lu'ria. “The proof stands before you Regent Galar! Caliria Leonidas, formerly Caliria Re Mydala! She herself was subjected to the chemical slavery that the OSG inflicts upon our females so that they can harvest our Alkay! She is free of it as she stands before you now. She is her own self once more! This is because of the counter agent that the Lycavorians from the Union developed! All the young Vanari who were prisoners with her are now free of the OSG chemical! Every one of them!”


“Where are they then?” Galar demanded. “Why have none presented themselves before us? And why have our own doctors and scientists not been able to make this so called counter agent?”


“There is a simple reason for that.” Asay spoke firmly. “They do not trust their own rulers!”


“That is preposterous!” Galar shouted.


“Is it?” Asay continued. “Yssyla Vol Dumor is right now on the Lycavorian Union ship the SCIMITAR in orbit. Her father and mother and her seven brothers and sisters have been with her since she arrived. She is one of those captured and broken by the OSG drug with Caliria Leonidas. She returned here of her own accord to prove that the counter agent developed by Caliria and later refined by the Hadarian Queen Anja Leonidas, does indeed work.”


“Then why will she not come before us?” Galar demanded once more.


“You interviewed her yourself Regent Galar.” Asay said in reply. “On that very ship. She told you and I and the others with us that she would not return to Austrova because she feared for her life. She feared being captured again and taken by the OSG since so many of those in this room are involved in this despicable practice of selling our own people to the OSG!”


“Now you accuse others as well?” Galar barked.


“I will accuse all those who have been proven to be participating in this vile act with the OSG!” Asay barked loudly. “Our enemy! An organization that has taken our females and males and broken them for profit! Hundreds of them! Thousands of them through the decades and centuries before this day! An organization of criminals that we have allowed to dictate to us what we will do!”


“This is absurd!” Eyon Ahn Vernalo spat now as he too came to his feet. “Caliria Re Mydala is the criminal! It is she who broke our own laws when she began trying to make this so called cure! Her sisters and brother are criminals as well for moving well beyond the authorized inclusion areas of Vanari space! Her own mother has allowed herself to become tainted by one of these… these Lycavorian beasts and he has taken her as his wife! She refused to return here and face punishment for her actions! We should be addressing these crimes and not insinuating that others are guilty of something you cannot prove!”


“You yourself have become tainted by these beasts!” Galar shouted now. “Or do you deny that you have taken one of these animals into your bed!”


Asay was prepared for this and she smiled proudly. “I will not deny that!” She stated firmly. “I embrace that! I have discovered a man who treasures me above all else! A man who treats me not as some form of a commodity but as a temple to be worshiped at!”


Andro turned his head and looked back to where Nellian was standing. The tall, ebony skinned Durcunusaan Captain shrugged his broad shoulders with a smile. [She does taste and smell divine Milord. Even more now since I have turned her.] He stated. [We will have strong and beautiful children together.]

Andro smiled and couldn’t help but shake his head. [Bravo Nellian. Bravo!]

“You do not repudiate this?” Galar gasped in shock.


“Repudiate it?” Asay barked back at him. “By the Prophets, why would I deny something that I have found I cannot live without? I am proudly his wife and mate now! And we will have many beautiful children!”


Andro saw Nellian’s face beaming with pride at her confident statement and he smiled himself as that pride filled him as well.


“You openly admit to violating our laws as well!” Ardan now spoke for the first time.


Asay looked at him from her spot in front of the Lycavorians behind her. “Do not dare to stand there and accuse me of violating Vanari laws Ardan Vu Lamurrion! I have studied and practiced Vanari law for far longer than you! You, who have been selling our people into forced slavery for decades, if not longer, and building your wealth because of that!”


Ardan rose to his feet now in anger. “You will be silent!” He screamed.


“I will not be silent!” Asay shouted back at him. “Not any longer! Not after what I have discovered you have allowed to take place for so many years!”

“You have no proof!” Ardan barked.


“I have all the proof I need!” Asay snapped. “And you cannot deny it any longer!”


“The word of these Lycavorian animals?” Ardan hissed at her vehemently. “These supposed communications between myself and the OSG? This is your proof? Where is Kinryn Aal Samaur? Let her come before us now and accuse me of this!”


Asay smiled calmly now and shook her head. “What she provided to me is more than enough! She is far out of your reach now Ardan.” She replied. “And far from the clutches of your OSG comrades.”


“Where is she?” Ardan screamed.


“You stand there demanding all of this Ardan Vu Lamurrion, but not once have you denied what I am accusing you of taking part in. Not one time have you repudiated what I have been saying?” Asay suddenly spoke. “Why is that?”


Ardan appeared flustered for a moment and Alrerin Sha Harael smiled from where he sat in his chair. Asay had just provided the first crack to the exterior shell that Ardan Vu Lamurrion had placed around himself all of these years in order to protect himself. Alrerin felt it now. He felt that the future was changing even as he sat in this chamber. 

“Everything I have done has been for the benefit of the Vanari people!” Ardan screamed.


Asay met his gaze from across the distance between them. “You mean for your benefit.” She stated evenly. “For I am sure I can produce hundreds, if not thousands of Vanari fathers and mother who would dispute that claim fervidly!”


“You dare question me!” Ardan roared now.


“Oh yes, I dare!” Asay shouted right back at him undaunted. “You and so many who are assisting you have been blaming another species for centuries! Blaming them alone for crimes you have perpetrated! You blame others while you increase your standing and wealth! You lie to our people! Devra Re Mydala and her children may have broken our laws, but she was acting as a mother who loves her children! She was working to save her child while it was you who has been selling our children for centuries!” Asay blinked quickly. “And it was you who gave the order to have Caliria Re Mydala abducted in the first place! We have this knowledge Ardan! It was contained in one of the many OSG computers on the ship that was seized by Prince Androcles Leonidas when he freed his Inamarno! Do not blither and blather! Deny this all you like but we have the proof!”

Ardan’s eyes were wide in disbelief. “You lie!” He stammered loudly.


“I don’t need to lie in order to prove that you are a cancer among our people!” Asay spat at him. “And things need to change! Things will change!”


“Enough!” The deep voice bellowed and all heads turned to where Alrerin rose from his chair. 


Ardan glared at him. “First Regent you allow this to happen in this very chamber!” He snarled. “You sit there and do nothing when you have been tainted by these beasts yourself!” 
Alrerin heard the gasps from dozens of men and women near him and he met Ardan’s eyes unflinching and smiled. “If you have something to say Regent Ardan...” Alrerin spoke. He waved his hands outward in a circular motion. “Please, by all means enlighten those of us in this chamber!”


“Your own daughter is married to one of these animals!” Ardan blurted out in anger. “She has given him children! She has corrupted the Vanari bloodline with her actions! For decades you have sat there and agreed with everything we have done! Not once have you disagreed with how we conducted ourselves with the Lycavorians. And now we discover ths!”


Alrerin nodded his head. “All true.” He stated confidently. “The difference however, the difference is that I was protecting my family Ardan.” He plugged a data pad in to the arm of his chair and touched several buttons. “I have just uploaded to the Regent’s Database every fact surrounding my daughter’s abduction by the OSG, as well as her subsequent marriage to Riordian. I have detailed every trip to the former Protectorate’s homeworld that my wife and I took in order to see our daughter and our grandchildren.” This information garnered even more gasps as men and women began to drop their eyes to the small computers on their chairs. “I have six grandchildren, all of them healthy and fit, and all of them Lycanari.” Alrerin smiled as he saw the expressions of the faces closest to him. “That is the name they use for themselves. Half Lycavorian and half Vanari. Something that our own doctors and scientists have said for centuries would be impossible. I stand before you now and tell you it is not only possible, it is a reality! Nearly half a million strong their numbers are now and living wonderful lives within the former Protectorate and now the Union. Men and women who chose not to return to their own people for it was our people that allowed them to be taken!” Alrerin let his eyes sweep across the gathered Vanari Regents. “Yes, I have lied to you and to our people! I have lied to protect those I love! I have allowed this to continue for too long! Too many have lost their sons and daughters because I was selfish and remained silent! I will be silent no more!”


“This is outrageous!” Cruor barked out now as he came to his feet. “I call for a vote of no confidence in the First Regent!”

Alrerin saw many heads bob up and down in agreement and he smiled once more. He nodded his own head. “And a vote we will have Regent Cruor!” He spoke shocking Ardan and Cruor. “But not before all the lies have been laid bare here today! However, right now we have other matters to attend too!” Alrerin stepped away from his chair further and looked down at where Androcles stood calmly. “We are here today, at this moment, to decide what we will do given the intelligence provided to us not only by our own people but by the Lycavorians themselves!”

“How can we trust anything they have given to us?” Ardan screamed as he also moved further away from his chair, trying to refocus the attention of everyone off of himself. “They have admitted to taking part in the abduction of our people! They have admitted to working with the OSG!”


Alrerin looked directly to Ya'sur. “Senator Ya'sur… I understand it is you who will be speaking for the Union.”


Ya'sur began to step forward with a nod but Androcles took his arm. Ya'sur turned to meet his eyes. “Milord?” He asked, his voice carrying over the internal COM speakers within the chamber.


“I will address this.” Androcles said after taking a deep breath. “I act in the stead of my parents as King and Queens of the Union.”


Ya'sur looked at him for a long moment and then smiled slightly. “As you wish Milord.”


Andro stepped away from where Ya'sur stood beside him and glanced back to where Sadi and his wives and mates stood. Caliria held tightly to Sadi’s hand with one hand, and Carisia the other. All of them stood tightly grouped together, as they had begun to do recently. He saw all of them smile and look at him with adoration and love in their eyes. Andro pulsed them all with a small portion of his aura and turned back to Alrerin.


“I will speak for the Lycavorian people in place of my father and mothers who are King and Queens of the Union.” Andro said confidently.


“It was you who gave us the intelligence you gathered implicating your own people in these acts Androcles Leonidas.” Alrerin spoke once more, giving the opening to Androcles that they had spoken of in private.

Andro nodded his head. “It was taken from several OSG operatives captured during the rescue attempt of Caliria and other Vanari females from a prominent slave trader within The Wilds in the Alpha Quadrant, yes.” He answered. “The information obtained from them led us to a number of individuals of Lycavorian descent that were actively involved in the trafficking of slaves within Union territory. Not just Vanari slaves, but others as well.”


“Where are these individuals?” Alrerin asked them. “Why were they not brought here to us for justice?”


“The Lycavorian Union does not tolerate slavery of any kind within its borders. This has been one of the cornerstones since our founding over three thousand years ago. It is a result of our time as slaves to the High Coven.” Andro answered him. “The OSG members who were captured were subsequently interrogated and then promptly executed for their actions. The information they provided to us resulted in our government seizing twenty-three other men and women of Lycavorian birth who were charged with crimes that according to Lycavorian law resulted in execution. This was carried out within one week of their discovery.”

“Were any of these men and women part of your government?” Alrerin asked.


Androcles shook his head quickly. “No sir.” He replied. “They were men and women who chose to live outside our laws and it ultimately cost them their lives. They will not be missed.” Andro’s words caused many of the Vanari Regents to gasp and stare at him in horror with the callousness of his words.


“And how do we know that they were not killed in order to protect your government’s involvement in this?” Cruor barked from his chair.


Androcles met his gaze. “I will not begin to relate to you the history of my people Regent Cruor Ahn Vernalo.” He answered. “You obviously do not care and I don’t have the patience. I can provide to this body all of the logs made during the interrogations but I will not stand here and attempt to defend my people from someone who has built his wealth and power off the backs and suffering of his own kind.”


Cruor rose quickly to his feet. “You accuse me?” He screamed.


“As one of my beloved sisters is so fond of saying, if the shoe fits, wear it.” Andro stated bluntly.


“You deny any involvement in the recent attacks on Coren Re Mydala and our own First Regent?” Ardan now snapped out the question.

“The Lycavorians involved in those attacks also targeted me and my family.” Andro answered. “They were assisted by the OSG, who are amazingly allowed free access to your planet and all of your colonies. They are supported and protected by a government that this Vanari governmental body has diplomatic and commercial ties to Regent Ardan. The relatively few Lycavorians involved in these attacks were members of the former Protectorate. Men and women who chose to ignore the former Protectorate’s own laws regarding slavery of any kind. They did not succeed in their task and they paid the price with their lives. The First Regent survived thanks in part to another of my sisters and several Lycanari as well as his own security force of Vanari Commandos. The Lycanari exist, they have existed for over a century, and several of them stand among you right now and you don’t even know it.” Andro let that sink in for a second and saw Rinel and Nyosa smiled proudly out of the corner if his eye. “Dutkne, the former Director General of the Protectorate as you all know, informed me of others within the borders of the former Protectorate who were also taking part in the slavery of Vanari men and women. They have since been dealt with in the same manner as those in the Alpha Quadrant.”


“We are expected to believe this?” Ardan exclaimed.


“I don’t particularly care if you believe it or not Ardan.” Androcles stated bluntly. “My Hadarian mother and Aunts took the work done by Caliria and were able to finish the portions of the counter agent to the OSG chemical that they have used to break Vanari females for so long. A work Caliria herself would have finished had she not been taken by the OSG. You have known this for months, you saw it work for yourself, yet you stand there now questioning the reality of this counter agent. You have kept this knowledge from many of your fellow Regents as well as the Vanari people as a whole. Why is that?”

“Our doctors and scientists were not able to confirm the validity of what you claim!” Ardan shouted. “I trust them far more than I trust a man who kills so wantonly and without provocation. Everyone here saw what you yourself did to that man in the Alpha Quadrant. It was broadcast on open frequencies by your own ships!”


“That man you are referring to was complicit in the kidnapping, enslavement and rape of my elven mother For'mya!” Andro growled loudly. “He got what he deserved according to Lycavorian law and you truly do not want to tread in those dark waters with me Regent Ardan Vu Lamurrion. And you also did not answer my question to you.”


“I do not answer to you boy!” Ardan roared.


Andro stared at him for a long moment across the distance and nodded his head. “No, you do not.” He finally spoke. “Nor do I answer to you, or the Vanari Board of Regents!”


“You are within Vanari space!” Ardan barked. “You are on our planet! You will adhere to our laws on all things!”


Andro shook his head. “No, I will not.” He stated. “Dutkne has provided to me every bit of information and every iota of intelligence that has been gathered from the first moment the Vanari encountered my people. I have read it all. You call my people savage, when it is the Vanari who began the war with my people so many years ago by trying to subvert initial talks using the Alkay secreted by your people. When this incident was discovered by my people, you destroyed a ship with over three hundred men and women on it to protect this secret. That is what began the war between the Vanari and the Protectorate. How many of your own people know that Regent Ardan, or will you try to deny history?”


“That has no bearing on what is taking place this day!” Ardan barked.


“Oh, but it has every bearing on what is happening today and what will happen in the future.” Androcles stated. “Even when the war was brought to an end by brave men and women on both sides, the Vanari Board of Regents looked upon my people as beneath them. You have known OSG agents walking the streets of Austrova even while my people are confined to their embassy. You have dismissed important intelligence and other information given to you by the former Protectorate through the years because your own people did not obtain it. This was Intelligence and information that could have saved Vanari lives, yet you chose to ignore it because it was given to you by a species you consider beneath you because we are different.” There was a flash of silvery white light and then hundreds of Vanari Regents gasped in fear and came to their feet as before them suddenly stood the massive, raven black wolf with rippling muscles and blazing azure colored eyes. Just as quickly there was another flash of silvery white light and Andro returned to his human form. 

“Yes, we can change our forms.” Androcles continued quickly. “But if that is how the Vanari judge an individual, not by our actions and deeds, but by the fact we can shift our forms to that of a majestic animal, then that it is not something I will subject my people too. That is not something my father and mothers would subject our people too.”


“Now you threaten us?” Ardan shouted.


Andro smiled sadly and shook his head. “As with so many men and women who do not know the difference between a threat and a statement of fact Regent Ardan, you only confirm my first impression of you when we met on my ship.” He answered him. “I have admitted to members of my species being involved in the kidnapping and enslavement of Vanari men and women. They were not members of my government, and they never have been. All those who were revealed to be involved in this insidious practice, both within the Alpha Quadrant and here in the Beta Quadrant, all of them have paid for that folly with their lives. That is our law.” Andro stepped forward a little.

“I have also provided to your people the intelligence that implicates you and many others from your own species, your own government, who are also involved with the OSG and helping them to enslave the Vanari. You chose to dismiss this fact even after Regent Asay has provided you with the facts and the proof of Regent Ardan’s guilt.” Androcles spoke. “If those of you in this chamber are so blind to these facts that you will do nothing, you do not have the right to sit here and lead your people in any way.”
“How dare you denounce us?” A female Regent barked out as she came to her feet.

“But you have the right to sit there and judge my people because you hold the misguided perception you are somehow better than us?” Andro spoke. “I think not.”

“Prince Androcles perhaps we…” Alrerin began when other Regents began to come to their feet in response to Androcles’ statement. This was the moment they had waited for and now he would seize it.

“No!” Andro barked loudly bringing the entire chamber to silence. “My brother Denali explained to you what would happen when I arrived here if things did not change. He was not joking Ardan.”
“You wouldn’t possibly dare to end relations with our people!” Ardan barked.

Andro met his eyes and smiled. “Then that makes you a fool.” He stated plainly. 

“You cannot do that!” Cruor shouted now.

Andro lifted his hand to reveal the small portable holodisc COM unit that fit into his palm. He tapped it with his opposite finger and the holodisc activated revealing the face and upper body of an older Lycavorian.

“Commander Dajyn, have you been monitoring?” Andro asked. 

The man nodded his head. “I have Milord.” He stated gruffly.

“How many ships in your flight Commander?” Andro asked.

“Nineteen Milord.” Dajyn answered instantly. “We are fully loaded with trade goods. From spices to computer parts. Sixty-seven billion converted to the Vanari Rynis currency.”
Andro nodded his head. “Commander, I hereby instruct you to turn your Trade Flight around and return to Amanuce. No delays Commander, simply turn around and return to Union space.”

The man blinked several times but nodded his head finally. “As you order my Prince.” He stated. “Our Vanari escort Milord?”

“Inform them of what you are doing and where the orders come from and then execute.” Andro told him. “They need not know more than that.”

“It will be done sire.” Dajyn spoke.

“Thank you.” Andro said before disconnecting the COM unit and returning it to his belt. He looked up at where Ardan and the other Regents stood. “As of this moment, there will be no more trade between the Vanari and the Union.” He spoke. “All upcoming Trade Flights will be cancelled and all profits reimbursed to the Vanari government at the normal exchange. Also as of this moment, the sitting Senate members on Amanuce are issuing a directive to all Vanari within Union space. They will be asked to come forward and depart Union space. All Vanari civilian travel through Union space will cease as of this moment.”

“We have colonies on the other side of your borders!” A Regent exclaimed.

Andro nodded his head. “You will need to find a way to reach them that does not require you crossing Union space, I’m sorry. If you do not wish to change the way you treat and act towards my people, then on behalf of my father and mothers and as Crown Prince of the Union I am issuing these orders. These directives have been ratified by the Union Senate both here and in the Alpha Quadrant. You do not wish fair trade and commerce with my people. You only wish to let the status quo continue. We however, do not.”
“This is preposterous!” Ardan shouted. 

“You may think of it however you like.” Andro spoke. “The embassy here on Austrova will be vacated by the end of this day and you may give it to whoever you find to fill the void. The Vanari embassy on Amanuce will remain open and all Vanari personnel assigned to it will keep their diplomatic status. They will not be hindered or restricted in their movements or activities as Lycavorians are here on Austrova. No additional personnel to the embassy will be allowed however, I am sorry.” Andro spoke. “The current Vanari Ambassador will return to Vanari space and Coren Re Mydala will replace him.”

“You dictate to us who we will appoint!” Ardan exclaimed.

Andro shook his head. “I am only stating who will be allowed to occupy that position. The current Ambassador is an operative for your Vanari Intelligence organization and has been for the last two hundred and sixty-three years. Or did you think we would not discover that?” This knowledge was new to many of the Regents Andro saw by the looks on their faces. “Coren Re Mydala has offered his services for this position in the interim and we have accepted. Given his recent experiences we believe he will have the interests of both parties foremost in his mind.”

“You are destroying centuries of work!” Another Regent shouted out.

“I am destroying centuries of a one-sided relationship.” Andro spoke calmly. “You treat my people as if we are beneath you in almost every way, when we have proven we are equal to you, if not more advanced in many areas. We have atoned for the crimes of a few among my people when it comes to the taking of Vanari. Those men and women have been dealt with according to our laws as I have already stated to you. We will not be treated like second rate people any longer. We have given you the means to mass produce a counter agent to the OSG serum that afflicts those Vanari injected with it. You can inoculate all Vanari and end the hold that the OSG has over your people. You have had this ability and knowledge for months and have chosen to not do anything with it.”

“We demand that the criminal Caliria Re Mydala be handed over to us!” Galar shouted quickly. “She must answer for her crimes! All of the Re Mydala children need to answer for their violation of our laws!”

“You consider attempting to rescue your child from a life of slavery a crime?” Sadi demanded now as she came up beside Androcles. 

“You understand nothing of what you speak!” Galar barked out.

“I understand enough!” Sadi spat at him. “I understand all of you are fools! You allow a select few to sell your own people into slavery and you do nothing. I understand that action is despicable no matter the reason!”

“You will be…” Galar began to shout back but Androcles stepped forward even more on the platform.

“Do not finish that statement Regent Galar!” Andro snarled loudly. “Not if you wish to remain among the living!”

“You only give credence to what many of us think of your people by your own actions here today!” Ardan yelled now.

“What you think of my people does not concern me in the least!” Andro barked back at him. “You sell your own people into slavery and reap the profits from that in order to advance your own status! And no one in this chamber, save a select few, have the fortitude to stand up and speak the truth about that! How many of you have known this was going on! How many of you have taken part in it!”
“It has been this way for centuries!” Another Vanari Regent echoed.

Androcles shook his head slowly. “And it appears that the Vanari people will have to suffer for it for even longer.” He stated. “Caliria and Arduri Re Mydala are now Princesses of the Lycavorian Union. Caliria is my wife and mate! Arduri is my brother’s wife and mate! Any attempt to forcibly make them do anything by Vanari personnel will be met by force! Do not think that for political expediency we will surrender those we love and honor! Any Vanari who wishes to remain within Union space will be welcome. Any Lycanari who wishes to return here will be welcome to leave. Any Vanari parent who wishes to see their family members again will be granted permission.”

Ardan stepped forward to the railing. “What are you speaking of?” He demanded.

Andro turned to Sadi then and nodded his head. Sadi reached up on her toes and kissed him softly before turning and motioning with her hand to those who had gathered behind them. Immediately the Lycavorians and Lycanari standing behind Androcles began to turn and depart the way they had come in, even as other Regents began to rise to their feet.

“We are not finished here!” Galar screamed.

Andro looked at him. “Yes we are.” Androcles told him. “I have other, more pressing concerns to deal with. You wish to treat us as beneath you, so be it. We do not have to tolerate it however. As of this moment all diplomatic ties between the Union and the Vanari Empire are severed. We will be neither hostile nor friendly. Any attempt to cross into Union space by Vanari forces will be met by equal force. I would not make the mistake of testing us on this issue. You would not like the response you receive.”

“You cannot dictate to us!” Cruor shouted.

“I am not dictating anything.” Andro repeated. “I’m simply stating how it will be.” He turned and saw Sadi and his wives and mates trailing the group as they departed the main chamber and he turned back to them. “As for my earlier statement, have none of you wondered where the heads of your news organizations are? Why are there so few who report your news here in this chamber? I have noticed that many of you have been looking for them.”

“What nonsense do you speak?” Ardan barked.

Androcles shook his head sadly. “It is a shame that the Vanari people have to suffer the likes of you and those like you Ardan Vu Lamurrion. They deserve so much more.” Andro turned and began to walk away while many of the Regents looked on with disbelief in their eyes.

“We are not finished here Prince Androcles!” Ardan screamed. “You cannot just walk out on this Board!”

Andro stopped and those closest to him saw his shoulders rise and fall in a deep breath. Andro turned and reached behind his back to pull out the small globe like item. “I can walk out Regent Ardan. That is exactly what I intend.” He held up his hand, palm up and exposed the small globe like object. 

“You turn your backs on tomorrow and the wonders that it could bring to the Vanari because you cannot forget the past and let go of the demons that plague you. Because you are content to sell your own people into slavery and worse in order to line your pockets and give you more power.” Andro spoke evenly. “I will not be party to that mentality and neither will my people. This… this is my parting gift to the Vanari people. This is what we have done to try and right the wrongs of a few. What you do with it is now up to you.”

“What are you doing?” Ardan screamed. “What is that?”

“This?” Andro said lifting the globe higher. “This is how it could have been.” His arm flashed upward and he heaved the globe into the air above him amidst the shouts and screams of the Vanari Regents who thought it was a bomb of some sort. Andro turned once more and began to walk out of the chamber as the globe activated and over a dozen streams of light burst from the globe and formed images.

As Vanari Regents began to regain their composure, they could see vast amounts of activity in all of the holo streams. The globe appeared to be picking up the transmissions of many different events that were taking place. As if on cue, one of the screens centered and became larger than the others and the face of a female Vanari became focused and clear and her voice began to resonate within the chambers own internal communications system. Many of the Regents present knew who she was for they watched her every evening on the Vanari news networks.

“…This is Aori Va Alsul reporting to you from the hanger deck of the Lycavorian Union warship called the SPIRIT OF THE WIND. Four days ago, I and two dozen of my fellow News Anchors were taken in the night by Vanari Commandos and brought to an undisclosed location. We were sequestered away and only told that we were going to be part of an operation that would have wide ranging repercussions across the entire Quadrant. We found ourselves split up and taken to both Vanari ships and Lycavorian Union ships like this one. I have been in contact with each of them in these last hours and what we are seeing happening is… it is simply beyond belief.” The entire Regent chamber became deathly quiet as the roar of a ship entering the hanger bay interrupted her words and she stopped talking. All of them saw several TEMPEST Fighters land in the distance and ground crews rushed forward to meet them.
“Thirty minutes ago I was brought here and just fifteen minutes after that I was told what was happening.” The Vanari reporter continued now. “Roughly nine hours ago, a combined Lycavorian Union and Vanari Cadre Commando Task Force began striking at OSG and Eridiani targets all across the Quadrant. Vanari Commandos and members of the Lycavorian Union’s own elite Durcunusaan forces began to attack OSG holding centers and auction houses and free Vanari prisoners all across this sector of space and the adjoining three sectors. We have been told this is happening across four different sectors of space as I have told you. A huge fleet of Union and Vanari ships are in this fleet alone. We are currently orbiting the known OSG planet of Uardo! This planet is one of the largest OSG held planets and all estimates by Vanari sources have stated that there are thousands of Vanari being held here. This very ship began launching fighters three hours ago and they are now beginning to return from attack sorties on the surface. We have also received word that ships carrying Vanari prisoners have begun to land and… By the Prophets!”
All of them saw the picture change to the large ship in the background as the rear ramp touched down on the deck and a combination of heavily armed Lycavorian Durcunusaan and Vanari Cadre Commandos began to quickly file off the ship carrying other Vanari men and women even as medical personnel from both species rushed forward and began to inject the arriving Vanari with something. The images shifted to another ship in the distance and the same thing was happening, then two more that were even further away across the deck. Most of the rescued Vanari were wearing green and red jumpsuits for some reason. The image shifted back to the woman who had been speaking and she now had her finger pressed to her ear to block out at least some of the noise that was happening all around her. 

“This is… it is unbelievable!” She gasped aloud with wide eyes. “I am getting reports from my fellow colleagues on other ships that this is happening everywhere! Union and Vanari ships and Commandos are beginning to return with hundreds of Vanari prisoners! OSG and Eridiani ships that tried to fight were obliterated from the stars and we’re getting reports of massive casualties among OSG and even Eridiani ground forces from the surfaces of these planets. This is unprecedented in the history of our people! Combined Union and Vanari forces appear to have struck at every known OSG installation base across four sectors with the intent to rescue Vanari citizens being held by the OSG and destroying their holding facilities! I can count over a hundred freed Vanari just within my own view and there are ships in other landing bays that are arriving as well! I can’t… this is amazing! All of these people… our people! By… By the Prophets this is a gift from the gods themselves!”
The Regent Chamber on Austrova was silent as they watched this woman break into tears at what was happening all around her. They could see other reporters urgently speaking in the other holo streams even as the images of returning ships and rescued Vanari were being beamed across the expanse of space. 

The Vanari Board of Regents would not discover until later that these transmissions were reaching every Vanari news channel on the planet as well as their colonies. In fact, it was being beamed across the entire breadth of the Beta Quadrant.

They would not be able to contain the future any longer.

ARC ROYAL

ORBITING VENTORI


To say that this morning had begun the first day of the rest of their lives would not have been appropriate, at least to Saydia Daret. The moment they had stepped foot on this ship all that her people had ever thought had been tossed to the wind. The ship itself was a wonder of technology that her people did not possess, sleek yet graceful. As Aricia Leonidas explained to her as they moved among the many different types of ships on the flight deck, this was an ARIZONA-Class Strike Carrier, which was its official designation. As she and Anthylea walked with her Saydia could not help but think that with the power of this one ship the Tasmor would never have to fear the Kintaur ever again. 

She was stunned as they were received in the landing bay of this ship like visiting royalty. Even after what they had attempted on the surface Saydia could detect no hostility or distrust in the faces or the eyes of those she saw. She and Anthylea were both shocked to see men giving orders to females but then twenty meters away females were giving orders to men. There was no question or doubt among the many different species that they saw as they went about their way to carry out these orders. It was astonishing to say the least. Saydia knew that the Tasmor males who served in the Fleet were granted much more leeway in their actions and words to females simply because of their duties. There were very few male officers within the Tasmor Fleet, but the half dozen she could recall right away were very well respected and had many years of experience. Namiri’s own father was a ship Captain, a tall and well-built man by Tasmor standards, even the Tasmor females who served on his ship adored the man.
They had split up upon arriving with Perlyea departing the landing bay with Queen Anja while Aricia and the elf Queen For'mya began to show her and Anthylea around the ship. These Lycavorians were so unlike the Pralor people it was as if comparing night and day. There were parts of the ship that they were not shown understandably Saydia knew, but these two women were forthright and honest in everything else. They answered their questions, and Saydia had asked many she knew, without a hint of arrogance or deception that she could detect. They did not mince words and while For'mya seemed to be the word reserved of the two, Saydia could feel the pride they both felt as they showed off their ship. They were not shy either Saydia soon discovered, as shortly after they began to the tour, they took each other’s hands and held them tightly. Saydia did not understand how they could all be the wives of one man. That they were lovers came as no surprise to her, nor was it strange in any way. There were thousands of such relationships among the Tasmor simply because there were so few males. Yet how these three women, and three other Queens that she had not even met, how they could share and love the same man was almost beyond her.

That was until Aricia and For'mya began to tell her and Anthylea about their beloved Martin Leonidas. 

ARC ROYAL MEDICAL BAY


Perlyea Kalrr had been brought up believing that the Tasmor were the greatest and most important species within the universe. As she grew older she knew that this was a mentality that all species carried with them, but Perlyea truly believed that the Tasmor people, her people were something special. This is how she had lived her life and in over three hundred and fifty years of that life, nothing had ever made her think otherwise.

Until today.


Perlyea Kalrr felt the most comfortable with a computer and research tools. For the last decades she had been working almost solely on trying to change the Tasmor people’s fortunes for the better. She had been trying to save them, and in doing so, Perlyea now recognized she had let so much pass her by. She had become far too focused and directed on that goal that nothing else mattered to her. After the horrendous death of her mother and sisters at the hands of the Kintaur she had turned exclusively to her work. She realized now that had been a mistake for she had dismissed so much that could have actually helped her. She was widely recognized as the most intelligent of their people in anything medically related because of her role and what she had accomplished up until this point, but that single minded focus had very nearly cost the Tasmor people their future and their lives. She had brought them to the brink of destruction at the hands of a species and culture that was very similar to their own in many ways. A species that could wipe them from existence and not even break a sweat. Perlyea always considered herself to be an excellent judge of people and this is why she had asked for volunteers from the Ventori Lycavorians in order to help her. She felt that they would respond positively when others did not and she was right. Hundreds had come forward in order to assist her by donating their blood and DNA in order for her to improve the Tasmor people. Many may have done it as a way to thank the Tasmor for saving them, but many more she sensed did it simply for the reason that they were helping others.

Perlyea now knew her obsession had almost been her undoing.


The moment Anja had led her into this Medical Bay Perlyea knew what path lay before her now. Anja Leonidas was without question one of the most astonishingly beautiful females Perlyea had ever seen before. Her Persian red hair and jade colored eyes were heart stopping all by themselves, but when added to her insanely fit and lush figure, Perlyea was quite sure she had never seen a more desirable female before. She was also far more intelligent than herself and…


“Don’t do that.” Anja’s voice broke into her thoughts.


Perlyea turned to look at her, blinking several times. “Excuse me?” 


Anja came up in front of her and held out the mug of steaming hot lightly colored liquid. “It’s called coffee.” She said. “It’s a special blend that Aricia made when she was pregnant with our first son Androcles. It has become the most popular brand across the entire Union now and it is very good. You didn’t strike me as being a black coffee person so I added a light sweetener and some cream.”

Perlyea took the mug and felt the heat through the material. The liquid smelled delicious and she brought it to her lips and sipped it slowly. Her eyes grew wide at the rich flavor and the way it warmed her insides as it went down her throat. “This is delicious!” She exclaimed.


Anja smiled and nodded her head. “Martin and I drink it by the bucket. Our sons Andro and Denali and our daughter Eliani too.” She said as her jade green eyes twinkled in the light of the medical bay. Perlyea was without a doubt a very beautiful woman in Anja’s eyes, and given the right circumstances she would undoubtedly have many wolves chasing after her for her warmth. She struck Anja as being a powerful woman of both mind and body and many Alphas would think it an honor to court her for her affections. “Never consider others to be more intelligent than you Perlyea.”


Perlyea looked at her with wide eyes now. “How did…”


Anja smiled brightly. “I have been in your shoes.” She answered. “On several occasions.”


“You?” Perlyea gasped.


“Because you have not learned something or do not have the technology does not make you any less intelligent than the next person.” Anja told her. “My dear friend Eurin told me that shortly after I met her. I was being introduced to all of this for the first time, just like you. She told me to embrace it, learn how to use it and then go after more.” Anja smiled. “So I did.”


Anja turned slightly and leaned against the empty medical bed beside Perlyea. “All these computers and knowledge are all good, but what really counts is what is in here.” Anja touched her chest over her heart. “And I can smell that your heart is in the right place.”

“You can smell that?” Perlyea asked stunned.


“You pick up on little things once you are wolf.” Anja said with a shrug. “My sense of smell is nothing compared to Martin or our son Androcles. Those two can track someone across an entire planet if they wanted to, just by their smell, even if they are thousands of kilometers away when they start. It’s scary sometimes what they can do. Aricia is almost as good as them, but I like to consider myself not so bad.” She said with a smile. “Like the fact that you are like Anthylea. You took the gene enhancement as well didn’t you?”


Perlyea looked somewhat embarrassed but slowly nodded her head. “I did not want to subject my people to something that was unknown. I tested it on myself yes. But it did not do what I had hoped.”


Anja tilted her head. “What do you mean?”


“The L-Gene, that is what I called it, it improved my overall physical conditioning, my regenerative abilities, my strength and other things, just as it did for Anthylea and the others like us, but it did not do what I had hoped it would do.” Perlyea said.


“Like you?” Anja asked.


Perlyea sighed gently. “Anthylea and I are among those Tasmor females that evolution chose to change. We are called Breeders. It is a stupid and vile term to me, but it is what we are called. It was nature’s way, at least in my opinion, of improving the chances for Tasmor females to carry children. We are…” Perlyea looked shyly at the floor, which was saying quite a bit for Anja could smell her embarrassment.

Anja stepped forward and took her arm. “I understand.” She spoke gently. “And it is nothing to be ashamed of. We have those within the Union who are like this. We call them Drow. They were subjected to some horrific experiments in order to make them like this, but all of them have found lives and a future. Many have even found wives and have children.”


Perlyea looked at her with wide eyes. “Truly?” She gasped.


Anja nodded her head. “Their numbers aren’t as large as the Tasmor by any means, and they were never meant to have children, but most of them have adopted children and built solid and lasting relationships and friendships. You will find that we are a very open people and what you have between your legs does not matter in the least to most.” Anja blurted out and then her own eyes went wide and she looked embarrassed. “Oh forgive me!” She stammered.


Perlyea couldn’t help but smile at this reaction and she shook her head. “You speak your mind and are direct with your words. I prefer this.”


Anja chuckled now. “Yes, well if you ask Martin, my tongue usually gets me in trouble.” She said with a smile. “And I don’t mean when I am using it on him.”


Perlyea now couldn’t help the laugh that escaped her lips and it felt so very good to feel. She had not laughed in so long and it filled her with happiness. It told her that she was still capable of such feelings. She shook her head as she continued to smile. “You and your fellow Queens are not shy about your desire and love for him.” She said finally.


Anja shook her head. “No, we are not.” She replied. “He is the center of our world, of our hearts, and none of us could ever desire another like we do him. He may have changed all of us, well except Aricia and Bella, he passed his blood to us, but that isn’t why we love him so.”


“One day I wish to find love like this.” Perlyea said softly.


“Keep the faith.” Anja told her. “When it happens, it usually comes out of nowhere and hits you like a ton of rocks.”


Perlyea met her eyes. “You bring me here, show me all of this, even after what I did. Why?”


Anja smiled once more. “Whatever your intent, it was never about conquering or hurting others. It was always about helping your people. Am I correct in that?”


Perlyea nodded her head. “I fear this single obsession clouded my intentions and I was willing to do almost anything to accomplish this.”


“But you recognize that now?” Anja asked.


Perlyea grinned slightly. “Coming face to face with death usually does that.” She said. “Your husband, he would have killed us because of what I did wouldn’t he? If your pilot had died, he would not have hesitated and he would have killed us all.”


Anja nodded her head. “Without a second’s hesitation.” She answered honestly. “He can be very protective of his friends and family. He has known Tina for a very long time and they have been through a lot together.”


Perlyea shook her head in disbelief. “And I almost brought his wrath down upon my people with my obsession.” She said softly.


“That’s the past.” Anja spoke quickly. “That is how Marty wants it to be. He was right in telling you what he did. We are not the Pralor people Perlyea Kalrr and we honor those who are our friends.”


“Are we your friends?” Perlyea asked.


“I think having you here on this ship is answer enough.” Anja answered. 


Perlyea looked around the Med Bay and couldn’t help but agree. What she had seen here so far this day was beyond anything she had ever imagined and to be friends with a species like this would have untold advantages. “Yes, it is.” She answered.

Anja nodded her head. “Good.” She said. “And I’ll let you in on a little secret… you didn’t fail Perlyea.”


Perlyea looked at her oddly. “What… what do you mean?”


“The L-Gene as you called it is doing exactly what you wanted it to do.” Anja spoke.


Perlyea’s eyes grew wider now. “What?”


“There is something you didn’t know when you began using the blood and DNA of the Lycavorians on Ventori. It’s probably something they themselves did not know because they have never encountered different species.” Anja explained. “The Lycavorian virus that changes a person, once that virus is introduced into another’s bloodstream, certain changes take place almost immediately while others take much longer to complete.”


Perlyea looked at her. “I don’t understand.”


“When did you began administering the L-Gene?” Anja asked.


Perlyea thought quickly. “I asked for the volunteers a month after they began arriving and within two months I had a viable sample to test. Once I realized it worked on me I began to mass produce it for the others like me.”


Anja nodded her head. “I thought so. And that’s exactly what I would have done. However, what you didn’t know is that the Lycavorian virus in their blood works at its own pace. It will speed some changes, like the healing properties and increased stamina and strength and such, but more detailed changes need time. I was fully wolf three months after Martin turned me, but I could not have children because the changes had not completed their alterations to my physiology. That took much longer. Almost two years to be exact.”


Perlyea’s eyes became wider as she realized what Anja was saying, while Anja smiled as she saw the light of recognition and realized she had found someone just as intelligent as her and Duewa. Someone who thought out of the box just as they did.


“Then it… it will work?” Perlyea gasped finally. 


Anja nodded her head. “Oh yes.” She said pulling out her P9 and setting her coffee on the bed. She typed quickly on the console. “I ran some additional tests on Anthylea’s blood when we first got here. Because of the composition of Tasmor physiology, it is just taking longer for the changes to become complete.” She showed Perlyea the small screen and the computer model of the changing genes within Anthylea’s body. “By my estimation, given the rate of change and when you say she was injected, the L-Gene will finish altering her DNA within two months. Then the changes will be complete and she will be able to… well, she will be fertile.” Anja looked at Perlyea. “We would need to know when you injected the others for a more definitive report on the other Tasmor that took the L-Gene, including yourself, but I’d hazard a guess and say most are nearing that point.”


“Gods!” Perlyea gasped as she stared at the computer screen. “I never… I thought it was a failure!”


“It was no failure Perlyea.” Anja told her. “It was actually really good work. The protein and enzyme additions were perfect and adding the Tasmor central DNA core modules was brilliant. That will keep the Lycavorian DNA from becoming dominant.”


Perlyea looked at her. “This means that…”


Anja nodded once more. “Yep. With a few more tweaks we can make it so this L-Gene works on all Tasmor.” She said. “And it will not drastically alter the Tasmor in any way as a species. You will still be Tasmor, just a more robust breed of Tasmor. As will all the children born after the L-Gene has been distributed to your people.”


Perlyea looked at her with wide eyes. “I… I never imagined that…”


The internal COM came alive and Anja turned her head as Duewa moved quickly into the Med Bay area where they were from her office.


ATTENTION! ATTENTION! ARC ROYAL IS NOW AT CONDITION TWO! ARC ROYAL IS NOW AT CONDITION TWO! 


Anja looked at Duewa as she came up to them. “Dee… what’s wrong.”


“Anja, Martin and the others have discovered something on the surface.” Duewa told her. “Aricia and For'mya are bringing Saydia Daret and Anthylea to the landing bay. He needs you to bring your gear and Perlyea and then all of you move to the surface.”


“Duewa, why do you look so pale?” Anja asked her with concern.


Duewa held out the data pad to her. “You aren’t going to like it Anja.” She said softly. “Not one bit.”

JORLARI

WESTERN EDGE OF THE CITY


Martin settled to one knee between Julie and Kasdan as they were scanning the large five story building on the fringes of the city. Most of the structures around them had been reduced to rubble in the fighting it appeared for only the shells of buildings remained now. Danny, T'lolt and Kenny were kneeling behind them with Namiri and Emylea between them. Though she was a ship’s commander Emylea Daret obviously had been well trained in ground operations and this showed in her movement and handling of the weapons Kenny had provided to her. Martin already knew that Namiri was very proficient and was unconcerned about her skills. Though not as experienced as the other members of his team, she was very competent and skilled.


“Talk to me Kasdan. Jules?” Marin spoke softly.


“The facility appears to be underneath that five story structure to our front.” Kasdan told him. “It is considerably larger than the other one Martin. My thermal ground scans are revealing different portions of underground tunnels but it appears to be intermittent at times. I am overlapping it with the initial scans we took of the surface upon entering the system but the scans are accurate. Julie?”


Julie nodded from beside him as she worked on her own P9. “Same here. Sonic scans are bouncing back in places where the ground either caved in on the tunnels below or was brought down intentionally.”


“Intentionally?” Martin asked.


“The entire area is saturated with explosive residue.” Kasdan spoke once more. “There was a large battle in this area. I’m detecting signs of more Pralor weaponry and traces of Pralor manufactured explosives.”


Martin turned his head as Namiri came up beside him on one side and Emylea the other. Danny settled to the ground just behind them as Kenny covered their rear. “Kasdan are you sure?” Martin asked.


Kasdan nodded his head. “Yes.”


“The Pralor people did this?” Namiri asked with a tinge of heat and anger in her voice.


Kasdan shook his head quickly. “No. Pralor weapons were used but my people did not do this.”


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


Kasdan turned to look at Martin and he nodded his head. “Show them.” He spoke.


Kasdan didn’t hesitate and shifted his P9 into a position that both Namiri and Emylea could view it. He touched the screen lightly. “Look at the composition of the elements here. This is the formula that is used to make our explosive.” He pointed to one side of the screen. “These are the traces of what I am detecting now.” He motioned to the other side of the screen.

Namiri reached out and ran her finger along the screen. She knew immediately what Kasdan was trying to show them for she had dealt with explosives before. “They are not the same.” She said softly. “Similar but not the same. It is… this formula is much cruder.”


Kasdan nodded his head with a smile. “And once more your people prove why we were stupid to not embrace the Tasmor when we had the chance.” He told her.


Namiri looked at him with wide eyes, Emylea’s face mirroring her sister’s in surprise. Martin chuckled aloud. “I told you not all Pralors are arrogant fools.” He said with a smile. “There are those among them that actually have an open mind.”


Kasdan smiled as he looked at Martin. “Thank you Martin.” He stated.


“Where’s the entrance to this facility?” Martin asked looking at Julie.


“Three hundred meters straight on.” Julie answered. “Looks like it’s a sewer entrance here. Nothing connecting to the building. Looks like a wall in the tunnel is actually a door into a part of the sewer that is not connected to the rest of the tunnel system either.”


“Sibfla Jules.” Danny spoke from behind them. “Haven’t we spent enough time in sewers up to this point in our lives?”


Julie smiled at him. “Can’t be any worse than smelling you twenty-four seven.” Julie spat at him. “I don’t know how Anuk, Nayeca and Kesyla do it.”


Martin grinned as he looked at Danny and he threw Julie the middle finger of his right hand causing Martin to laugh a little louder. “You left yourself wide open for that one fervon.” Martin told him.


“Yeah… yeah, fuck you too.” Danny hissed at him but with no malice in his voice.


Namiri and Emylea simply looked at each other, not believing the interaction between these men and women and the man who was their King.


Martin shook his head with a smile and touched his jaw activating his implant. “Colin?”


“Here Skipper.” Colin’s voice echoed in all of their earpieces.


“Location?” Martin asked.


“Pablo and I are in the shadows about a hundred meters north of you.” Colin answered. “We have eyes on what appears to be the front of this building. No movement or activity in the least that we can see.”


Martin nodded his head. “Sewer entrance to your two o’clock. Jules says that’s our way in.”


“Wonderful…” Colin echoed. “More sewers. I love sewers.”


“Meet you there.” Martin spoke with a smile.


“Moving.” Colin answered.


It took all of them under a minute to converge on the manhole cover that would give them access and almost without thought T'lolt reached down and yanked the cover from the ground with barely any effort. Colin and Pablo dropped into the darkness of the tunnel below with no hesitation followed quickly by Martin, Namiri, Emylea, Julie and Kasdan. Danny, Cody and Kenny were the last and both of them gasped at the stench that hit then when they touched the concrete floor of the tunnel.


“Nubou lae!” Kenny hissed in a whisper. “It smells like month old dead flesh in here!”


Namiri and Emylea were holding their hands over their noses, their eyes watching as the faces of Martin and the Lycavorians among them were twisted into masks of disgust. Julie quickly handed them new sets of olfactory blockers which they promptly put in. She smiled at them as she inserted the second one into her nostril and then they watched as the others quickly followed suit. Due to the fact that they were vampire and wolf, their eyes adjusted to the lighting change much more quickly than Kasdan and their Tasmor comrades. Both vampire and wolf preferred to fight at night anyway. Martin saw Colin and Pablo on either side of the section of wall ten meters further ahead of them, Kasdan running his scanner over the solid face of the granite and steel wall.

Martin looked at Namiri and Emylea. “Namiri you stay close to me, Emylea remain right by Julie! This place stinks and I don’t like it! Something ain’t right!”


Emylea moved closer to Julie as Namiri followed him forward. “What does he mean?” She asked.


Julie looked at her. “The Skipper has got the supreme nose of noses among his people.” She explained quickly. “He could sniff out a rat from thirty kilometers away if need be. He also has the finest instincts of anyone alive today. He senses something that is not supposed to be here.”


“That something is not good I take it.” Emylea asked.


Julie shook her head quickly. “It never is.” She stated calmly. “Trouble always seems to find us no matter how much we try to avoid it. Stay close to me.” She began to move forward down the tunnel.


Martin moved up beside Kasdan and knelt down with Namiri on his left and Danny now on his right. “Kasdan?” He asked softly.


“I have found the trigger to make the wall retract but something isn’t right.” Kasdan said.


Danny shook his head. “Fuck! One person says that and we might get lucky, two people say that and we are well and truly screwed.”


“Indeed.” T'lolt echoed softly.


“Talk to me Kasdan.” Martin said.


“I am detecting three intermittent life signs on the other side of this wall.” Kasdan said. “They are within the facility itself.”


“Lycavorian?” Martin asked.


Kasdan shook his head. “No. I cannot… I cannot determine what they are, only that they are there.” He spoke looking at Martin. “They are neither Lycavorian nor Pralor or Tasmor. They are not even Svorag. I’ve never seen anything like it.”


“Man you are just a bundle of good news.” Martin told him. “How far in?”

“The facility appears to be six levels.” Kasdan spoke looking at his P9. “Perhaps half a kilometer square. I cannot get a lock on them because they are so intermittent, but my best guess is one thirty meters in and on the first level, slightly northeast of our current position. The other two are on the third and the fourth levels. Martin, I am also detecting active Pralor Etheric Security Protocols radiating from one of the doors on the fourth level. It appears to be the elevator down to the fifth and sixth levels. They are deeper than the first four.”


“Etheric? You’re sure?” Martin asked.


Kasdan nodded. “Yes.”


Martin made his decision quickly Namiri noted, and without hesitation. “Open the door. Colin, Pablo you two are with me and Danny. The rest of you hold here.”


“King Leonidas you…” Namiri began to protest but Martin looked at her and shook his head.


“You stay here.” He stated once more. “I’m not risking you or your sister regardless of what we may find. You two have a much larger role to play in the future than you can see right now.”


Namiri’s eyes grew wider at this statement and she looked quickly to where Emylea knelt and also wore an expression of surprise. She turned back to Martin. “What… what do you mean?” She asked.


“Trust me on this one.” Martin said before turning to look at Danny. “Let’s go.”


All of their considerable training and experience was in play now as they moved down the corridor with their weapons at the ready. Over a hundred years of small unit operations experience resided in these four men. They were Operators once more. Not King or General or elite troops. Just operators who knew what the other would do in every given situation. Men who could speak to one another without uttering a word. Colin and Pablo had been the first that Martin and Danny had turned all those years ago, Pablo now holding the distinction of being one of the most gifted turned wolves in the Union. While Colin was a vampire, he retained all of the knowledge being a wolf gave to him back then and he had blended it perfectly with his vampire skills now. Julie and Kasdan were monitoring their progress from their P9s, Namiri and Emylea pressed close to her sides to watch.

“Why did he only take four?” Namiri finally asked in a whisper. “Wouldn’t it be better to enter the facility in force?”


Julie smiled and shook her head. “Back in the day, before all of this now, the four of them always worked together. We were all part of a larger team but we worked better with certain members. Kenny and I, Cody and the Master Chief Tony, we were another team within the team. We just meshed better.” Julie looked at them. “The Skipper, Danny, Colin and Pablo, they were and they are the epitome of entering by force.” 

The corridor was dimly lit, only emergency power operating it seemed, but this did not hamper them in any way due to their wolf and vampire genes. Colin and Pablo inched along on one side of the corridor, Martin and Danny opposite them on the other side of the corridor, their chopped down P190 A5s held in the ‘ready’ positon for use.

Kasdan? Martin’s voice reached out to them in Mindvoice.

Kasdan was watching them on the computer screen. The intersection you are at, go left. He replied. The signal is still there and still intermittent. You will need to cross through what appears to be two labs and into the secondary corridor, but whoever it is, they are remaining still in that corridor.

Martin looked at Colin, who was in front of Pablo and motioned silently with his finger. Colin nodded and dropped to one knee while extending his head around the corner of the steel wall. His head was exposed for all of two seconds and he pulled back to look at Martin. Using his hand and fingers he gave them the layout of the corridor to their left. Doors on either side twenty meters down the corridor. One sealed and one open. Martin had extended his head around the other corridor and saw in the first half second that it was a straight shot to a doorway with no other points of entry in the corridor. He relayed that same info and then held up four fingers and pointed to the left. They moved then, like four ghosts, completely silent without even a rustle in the stale air. All of their eyes were changed now to that of their wolf personas and Colin’s eyes had become the cobalt blue of his vampire nature now. Their fangs were out and exposed as they moved without even a whisper of noise down either side of the corridor. Martin glanced into the lab area behind Colin and Pablo, seeing nothing, while Colin and Pablo did the same to the room behind them. The glass partitions appeared to be nearly chest high and allowed them to move easily in their crouched positions without exposing themselves. 


The corridor ended just past he two doors and Colin and Pablo waited for Martin to nod his head and they shifted to the same side of the corridor on the opposite side of the door. Both Danny and Pablo were facing in opposite directions to cover their rears as Martin and Colin both took a split second to glance into the darkened room with several dimly lit monitors and a sparking console on the wall. 


Clear. Colin spoke.


Same. Martin echoed.


Computers appear active Skipper. Colin spoke. And there is definitely power to this level given that the wall is sparking.


Agreed. Martin answered. One door to the left. Five meters. Bunch of tables and all kinds of shit on the floor.

Looks like a struggle but no blood or weapons scoring anywhere. Pablo chimed in now. I’m not liking this Skipper.


Agreed. Martin said. Danny?


I’m not one to state the obvious, but something very bad happened here. Danny spoke. We’re about to step into a pile of shit.

I think we already have. Colin echoed.


That is when they heard it. The deep rumbling of a low growl, like the sound of a bear before it attacked.


What the fuck was that? Pablo hissed.


Whatever it is, it can’t be good for us. Colin commented. Man, the shit just got real deep.

Martin! Kasdan’s voice erupted with Mindvoice. Martin it is right behind you! Move! Move!

The unearthly roar cut off all speech then as the glass and wall section above where Martin squatted exploded outward and two massive, scale like arms wrapped around Martin’s upper body in the blink of an eye. 

“Fuck!” Colin screamed as he and Pablo staggered back lifting their weapons. “Skipper!”


“Martin!” Danny roared as he grabbed for Martin’s arms just before another savage roar pierced the corridor and those scale like arms ripped upwards, carrying Martin and Daniel up and through the glass and steel frame as if they were weightless toys.

 Then they disappeared into the darkness of the next room.

