CHAPTER FORTY-NINE

LENTANI 

ROTHRYN HOMEWORLD
CAPITAL OF LLON
SEPTEMBER 3RD, 2575, 1100 HOURS

He had never been to the Praetor’s home in the nearly eight hundred years Dyack had held the position. The differences between the two men were too great. They had once been very good friends, but their ideology was different, and this eventually caused them to drift apart in words and actions. Dyack had many powerful friends who thought like he did, far more than he was able to muster against him. A new mindset had begun to creep into Rothryn society over the course of the last two to three hundred years and while he did not disapprove of this mentality, he was of the mind that things needed to move slower. He was a powerful man and exceptionally intelligent, but he was also very practical. He had done many things in the past that he had come to regret, but these were things that he had tried to make right through the years and they were mistakes that he learned from and never committed again. He did not hold a position of power within the government, he detested politics to the extreme, but he loved his people and what they had accomplished. His six foot two frame was solid and muscular and his dark brown hair was just beginning to gray on the edges, signifying his distinguished age of nearly five thousand two hundred years.


Dyack’s home was elegant, yet modest. He knew the man from decades ago when they were close friends and he knew that Dyack hated any kind of pomp. There were half a dozen Security personnel outside the main entrance as his Lifter car stopped and he began to get out. He waited while one of those Security officers came up to his vehicle.


“Lord Barnak.” He spoke. 


“I do not like being summoned in the middle of the night.” Barnak spat. “I am not one of the Praetor’s lackeys!”


The security officer didn’t blink or show any emotion and he simply motioned with his hand to the entrance. “The Praetor waits for you in his office sir.” He spoke. “Please follow the Lieutenant.”


Barnak huffed in discord as he began marching towards the entrance and the Rothryn Lieutenant fell in just in front of him. Barnak did not know what to expect to be honest, only that two of Dyack’s personal guard appeared at his home and told him that the Praetor requested his presence. They had also told him this was not a request that was to be denied. Barnak had never know Dyack to be pushy towards others and this alone was a surprise. Over the last few months Barnak had been gathering information of Dyack’s supposedly secret dealings with the Eridiani OSG. He was very close to discovering what it is that Dyack was trying to accomplish by working with the OSG criminals, and he was going to use what influence he had to bring this information to light and call for an emergency election to replace him. The OSG were nothing more than slavers and scum as far as Barnak was concerned, and the Praetor of the Rothryn people should not have any dealings with them in the least.

As they entered the large home the first thing Barnak noted was the lack of security inside. The six security officers outside were a common fixture and had been for decades, but there were none within the home itself that he could see. As Barnak suspected, the interior was stylishly decorated but there were no extravagant items to be seen anywhere. Dyack was not one for pomp he saw, unlike what some of their news reporters suggested because he refused to allow them into his home. Barnak respected this for he was comparable when it came to his home. It was not for others to see, and while comfortably furnished, Barnak detested opulence in every form and his home was very similar in nature to what he was standing in now. While it did not appear so from outside, the activity within the home was very high given the hour at which it was right now. He glanced up and looked along the balcony that circled the main greeting hall and now he saw both military officers and security forces moving along the walkway. None were watching or making note of his arrival which told Barnak that something else was going on. The lieutenant led him down a side corridor lined with holo images of past events within Rothryn society. Most of them were of great historical importance to the Rothryn people and Barnak was surprised they were displayed so prominently along the walls. They passed through a large set of double doors and into an office area that was massive to say the least. 


Dyack’s desk was situated on the far side of the room near a set of double glass doors that exited onto a patio of sorts. Along one entire wall was a library of written books and countless scrolls and data pads, some of which looked to be thousands of years old. The center of the room was taken up by a blazing fireplace built into the floor and surrounded by couches and chairs. The opposite side of the office room held a huge chart table where he saw four men he did not recognize discussing something and motioning to the images on the chart table. They ignored him after quick glances in his direction and then Barnak saw Dyack rise from the plush couch where he sat with Aleatia and his son Kelelm. His son Anroth was not present though Barnak didn’t question this. Anroth, like his own oldest son Denld, was reckless and more prone to violence in order to get what they wanted. Anroth and his son were very close and Barnak had spent many hours attempting to keep them out of trouble or trying to repair their mistakes. They were not the brightest of individuals and their actions usually resulted in more harm than good.


Barnak moved right up to the center of the room where Dyack moved around the second of three couches and looked at the Lieutenant. “That will be all Niac. Inform Major Tanif that we are not to be disturbed now.”   


The Lieutenant nodded his head. “As you order Praetor.” He spoke before turning and heading back the way he had come.


Dyack looked at Barnak. “Thank you for coming. And welcome to my home.” He spoke calmly and evenly.


“I was not given much choice!” Barnak barked angrily. “I am not some person off the street that you can just summon on a whim Dyack! Why am I here? Give me an answer before I turn and leave your home!”


Dyack met his angry gaze. “You are welcome to leave.” He answered him. “In which case I will assume your guilt and have my men execute you before you make it to the front door.”


Barnak looked at him with wide eyes. “Guilt?” He exclaimed. “What are you talking about? I am guilty of nothing! What is this all about? It is you who are guilty Dyack! Of far more than normal people know! You conspire with known criminals and savages! You dare accuse me of such things when your own hands are covered in the blood of hundreds of Vanari and you are tainted by actions our people consider to be vile! The OSG and their cohorts are a stain of corruption and crime, yet you work with them casually!”


Dyack smiled slightly. “I see you have been talking to my son Anroth.” He stated.


“Your son told me of your secret dealings with the OSG!” Barnak spat. “Did you think this would not be discovered?”


“Anroth did exactly as I knew he would.” Dyack spoke. “I allowed him to overhear what he did Barnak, I allowed this because I knew he would bring it to you and you would try to use this information to attack me. It was part of my plan.”


Barnak blinked in surprise. “Plan?” He snapped. “What plan? What foolishness do you speak now? Once I reveal this information to the Rothryn Council they will call for your head! They will absolve your leadership and elect a new Praetor!”


Dyack nodded his head. “And I’m quite sure there are many on the Council who would jump at this chance! Including you.”


“I have no desire whatsoever to be Praetor but many of your policies have catapulted our people into the unknown!” Barnak snapped. “We are moving too fast and dismissing too many of our values for the sake of advancement! This is wrong Dyack and you know it!”


Dyack turned and looked at Aleatia for a long moment and then he turned back to look at Barnak. “In many cases you are right.” He stated calmly.


Barnak’s eyes grew wide at this admission and he stammered, unable to form a response for a few seconds. He shook his head quickly. “What trickery is this?” He demanded.


Dyack turned and retrieved the data pad that Aleatia held out to him. He looked at it briefly and then held it out to Barnak. “Many events have happened in the recent past that have altered my outlook on things Barnak. Things that you can’t begin to imagine. We were friends once Barnak, and it is because of that friendship that I brought you here now. I wish to know if you had anything to do with this…” Barnak snatched the data pad from his hand.


“What is this?” He spat.


“Your response to this…” Dyack told him. “It will determine whether you live through this night or not.”


“You dare threaten me!” Barnak barked.


“They tried to take my daughter!” Dyack roared as he stepped right up to Barnak and placed his face only inches from the man. The extreme emotion and anger swelling within him caused his wolf fangs to extend instantly, something that Dyack had not allowed in more centuries than he could remember. “Sehri! The youngest of my children! They tried to kidnap my daughter to murder and conduct their foul tests on! Tell me you were not part of this! Tell me you had no knowledge of this Barnak! For if you did I will take your life from you one limb at a time!”


Aleatia got quickly to her feet and moved up beside him taking his arm. “Dyack my love…” She gasped as she pulled gently on his arm.


Barnak’s eyes were equally as wide as the first taste of fear he had felt in decades filled his mouth and senses. He glanced down at the data pad and began to read, a sick feeling of dread filling his gut. His eyes grew even wider as he read, the scope of such an act hitting home for he had three daughters as well, two of whom he had been hiding for they too had begun to show much more talent within the Etheric realm than the Rothryn Science Academy allowed. The more he read, the more nauseated he became and the angrier he became. Everything he had been fighting for all of these years, all that Dyack had been fighting for these years, it suddenly dawned on Barnak that they had been enemies when they should have been friends. He looked up into Dyack’s face, his eyes changed and his fangs still extended, the anger surging through him a palpable thing in the air now.

“Dyack, as we were once friends, I swear to you on the life of my youngest daughters who are like Sehri, I had no idea of this!” Barnak finally spoke.


Aleatia’s eyes grew wide and she moved closer to him. “Chai and Ueri?” She gasped. “They have developed the same skills as Sehri?”


Barnak nodded his head, his heart and soul telling him that they were at a crossroads as a people now and what was needed at this time more than anything was truth and unity. “They began to show signs six years ago.” He answered. “I have been hiding them ever since. They are only a few years younger than Sehri and I…” He looked at Dyack. “On my own life Dyack, I had no part in this! No knowledge of this!”


“You allowed your son to torture Protectorate prisoners Barnak.” Dyack spoke. “They died because of this.”


“Denld did that on his own!” Barnak snapped softly. “I gave no such orders! I am not a monster! They were injured from their crash and I only wanted to give them treatment in order to question them about their skills. Denld tortured them without my knowledge! I had no choice but to declare they had died in the crash! I was… I was only trying to protect our people by those actions. If the Protectorate had known what my son did they would have called for justice and whatever opportunity we as Rothryn may have had to learn of such things would have been lost forever! We have disagreed on how to bring our people into the future Dyack, I will freely admit this to you, but I have never, I would never sanction such actions! Against anyone!”


Dyack had calmed down somewhat for he had detected no lie coming from Barnak in his scent. Ever since Denali Leonidas had first come to Austrova and Dyack realized what he was, he had been working hard on relearning the skills their people had let fall to the side through the many centuries. This time also made Dyack come to realize that he too had been wrong.


“I should have listened to you old friend.” Dyack spoke softly.


Barnak gazed at him with wide eyes. “What?”


“I should have listened to you. I have… I have pushed for change that our people were not ready for.” Dyack answered.


“Dyack, I am not against change!” Barnak declared. “It is a natural way of life and I embrace that, but you were…”


“Pushing us too fast and too soon.” Dyack finished the statement for him. “I have come to realize that Barnak. Much has happened in these last few months that you do not know and it has made me realize that I was wrong on many counts.”

“You have made us stronger as a people as well Dyack.” Barnak spoke. “I would be a fool to not acknowledge that.”

“But my actions have allowed the Science Academy to become much more powerful than I ever envisioned them to be. More powerful than they should be allowed. I allowed them to have that power and now they have twisted it to something evil that they use for their own corrupt purposes. Our people fear those monsters now when they should be looking to them for wisdom. How many of our people’s children have disappeared inside those walls to never be heard from again? Their deaths are on my hands.” Dyack spoke evenly.

Barnak shook his head. “No. Their deaths are on the heads of those monsters who walk the halls of power there!” He hissed. “You don’t think I see what they have become? Why do you think I hide my own daughters just as you and Aleatia have hidden Sehri from them for so long?”

Dyack stepped closer to him now, his eyes back to normal and his wolf fangs no longer exposed. “You know that Sehri has become the wife of Androcles Leonidas. The Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union.” He said.

Barnak nodded his head slowly. “It has been the talk of the planet for days.” He said. “Many sons among the powerful families were not happy. They had hoped to court Sehri and take her as their mate. There have been calls for you to absolve this joining, you must know that.”
Dyack nodded his head. “I do.” He answered. “That is something that will never happen however. Barnak, my daughter Sehri, she can now shift her form.” Dyack spoke softly revealing something that only a handful of Rothryn now knew. 
“What do you mean?” Barnak asked.

“She can become wolf, just as our people were able to do over a hundred thousand years ago. Androcles has given this gift back to her.” Dyack replied.
Barnak’s dark eyes went even wider at this information and he felt his heart leap into his throat. “You… you are serious?” He gasped.
Aleatia nodded her head from beside Dyack. “Andro bit her Barnak. During their initial lovemaking when he claimed her after her fever had passed, he bit her. It is an ancient custom among the Lycavorians from the Alpha Quadrant. A custom that dates back to when our people were all together on the same world. It signifies to all that Sehri is mated and no male will approach her while she carries the scent of Androcles in her blood and scent. No male will ever do this to a mated female within the Union. It is considered a crime of the highest magnitude.”

“I don’t understand.” Barnak said.

“When Androcles bit her, he transferred part of his DNA to Sehri inside the virus within all of our bodies.” Aleatia replied softly. “He returned to her body the part of our DNA that the Ancients removed. The ability to shift our forms. She is beautiful in wolf form Barnak.”

Barnak looked away as he tried to absorb this information. This was not something that had ever crossed his mind, so concerned with gathering as much information on Etheric abilities as he could to push back against the Science Academy. “By the Gods Dyack, I never imagined that this could be so. Not even once.” He turned back to Dyack quickly. “The Lycavorians in the Protectorate could have done this?”

Dyack nodded his head. “Yes, but we pushed them away. We knew we were like them, but because we could not shift our forms we pushed them away. I am guilty of it as was my father before me. As are you.”

Barnak met his eyes. “The Ancients had no right to do that Dyack!” Barnak groused. “No right to change us to suit their purposes no matter the reason! Why do you think I have been trying to discover as much as I could about our Etheric abilities? To one day be able to stand against the Science Academy and free our people from their grip!”
Dyack nodded his head with a small smile. “I know you have.” He answered. “I had my… I had my people break into your server and I have read many of your notes through the years.” He saw Barnak’s eyes go wide in disbelief. “It is why I am coming to you now old friend. And you would be very surprised to discover just who shares that very sentiment Barnak.” He stated.

Barnak did not care about his privacy any longer. If what Dyack was freely telling him was true there was so much more to be concerned about in the future. “Dyack we must explore this!” Barnak gasped. “We must discover more about this! If Sehri can now shift her form, think of what it could mean to our people!”

Dyack nodded his head. “And we will explore it and discover all there is to know.” He answered immediately. “The Lycavorian Union has men and women who make our doctors and scientists look like children in comparison Barnak. They are our brothers and sisters no matter where they come from. Androcles’ own sister Eliani, she is a Hadarian Healer, she has told Aleatia it would be a simple matter to make it so all Rothryn could have this skill given back to them.”

“Simple?” Barnak gasped.

Aleatia smiled. “You have not met Androcles’ sister.” She stated. “I do not think the word failure is even in their vocabulary.”
“Help me Barnak.” Dyack spoke now stepping even closer to him. “Help me to lead our people into the future.”

Barnak looked at him. “Dyack we do not…”
Dyack shook his head. “We do not agree on very much, I know.” He stated. “I dismissed this before but now I believe it is time I embraced it. The Union, the former Protectorate, even the Vanari; change is coming my old friend. Whether we want it to or not. Now I need someone who can help me to navigate that change for our people.”

“As what?” Barnak spoke. “An aide? An Advisor? I am none of these things Dyack! I am…”

“As Deputy Praetor.” Dyack spoke evenly.

Barnak looked at him in stunned shock. “Dyack, there has not been a Deputy Praetor since before your father! The Council voted to remove that position!”

Dyack nodded his head. “They did. One of the old ways that I now see we should have clung to. I am reinstating the position and I want you to take it. The Council will not fight me on it, not after what will take place soon. You and I, we have worked different paths of the same goal Barnak, but both of us with the future of our people in the forefront. I think in one way, you think in another. I think it is time we joined those divergent paths and take them into the future together.”

Barnak looked at him for a long moment. He could see the truth of what Dyack spoke in his eyes. “You are serious?” He finally asked unable to think of anything else.

“The paperwork issuing the order is already done.” Dyack spoke. “We can swear you in tonight if you like. I am not afraid to admit that I need help. I need a counter balance to me. You are that man.”

“What of your dealings with the OSG?” Barnak asked tentatively. “This knowledge has gotten around to many of the Council members but they are just too cowardly to question you on it.”

“That was a diversion in order to help Denali and Coren discover just how deep the corruption with the Vanari Board of Regents went.” Dyack answered. “I can give you all the particulars, tell you all of it, but I need you to agree first. I do not want someone to agree with me on everything Barnak, I want someone who will tell me something is a bad idea and not mince words. And then help me to find another solution. I can do it alone, but I would much rather have you at my side.”
Barnak was not a foolish man and he was a patriot to the core. He could detect the truth in Dyack’s words and he did not doubt them. Dyack may have been many things but he was also a patriot to the core and would do anything for his people. The two of them together could accomplish far more than either of them separately.
Barnak held out his hand after all of two seconds. “And you will have me.” He stated confidently.

Aleatia had been the one to convince him that this was the right course of action going forward. Barnak was just like Dyack but he was also different. He would bring a perspective that others would not. He could be a powerful ally and once more a treasured friend. Dyack reached out and grasped his forearm tightly, ushering in a new era and way of doing things for the Rothryn people.

“That pleases me more than you know.” Dyack spoke warmly as he smiled. “We let… I let our friendship falter because of our differences. I will not make the same mistake again.”

“There is blame enough for both of us my friend.” Barnak spoke honestly. “I say we leave it where it belongs and move forward.”

Dyack nodded his head. “Indeed.”

“We must deal with the Rothryn Science Academy Dyack.” Barnak spoke as Dyack pulled him closer to the couches. “They cannot be allowed to persecute our people any longer. It must stop! And it must stop tonight!”

“I have already signed an Executive Decree abolishing the Science Academy.” Dyack spoke holding out the data pad to him. “It is my hope you will place your name beside my own in unity of this action.”

Barnak didn’t hesitate and jammed his thumb down on the pad, putting his name, his influence and all of his power beside Dyack’s. He looked at him. “How will we do this?” He asked. “The Science Academy has grown powerful Dyack. Too powerful. They will not simply lay over while we tear them down.”

Dyack smiled at this and squeezed Barnak’s arm. “Perhaps my friend, but they made a very powerful enemy with their actions concerning Sehri. After tonight they will not make this mistake with your daughters, or anyone among our people ever again.”
“How do you know this?” Barnak asked him. “Even our combined influence will not be enough to overcome whatever horrors they have within their walls. They have their own army who have become drunk with their power and will not give up so easily. We would need to launch a full assault against their facility and many lives would be lost. How…?”

“You let me worry about them.” The deep voice spoke from the side.

Barnak’s head snapped to the left and he stumbled back as his eyes grew wide watching as the shadows unwrapped from around the tall, muscular young man and the dark haired young woman.

“By the Gods!” Barnak almost shouted.

“Barnak, allow me to introduce the Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union, Androcles Leonidas and one of his wives and mates, Crown Princess Carisia Leonidas.” Dyack said as the shadows fully drifted away revealing Andro and Carisia standing there holding hands. Both of them wore their ArmorPly uniforms and weapons.

Andro leaned over and kissed Carisia gently, her hand coming up to caress his cheek before he stepped away from her and moved up to stand in front of Barnak. At six foot one, Andro was slightly taller than Barnak and considerably more muscled and defined. Barnak took notice of how bright his azure blue eyes were.
“The Rothryn Science Academy conspired with the OSG and other criminal elements to kidnap my wife and mate Sehri Leonidas.” Androcles stated calmly. “Based on the information we received from those who were to carry out this abduction, I know full well what their many intentions were going to be. They were going to… they were going to experiment on her and eventually kill her so that they could dissect here.” Andro held out his hand to Barnak. “Tonight I will show them just how Spartans of the Lycavorian Union deal with such things. They will not be happy to say the least. Nor will any of them live through this night.”

SPARTA'S WRATH
ORBITING LENTANI UNDER SHROUD

SEPTEMBER 3RD, 2575, 1730 HOURS

“…No one can see us?” Barnak asked the question to no one in particular as he stood beside Dyack on the bridge of SPARTA'S WRATH.


Dyack shook his head with a smile. “Amazing isn’t it?” He spoke. “Our sensor arrays are not sophisticated enough to detect this ship or the roughly three hundred others that are now in the area.”


Barnak looked at him with wide eyes. “Three hundred!” He gasped.


-Three hundred and nineteen to be exact- The somewhat mechanical voice spoke from behind them and Barnak whirled around quickly to see the towering seven foot tall Avatar occupying the area directly behind them. –Another forty-three of our ships are finishing their missions in securing the Vanari prisoners that we liberated. They will join with us when we depart-


Dyack smiled again at the look on Barnak’s weathered face as he stared at the Avatar in total wonderment. He had much the same reaction upon first seeing Armen, but he quickly grew accustomed to him. He may have been the most advanced machine Dyack had ever seen before in his life, but he had many qualities that were very Lycavorian in nature. Aleatia had told him that Armen was one of the Avatars that the Ancients, those they now knew were called Pralors, had used on their ships and that many of them took on the mannerisms of those they were meant to emulate. In Armen’s case, it was Androcles.


“Armen commands this ship Barnak.” Dyack said. “Armen, may I present Deputy Praetor Barnak.”


Armen bowed his head slightly. –Androcles told me you would be coming aboard-


Barnak looked at Dyack. “A machine commands this great ship?” He asked shocked.


Dyack nodded his head once more. “Armen is far more than just a machine Barnak. For all intents and purposes he is this ship as its Avatar. He could run this ship by himself with ease.”


-Ship functions operate at two point three percent better with my crew Praetor Dyack- Armen answered him. –I am more efficient with them-

Dyack was the one to look surprised now. “I didn’t know that.” He stated.


-With only two operational Avatars among the Union fleet this information is not widely known- Armen told him. –As we advance and grow this will undoubtedly change for the better as more Avatars are introduced-


“You are building more of you?” Dyack asked.


Armen shook his head. –Based on information provided to us by Androcles’ father, we have determined that twenty-nine percent of the Avatars among the Pralor people within the Echo quadrant are not in use. It is our hope that we can change that-


Barnak looked at him. “The Echo quadrant?” He stammered. “Dyack, they have ships and people in the Echo quadrant? It would take us decades to reach the Echo quadrant with our engines.”


-Thirty-nine point six years to be exact- Armen told him. He shrugged his massive shoulders. –Give or take a month or so-


“By the Gods.” Barnak muttered. He looked at Dyack. “Dyack, what we could do with such technology is…”

Dyack nodded his head. “Yes, it is boundless. I believe that you and I are of the same mind however, and that whatever we discover must be integrated into our society slowly. There is much out there among the stars that we do not yet understand. The Lycavorians from the Union have been exploring the stars for far longer than us my friend. I have made the mistake of moving us too fast into the future already. You are to be the counter balance to that.”


Barnak nodded his head. “You are correct but… will they share what they know Dyack?” Barnak asked.


“You may call yourselves Rothryn…” The female voice came from behind them and they all turned to see Gorgo and Dasha move onto the bridge with graceful movements. “But you are still Lycavorian.”


Dyack smiled and motioned with his hand towards them. “Barnak, this is Lady Gorgo and Lady Dasha. They are Androcles’ grandmothers.”


Barnak bowed his head slightly to them. He did not agree with women being put in harm’s way when they were the bearers of whatever future their people had but he was also intelligent enough to know that this was changing even among Rothryn society.


“I am honored.” Barnak spoke. “You are mothers to the King And Queen Aricia. I have heard you spoken about on our News channels.”


Dasha waved her hand dismissively. “We are the ones who should be honored.” She spoke. “To meet you and your people, fellow Lycavorians, out here among the stars is a gift.”


“Indeed.” Gorgo agreed.


“We are Rothryn.” Barnak spoke looking at them. “We are not truly Lycavorian.”


Gorgo reached out and took his hand. “You are Rothryn, yes. You are still Lycavorian no matter that you cannot shift your physical forms sir. You call yourselves Rothryn and we will honor that, you should honor that, but we all can trace our heritage back to Lycavore, no matter what we call ourselves now.”

“This… this was our homeworld?” Barnak asked.


Gorgo nodded in reply. “Many millennia ago, yes. It is where all of us come from. We have evolved and spread out, and we may be slightly different, but we are all still Lycavorian.”


Barnak thought about that for a moment and then smiled as he realized that this woman was correct. “I suppose we are.” He said finally.


Dasha took his arm as Gorgo reached out and took Dyack’s arm. “Androcles asked that Gorgo and I escort you both to the Command Center for ground operations.” Dasha spoke. “I do not know the official name as I have always tried to ignore when our grandchildren begin speaking in terms Gorgo and I do not understand.”


“Now that is so very true.” Gorgo spoke as they began to walk off the bridge.


“You have asked if we will share.” Dasha continued as they walked. “I think you will find that Martin Leonidas and those who follow him have a very special place in their hearts for those who want the same things for their people as we do. Deia is waiting to speak with both of you before this distasteful business with this group on your world begins. We also have several representatives of our government on board and you will be able to meet with and discuss anything you like with them. For now let me introduce you to my daughter’s coffee, it is the finest anywhere in the universe.”

Gorgo chuckled. “Dasha, you are biased.”


Dasha smiled as well. “Indeed I am.” She answered. “But it is exquisite and you will be able to meet more of our grandchildren. They drink it by the bucket.”


Barnak looked at Dyack with a smile on his face as the two women led them down the corridor and a light of recognition and knowledge passed between the two old friends. They would need to proceed slowly for sure, but their future had found them, and it looked very bright.

SPARTA'S WRATH 
MEDITATION CHAMBER

LEONIDAS FAMILY SECTION, DECK TEN


Jomann and Dutkne entered the Meditation Chamber through the hatch like door, the single Durcunusaan soldier reaching out and closing it behind them. Jomann carried the small, polished hickory wood case under his arm tightly. The interior of the chamber was very well lit to accommodate the ability to read from the many hand written texts that lined the walls from floor to ceiling along the right side as they entered. There were several couches and chairs in the large portion of the library like room, as well as a false fireplace that added to the atmosphere of the surroundings. It was meant to be a place to come to reflect and think and relax without having to maintain your Etheric shields in place. It did this very thing well as both Dutkne and Jomann lowered their shields upon entering and felt nothing. No surface thoughts, no echoes, nothing but peace and quiet. Jomann looked at Dutkne with wide eyes and Dutkne smiled.


“I told you.” He said. “These chambers are incredible. It is why Avi enlarged them to some extent and made them into libraries of knowledge.”


Jomann looked around at the many shelves. “All these are handwritten texts?” He asked softly.


Dutkne nodded his head. “Many date back thousands of years. I was stunned when he told me how old some of them are. Admiral O’Connor apparently spent a lot of years collecting books and such from the libraries on Earth and other planets. Many of them hand written and now displayed here.”


“The computer pads allow you to access those that are not hand written.” Andro’s voice echoed and they turned to see him come into the main room from the doorway. “Each chamber has four rooms just like this one.”


Andro wore the Mark VI Armorply without the crimson cape dragging along the floor, his hand holding the mug of steaming coffee. Dutkne reached out and grasped his forearm and the almost imperceptible contact of Praetorian Mage and Warrior took place as it always did. It was something that most would never detect but Jomann saw it for he too was a Praetorian and this had been happening with him and Eliani over recent days and weeks. Murano had called it a download of information between Warrior and Mage. An event that brought them closer to each other and made them more effective as a pair. It helped that Eliani was his Anome, one of only three known instances within the Union where someone of non-pureblood was recognized in such a way. Eliani’s Lycavorian blood was far more dominant than her Hadarian blood and this fact contributed to it. Jomann loved her and Brendi without reservation or doubt. Brendi had embraced her life with them, and while she knew one day Jomann would change her and she embraced that now after fearing it for so long, all of them were content right now to enjoy and build on what they had discovered.

“Everything is set?” Androcles asked.


Jomann nodded his head and held out the case to him. “This is not something you need to do alone Andro.” He spoke. “It’s not something I should let you do alone as your Captain.”


Andro set the mug down on the small table to his right and then turned back to take the box. “Sehri is my wife and mate.” He stated. “Yes I do.”


“They arrived this morning.” Jomann spoke tapping the top of the box. “Nehtes did an amazing thing here.”


Andro opened the polished box and smiled when he saw the two objects. Two circular Glaives rested on the crimson colored cushion in the box, each with an inverted V in the center. Crimson lines extended outward from the small center, and down across each of the three bladed wings. Andro took one out of the box and depressed the small indentation in the center of the glaive, extending the blades perhaps half an inch outward.

Dutkne watched with interest. “Fascinating.” He finally spoke.


Andro looked at him and nodded. “Lu'ria’s Glaive inspired me to come up with this idea. I wanted something a little less bulky then our fighting knives and more versatile.”


Jomann removed the other Glaive from the case and turned it over in his hands slowly. “It’s forged from Dragon Armor and Paravin Metal? I never thought Nehtes could combine the two.” He asked as he tested the light weight in his hand.


Andro nodded his head. “A very thin coating around Paravin metal forged in the blue fires of their world. Completely indestructible.”

“Impressive.” Dutkne commented as Jomann handed the glaive back to Andro and he secured one on either side of his Armorply combat harness.

“Dyack has his men in place?” Andro asked.


Dutkne nodded his head. “The last of them just moved into position. He and his new deputy are waiting to begin the transmission. Once they do, the Rothryn Special Operations teams will breach.”


“We should at least have a small force on the ground Andro.” Jomann stated. “We are trusting the Rothryn troops, who are an unknown.”


Andro shook his head. “The Rothryn have more reason to hate what those inside that building have become than we do. They have suffered under them for too long. Insure that Deni and Deion do not interfere unless it is absolutely necessary or the Rothryn call for aide. This is their fight more than it is ours and they harbor no good will to those within the walls. Sadi and Ne'Veha will be holding the PREMONITION just outside missile range and Dorian and Ryner will have my back as they orbit the facility. I don’t need all of the Praetorians that we have engaging in this. If it goes to sibfla then you move in, not before. Our team is standing by?” He looked at Jomann.

Jomann nodded his head. “Cowen is in overwatch with Sherice. Daio, Ridor, Kalis, Arduri and Lisisa are standing by just outside the west entrance behind the Rothryn troops. Serale and Cvea have medical support behind them. Mari has been masking their sensor readings from inside the facility for the last hour. It was ridiculously easy for her to crack in. If it goes to shit, Deion and Denali will join with them and they will breach the west entrance.”

Andro nodded. “Good enough.”


“Murano doesn’t like this.” Jomann said.


“He understands however, and that is why I asked him to remain here on SPARTA’S WRATH as opposed to airborne with Sadi.” Andro stated.


Jomann nodded his head. “I won’t tell you what Eli thought of this stunt.” He said with a smile.


Andro chuckled and nodded his head. “Good.” He said. “I would not want to have to rinse my ears.”


Jomann reached out and placed his hand on Andro’s shoulder. “Do not hesitate Andro.” He stated softly. 


“I won’t.” Androcles told him as he gripped his forearm. “I won’t.”


“Sarlana and I will have the last of the details worked out by the time you return.” Dutkne told him. “Then we can begin to prep the ship. The probes are all on their way and Armen is monitoring their status. They should arrive at the station in two days.”


Andro looked at them. “We are truly stepping off in to the unknown you know.” He spoke.


Jomann laughed softly. “As if a little fact like that ever stopped us.” He said.


“I like the unknown.” Dutkne echoed. “It’s so… unknown.”


The three of them laughed and Andro shook his head. “My mother Anja would lock all of us up, you do know that don’t you?”


“She’ll have to catch us first.” Jomann answered. “Of course, she has her hands full with your father I’m sure.”


Andro nodded his head. “No bet there.” He stated. “My father and Uncle have a knack for stepping into the sibfla even when they aren’t looking for it.”

LENTANI 

ROTHRYN SCIENCE ACADEMY

SIX KILOMETERS NORTH OF LLON


The Rothryn Science academy facility took up fully two square kilometers, its massive five story structure surrounded by the imposing black wall of granite and steel. It did not appear ostensibly to be anything other than some sort of government building, but most Rothryn knew exactly what went on within its dark walls and they had for hundreds of years. The dense timber surrounded the facility on three sides, the fourth side backed up directly to a large lake. There were four entrances off the wide road that encircled the Academy, each of them with a set of enormous double doors built into the ten meter high wall and reinforced with heavy duty steel supports. There were beautiful tall trees and perfectly planted flower beds around each of the entrances, but all Rothryn knew that they were only for show. The men and women who now occupied this facility were loathed all across the planet and anywhere within all of Rothryn space. They had been around since the dawn of Rothryn society and had set themselves up as the moral conscious of their people. They had spies in almost every aspect of society looking for those who were born with a much stronger Etheric connection than others. These children, men or women were then taken from their homes, many times against their will and most were never heard from again. They were entrenched in Rothryn society and powerfully influential, which had allowed them to remain nearly untouchable to the government. There had been many attempts through the years to close the school and stop what was going on within its walls, but ultimately all of them had failed for one reason or another. 

While they had no formal security force, hundreds of former Rothryn soldiers had joined the Academy through the years for one reason or another. Most because they believed in what the Academy did, others because of the luxuries that they were provided. The leader of this Security stood now in the main control center for the Academy looking at all the monitors. His men and women were watching all of the entrances on the many feeds, as well as the lower levels where all of the test subjects and prisoners were held. He was an older Rothryn, just past his thirteenth thousand year, with centuries of experience behind him. As his dark eyes gazed at the monitors and he saw the Rothryn troops massing at the four entrances, he was growing very uneasy. This night was different than times past when the government had sent troops against them. This was being ordered by Praetor Dyack who had never done something like this before. These men and women were forming up in such a way that showed the experience and tactical knowledge of whoever was leading them. He turned his head as the slightly rotund man entered the Command Center, his expensive robes wrapped around his body and an almost casual air about his arrogant body.

“What is so important that you had to pull me away from my chambers Senior Colonel Wilman?” He asked.


Wilman kept his look of disgust from showing. No doubt the man was abusing one or more of the young females that had been brought here through the years. Many of them were quite beautiful and were not etherically sensitive enough to rate being taken. They had been brought here for the sole purpose of entertaining this man and his vanity. There were close to a dozen young women in his stable now and he used them whenever and however he wanted. Wilman did not approve of this in the least, but he kept his council to himself. He had been mated to the same red haired woman for over six thousand years and he was very content with her attentions. She had given him seven strong children who he had intentionally kept outside the realm of the Science Academy in order to protect them and allow them to lead normal lives. Two of his sons and two of his daughters refused to associate with him because of the duties he held and the beliefs they felt were wrong. It was the price he paid for keeping them safe.

“You should probably see this Executor Garnot.” Wilman told him motioning to the screens all around the massive room.


The portly man’s eyes moved across the room looking at the monitors. “What is this?” He asked.


“Rothryn troops have moved into locations at all of our entrances. At least a full battalion at each of the locations.” He stated. “They are at the extreme range of our cannons but they are not advancing. They began moving into position an hour ago.”


“And you waited this long to advise me?” Garnot hissed.


“They have done this in the past Executor, but never at all four entrances. I did not feel the need until their numbers grew.” Wilman answered.


“What are they doing?” Garnot asked.


“Nothing.” Wilman answered. “That is why I am concerned.”


Garnot looked at him. “Concerned about what?” He spat. “They have done this many times in the past and nothing has ever taken place. This is only another show. A way for Dyack to direct attention away from his activities with the Eridiani OSG.”


“I don’t think so Executor.” Wilman told him. “Something is different now.”


“What?” Garnot demanded. 


Wilman shook his head. “It is… it is simply a feeling I have Executor.”


Garnot looked at the screens all around the center. He was only a Tier Sixteen Etheric user by the standards that Helen had established, but he did not know that. He was secure in his position and of his power. He had ruled over the Rothryn Science Academy for nearly two thousand years and was just as ruthless as he needed to be. He had personally ordered the deaths of hundreds of Rothryns through the years in order to study their abilities and try to improve the use of Etheric powers in others. Men and women he could control. He had a small force of these advanced users who answered to him, who he controlled, but he knew the moment he saw that Union Prince on the Rothryn news that they did not compare to him. Garnot wanted that kind of power. He wanted to wield it and control it.


He had no idea that this power would be his undoing.


“I do not pay you to have feelings Colonel.” Garnot spoke. “This is nothing more than a show of force by Dyack as I said. Every Praetor has done this for centuries and Dyack has enough problems now within the Council to cause him to pull attention away from the rumors about him circulating. It is nothing.”


“I would agree in most instances Executor Garnot.” Wilman told him. “Except for this.” He reached out and took direct control of a camera and swung it around until it was focused on the Main entrance into the Academy in the north. He zoomed the field of vision until it was focused on something he had never seen before this night. He saw Garnot’s eyes grow wider and he moved closer.


“That is… that is a dragon.” Garnot spoke softly. He glanced at Wilman. “Only this new branch of Lycavorians have dragons!”


Wilman nodded his head. “Now you see why I am concerned. There is one at every entrance with the Rothryn troops. They are not doing anything, only resting on the ground, but if there is a dragon here then there…”


Garnot nodded his head. “Yes, there must be a rider somewhere. A rider with advanced Etheric skills unlike any we have among our own people.”


“Why would they be here Executor?” Wilman asked him. “What purpose would cause this new branch of Lycavorians to suddenly take sides so quickly? And they align against us so it seems. We have not even been formally introduced as governments have we?”


Garnot glanced at him quickly and then looked away. “I don’t know.” He answered far too swiftly to suit Wilman. “Where is Harira?”


“Director Harira arrived only a few hours ago.” Wilman answered. “I would imagine she had retired for the evening.”


“Well wake her and get her up here.” Garnot barked loudly. “She has dealt with these Lycavorians before and I want to know what they are doing helping Dyack. He has been dealing with the OSG for months and they have been obliterating the OSG for two days now wherever they find them. Surely they cannot be on his side. Get her up here now!”


Wilman looked at one of his people across the Center and motioned with his head for the man to follow Garnot’s direction.


“Get me a direct line to Praetor Dyack’s office!” Garnot barked out. “I want to know what this fool thinks he is doing!”

SPARTA’S WRATH

ORBITING LENTANI

CIC 


 Kelelm entered the CIC holding the data pad in his hand as Dyack and Barnak turned to look at him.


“Kelelm… are we ready?” Dyack asked quickly.


Kelelm nodded his head as he came up to the two men. “Strike Teams are in place and waiting your word father.” He spoke.


“Strike Teams?” Barnak asked looking at Dyack. His eyes grew wider. “You are going after those they hold?” He gasped.


Dyack nodded his head. “Two hundred of our finest soldiers trained by Kelelm and several Vanari Cadre Commandos in tactics which we do not normally employ. With our joint command they will silently assault the prison levels and free everyone that worm Garnot is holding. Androcles people are making it so they will not even detect this on their interior security monitors. Both of us have known for centuries that the Science Academy is a blight upon our people Barnak. Separately we could never accomplish this. Together we can end them this night. Are you with me?”


“Are you serious?” Barnak exclaimed. “That is not a question you have to ask me! We should be down there leading our men!”


Dyack smiled and nodded his head. “I agree, but much younger voices overruled any action I wished to be involved in. That includes you old friend. It will be satisfaction enough to witness it from here.”


“We have been refining the plan for three years Deputy Barnak.” Kelelm spoke. “I can show you the highpoints.”



Barnak looked at Dyack and couldn’t help but smile. “You have been planning this for a while I see.”

Dyack grinned and shrugged his broad shoulders. “Just bits and pieces. Recently we have gotten some incredible intelligence. Plans, troop strengths, patrols of the interior.”

Barnak moved closer to him. “A spy?” He asked.


Dyack shook his head. “Someone who has had enough of what goes on within those walls.” He answered.


“Who?” Barnak asked.


“He or she would not give us their name, only a code word.” Dyack answered. “His information up until now has been thoroughly vetted old friend. This is a legitimate source.”


“You have a plan in place if this is all a lie?” Barnak asked.


Dyack nodded his head in reply. “We do. But I have faith in whoever this person is. Their information has been spot on ever since they first contacted us and we have done just as you are now doing. Questioning and testing them.”


“You trust this source?” Barnak asked.


Dyack nodded his head again. “We do.”


Barnak nodded his head after only a moment. “Then what are we waiting for?” He asked. “Let us do this! We…”

“Incoming transmission from the surface!” The male voice called out from along the wall causing all of the men to turn. “It’s being routed through the Praetor’s office directly! Origin is the Rothryn Science Academy!”


Armen stepped away from the station he was standing behind as he allowed his crew to conduct their jobs. Over ten thousand years he had laid dormant, leaving space dock without the crew he was supposed to have and carrying the last vestiges of a race and culture that was all but dead now. He had not known of the millions that had escaped until learning of Martin’s plan from Avi, but his focus now was on this ship and this crew. The decks were now full of men and women, crew members he was always intended to have, and while none of them were pure Pralors as was the original intent, fully half of his crew carried Pralor blood within them in some fashion.


-You are ready Praetor Dyack? - Armen asked.


Dyack looked once at Barnak and saw his nod. He met Armen’s orange hued eyes and nodded himself. “Yes.”


-COM Chief, send the transmission to the Praetor’s station and bring it up on the holo disc- Armen told him. –Open frequency Chief-

“Routing to CIC Command Station One.” The man spoke almost instantly. “Transmitting in the open.”

Dyack turned back to the table as the image of the Science Academy Executor appeared, shimmered for a moment and then became instantly clear. Dyack pulled himself to his full height and folded his hands behind his back.


“Executor Garnot.” Dyack began. “It is rather early in the morning, but what can I do for you?”


“Praetor Dyack.” Garnot answered with his smug and supremely arrogant voice. “I would like an explanation as to why there are Rothryn troops at the entrances to my Academy? They are trespassing on the Science Academy grounds and they are accompanied by those beasts from this new branch of Lycavorians that have stuck their unwanted noses into Beta Quadrant business.”

Dyack nodded his head. “Yes, I believe they are.” He answered. “They are here at my request. The request of my government. Your government.”

Garnot smiled and shook his head, allowing his arrogance to show through brilliantly to every news monitor that was beginning to pick up the broadcast and just as quickly beginning to show it live. 

“I am sure you are well aware that the Rothryn Science Academy does not answer to the government Praetor Dyack. We are a completely autonomous entity. We operate on our own without guidance from the government.” Garnot spoke. “It has been this way for centuries. Long before you ever took office. Long before your father.”

“I’m well aware of the history of the Academy Executor.” Dyack spoke calmly. “The long history of taking men, women and children in the dead of the night because they show promise with what we now know are our Etheric abilities. How, more often than not these men, women and children are never heard from again.”
“It is the way of things and has been millennia.” Garnot answered. “To a time well before you were ever born Praetor. This is how our founding members established it and that has how it has always been. You cannot change history, as much as it seems you would like too.”

Dyack smiled and nodded his head. “No, I cannot Executor.” He stated. “However, I can and will change the future. Beginning tonight.”

“Our laws state…” Garnot began to speak.

Dyack let the emotion that he had been holding in for some time finally come out and his wolf fangs burst from his gums and his eyes changed for second time in more centuries than he could recall.

“I am changing our laws you pompous little man!” Dyack barked forcefully and seeing Garnot’s eyes grow large in shock. Dyack held up the data pad. “I have in my hand an Edict of Official Governmental Action! It has been signed and affirmed by every sitting member of the Rothryn Ruling Parliament! The vote was unanimous Executor! Would you like me to read it to you?”

“This is preposterous!” Garnot barked. “The Science Academy has been and will always remain outside the realm of influence of the government! We…”

“Are hereby abolished!” Dyack snapped. “As of this moment, by order of the Rothryn government and the people we represent, the Rothryn Science Academy no longer exists! No longer will our people suffer your existence and what you represent! I should have acted much sooner in doing this, and the blame for that resides solely with me and my predecessors! Now however, now I will make things right!”

“Praetor Dyack you must realize that this means nothing.” Garnot spoke. “Our existence is…”
“An abomination!” Dyack almost screamed. “The moment you began to take our people and twist them to suit your perverted experiments and actions you lost everything. I have been a coward in not acting before now! We all have been cowards and we will have to live with that the rest of our lives! But no more!”

“This is pointless Praetor.” Garnot spoke once more. “The Academy is beyond the reach of you and your government. We know what is best for the people and…”

“You are a power mad fool who has run out of time and places to run!” Dyack barked. “You and your Academy buffoons will no longer terrorize our people! No more will be taken from their homes in the night! No more will be subjected to your insidious experiments and attempts to create only the gods know what!”

Garnot smiled in the transmission. “Is that why you have troops at our door now?” He asked smugly. “Do you think to attack us and take us by force? Other Praetors have tried this and they were shown the error of their ways. Do you truly wish to order men to their deaths this day?”

Dyack smiled now and Barnak moved into the transmission right on queue. Garnot’s face altered significantly when he saw him and his dark eyes began to dart back and forth between the two men.

“Our men will not die this night!” Barnak hissed with equal hate and anger at the man in the transmission. His only thoughts were of his children who he had to hide for so many years and the lives they would now be able to fulfill because of the actions they were taking right now.

“Lord Barnak?” Garnot gasped.

“That is Deputy Praetor Barnak to you Executor Garnot.” Dyack spoke proudly.

“Dep… Deputy Praetor!” He stammered. “There has not been a Deputy Praetor in over four thousand years!”

Dyack nodded his head. “Another item that has changed this night.” He spoke. “I have admitted my faults and turned to an old ally in order to bring our people together! He has accepted his role and he stands with me now with the full backing of the Parliament!”

Barnak grinned and for the first time in nearly a millennia he allowed the change to come over him and the fangs and eyes of his wolf persona burst forth and were easily seen. “And we will see your terror end this day!”
Garnot stuttered for a few moments but then his face hardened. “Your troops will die if they attack us here!” He snarled. “Hundreds of them will die!”

Dyack shook his head. “I don’t think so.” He stated. “Those loyal Rothryn troops are not there to attack the Academy Executor Garnot. Barnak and I are not so foolish. Those loyal and proud Rothryn troops are there to keep you and your minions from escaping.”

“What?” Garnot barked.

“You made a mistake when you targeted my daughter Sehri Executor Garnot!” Dyack snarled at him viciously. “When you ordered her to be captured dead or alive by your Enverr minions so that you could experiment on her and discover just how much her abilities have advanced and how she can now shift her form to that of a wolf! Just as our ancestors were able to do so very long ago! You made the mistake Garnot you fool! Our brothers and sisters within the Lycavorian Union have many ways to gather information from those who do not wish to give it freely.”

“What… you have no idea what you…!” Garnot stammered once more.

“It’s too late Garnot!” Dyack spoke. “We know everything! You have brought about your own destruction and you have chosen the instrument by your actions! My daughter Sehri is now quite happily the wife and mate to a pureborn Lycavorian Spartan! The Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union! A young man who wields power that you and I cannot begin to imagine! His enemies gave him a name during their war with his people Executor Garnot! They gave him this name for the number of lives he claimed in that war. You chose the instrument of your own destruction Garnot, when you attempted to take my daughter from him.” Dyack’s smile was nothing but pure evil and he said the next words with great emotion.

“His name is Soul Slayer!”

LENTANI 

ELYNTH AND ANDROCLES

ORBITING THE ROTHRYN SCIENCE FACILITY

20,000 FEET 

The early morning air here is cool. Elynth spoke as she glided along with her wings at their full extension, catching the thermal layers and using her wings only enough to remain aloft. The natural makeup of a dragon’s scales made them invisible to any known sensors, so she had no worries of being spotted by machines, and they were too high for the naked eye to pick them out of the night sky even with the half-moon that was up. I like it.


Better than Sparta? Andro asked with a slight tinge of humor in his voice.


Elynth chuckled softly. There is no place like our home Andro my brother.


No there is not. He echoed her words.


They both loved flying like this, coasting along on the wind currents and just being together. They had been doing this since they both were small children and at times because of their ages, it gave their mothers fits. They would steal into the night at different times and just fly among the clouds for hours.


Will we see it again soon Andro? Elynth asked.


Andro shook his helmeted head, the multicolored horse hair plume shaking gently. I do not know sister. He answered. After we retrieve Laren and Ladur and then link back up with our fathers, I don’t know what will happen. He has not been entirely forthcoming with me about what exactly is going on out there. There are some things that he is keeping even from us, I can sense it within him.

Perhaps even he does not know. Elynth chimed in. Our fathers can be the most closed mouthed ronnus when they want to be.

That could very well be the case. Andro spoke with small humor in his tone. This new species, the Tasmor, they are an unknown that father cannot predict. He wants to trust them for he says they are like us in many ways, but there are still too many unknowns. And these Svorag are a bigger threat than I think he is letting on. At least to others.


Sarlana says they remind her in small ways of these Scourge that she and Murano have spoken to us of. Elynth spoke as she dipped her tail slightly and changed their direction.

That is what troubles me about them. Andro told her. I don’t think father has shared everything they have discovered about them or the Svorag. Even Murano avoids talking of them when I have asked. It is almost as if they do not want to remember or there is something else going on. And much of this vagueness comes from this man Lorendo that they spoke of. He has killed hundreds of his own kind in order to protect some dark knowledge that he has according to my mother Anja. Some purpose that they cannot yet determine.

I have thought of that. Elynth spoke softly. Someone who is as skilled as your mother in certain ways is a danger that we cannot dismiss.

Those are my thoughts as well. And father hesitates in his actions to some degree because he does not want to jeopardize what they have gained so far. The trust and cooperation. Andro said in agreement. He took a deep breath and shook his head slightly. It is not our concern just yet sister. We have much to do before we form up with father.

True enough. Elynth agreed.

The implant in his ear beeped softly and they heard Denali’s voice speak quietly but clearly.


“Phase one is complete. Phase one is complete. Nineteen hostiles eliminated inside. No casualties on our part. All targets accounted for fervon. They got them all. Nothing further.” Deni’s voice told them, knowing that they would not reply as per their operational plan.


Andro smiled and nodded his head. The Rothryn seem to be far more capable than we first thought. He spoke to Elynth. Good.


Sehri’s father does not strike me as a man who does things half way. Elynth said.


No he does not. Andro agreed with her. He is winding up.

Elynth nodded as they both heard Dyack’s voice over their receivers. All this drama is really unnecessary you know.


I tend to agree but Dyack wanted to make a point. Andro said. 


Andro adjusted the volume of his implant slightly and Dyack’s voice became much easier to hear.

A young man who wields power that you and I cannot begin to imagine! His enemies gave him a name during their war with his people Executor Garnot! They gave him this name for the number of lives he claimed in that war. You chose the instrument of your own destruction Garnot, when you attempted to take my daughter from him.” Dyack’s smile was nothing but pure evil and he said the next words with great emotion.

“His name is Soul Slayer!”

I believe that is our cue. Elynth commented.


Andro nodded his head. Take us in sister. Right through the skywalk.


On our way! Elynth barked out as she folded her wings back and tilted her tail down as she plummeted for the ground beneath them. 

ROTHRYN SCIENCE ACADEMY

COMMAND CENTER


Wilman and Garnot were staring at the monitors all around the perimeter of the Academy when Harira entered the Command Center still somewhat disheveled from waking up. Garnot turned to her immediately. “Harira… finally!” Garnot hissed.


“What is going on?” She asked as she straightened her hair and came right up to them.


“Dyack has massed troops at all of our entrances.” Wilman answered. “Among them he has placed these dragons.”


Harira’s eyes widened slightly. “Dragons?” She gasped. 


“Why would he place them there?” Garnot asked. “Are they as capable as your initial reports spoke?”


Harira met his eyes. “Their dragons are paired with a Lycavorian or other species as a rider.” She explained. “They… they are bonded within the Etheric realm. It gives them unique abilities.”


“Can they manifest them into the physical realm?” Garnot asked.


Harira shook her head quickly. “Aside from being able to use a form of telekinesis and being able to deploy an Etheric shield around themselves I don’t think so.” She answered. “I only saw them working together on that planet Solmar, and that was after most of the fighting was already over.”


“So you do not know what they are actually capable of?” Wilman asked.


Harira shook her head. “Information about their dragons is closely guarded. I tried to discover as much as I was able from their computers but it was locked behind walls of security layers I could not infiltrate.”


“What of this Prince?” Garnot demanded. “The one we saw in the transmission? Can he do these things?”


Harira looked at him. “You saw the transmission Executor.” She answered. “The way he killed that poor man. He and several of his siblings have this ability. They can project their Etheric abilities in to the physical realm as weapons. Apparently his father as well. It is within their blood somehow.”


“And since he bit Dyack’s daughter she would have this within her?” Garnot asked.

Harira nodded her head. “It is why I contacted you when I first discovered she had been changed. I overheard Aleatia speaking of it in whispers and I contacted you immediately. What does this matter now? Did your Enverr contacts not succeed in taking her?”


Garnot looked at Wilman and then back to her. “They did not, they were unsuccessful.” He stated.


Harira’s eyes grew wide. “I hope they were all killed.” She stammered. “They could reveal far too much of our…”


“It’s too late for that.” Wilman spoke. “Dyack already knows what we attempted. That is why there are now troops outside our entrances.”


Harira looked at him. “Surely they cannot touch us in here. Our defenses are state of the art. No one has been able to breach our walls in millennia.”


“Dyack seems confident in their ability to do just that.” Wilman answered. “I have alerted our people within the walls to take up their security stations and prepare to defend the Academy but they are doing nothing except sitting there. They are making no attempt to enter the grounds and each of these groups has at least one dragon with them.”


“Our defensive missiles could reach them even where they are and eliminate them.” Garnot spat.


Harira’s eyes grew a little wider. “No.” She hissed softly.


Wilman looked at her. “What do you mean?”


“Their dragon pairs can project Etheric shields.” Harira stated. “They will be able to protect all those nearby, especially if these dragon pairs are Androcles Leonidas’ siblings. They are like him, at least in some way. Three of his brothers and two sisters at least. If they are there among the Rothryn troops then your weapons will not do anything.”


“They can project Etheric shields strong enough to stop missiles?” Wilman gasped in disbelief. 

Harira nodded her head quickly. “It is like an additional skin of armor over what they already wear. I saw… I saw projectiles from weapons bouncing harmlessly away. Your missiles might knock them out with concussive force if they were unexpected but their fragments will not penetrate the Etheric shields they can generate.”

“They cannot breach our security!” Garnot spat. “We will simply…”

“Colonel!” The male voice called out causing Wilman to turn and look across the Center. “Incoming Priority Communication from Major Odya in the prisoner wings!” 

Wilman turned to the command station beside him and stabbed down on the small control panel. “Major!” He barked out.

“Colonel we have a breach!” The man’s voice was excited and out of breath.

“A breach?” Wilman hissed. “No alerts have gone out!”

“Colonel… the prisoners are gone sir!” The major exclaimed. “All of them! Nineteen of our men our down and all of the holding cells are empty!”

Wilman looked at Garnot who had an expression of horror on his face. “Confirm!” He snarled.

“Sir… I came down to the Prisoner Wing to reinforce our men down here!” The Major answered. “We entered the Security Wing and noticed that the power was fluctuating. Our men at the Security Station were down! We swept the entire Wing. All of the cells have been emptied and the prisoners are gone. Nineteen of our men our dead!”

“The security Wing held over two hundred prisoners!” Garnot almost shouted. “Are you saying they are all gone?”

“Yes sir.” The Major answered. “It appears they entered through a tunnel that was cut into the supply room floor. It drops into the main sewer tunnels beneath the Academy and lead…”

Wilman looked at Garnot. “Directly out to the river, bypassing the wall and our security!” He gasped.

“How is that possible?” Harira barked. “All of our security measures are in place! How could they have gotten in? How did they know where to go?”

“The Security Wing has all of the research labs in it!” Garnot exclaimed. “All of the data we have acquired through the millennia!”
Wilman turned quickly. “Run a system wide diagnostic!” He shouted. “Look for piggy back signals into our system! And check our video feeds! Do it now!” He turned back to Garnot and Harira. “It’s the only way they could have done this! They blinded us! They got someone into our security system and bypassed our protocols!”

“We have the most sophisticated computer system in the sector!” Garnot barked. “How did they…?”

“Colonel! I found it!” Another man’s voice shouted. 

Wilman ignored Garnot and rushed over to where the man was sitting. “Show me!” He snapped.

The man pointed at his monitor. “Here sir!” He stated pointing to the thin wavy line on his monitor. “A low band transmission signal. We don’t use them anymore but the old codes are still active in our computer database. Someone tapped that signal band and took control of all of our equipment with a very powerful computer. I’ve never seen anything like this type of coding Colonel. Whoever is operating this computer is a genius. And the computer is more powerful than anything we have. They have been feeding our system false reports for over two hours now! False security feeds! Everything!”

“Can you sever their connection and regain control of our equipment?” Wilman barked the question.

The man shook his head quickly. “Whoever is doing this has infected all of our systems.” He stated. “The only way to purge them now is to shut down the entire network and do a reboot from archived templates!”
“Fuck!” Wilman snarled. “What about secondary systems?”

The man nodded his head. “Secondary systems are offline while primary is running.” He stated. “They are still clean as of now, but the virus will instantly take control of them once they come online.”

“How long before that takes place?” Wilman asked.

“Maybe five seconds before they detect the secondary network come online and then another ten seconds for them to target whatever virus they are using to bypass our control.” The man answered. “I think.”
“You think?” Wilman stated.

“Colonel I’ve never seen this type of sophistication!” The man gasped. “It’s like… it’s like a brand new computer code sir! Whatever it is, it is not Rothryn or any other kind of computer code that exists. At least that we know of.”

“Can you control the weapons launchers with the secondary systems?” Wilman asked.

“Yes sir. Until they take the Secondary Network down too.”

“Can you find the origin of this signal?”

“I can tell you it’s not ground based sir.” The man answered. “We’d pick that up right away. It’s airborne! So it has to be a ship of some sort. And it has to be within five kilometers in order to transmit.”

“Find me the source of that transmission Sergeant!” Wilman hissed. “Like yesterday!” He turned and hit a button on another computer console. “Major Odya!”
“Here Colonel!”

“Seal the Security Wing and begin deploying our security force throughout the Academy. All points of access and exit.” Wilman ordered. “Tell your men to prepare for an assault of some kind. I don’t know from where.”

“Understood sir!” Odya answered.

“And Major…” Wilman looked at Garnot. “Deploy the three Containment 567 Protocol Prototypes.”

“Understood sir.” He replied.

Wilman looked at Garnot as he moved closer to him. “They have not yet undergone full testing Wilman.” He hissed.

“It appears that this is the time.” Wilman spoke.

Harira looked back and forth between the two men. “What are Containment 567 Protocol Prototypes?” She asked.

“They are…” Garnot began to speak but the voice of the sergeant stopped him.

“Colonel… I think I have the ship!” he barked out.

Wilman turned to him. “You think?” He snapped.

The man pointed to his screen. “I was able to trace the signal back to here Colonel.” He spoke indicating a spot only three kilometers off the east tower. “But no sensor readings and no visual ship is present.”

Harira moved up to them. “It is hidden behind one of their invisible fields.” She stated. “They call them Shrouds. It renders the ships invisible to sensors and the naked eye.”

Wilman looked at her. “You are certain?” He asked.

Harira nodded her head quickly. “I have seen them in action.” She stated. “It is amazing technology known to this new branch of Lycavorians.”

“Sergeant… target that spot.” Wilman told him. “Use the East Missile battery. You will have fifteen seconds once you bring the Secondary Network online. Don’t miss.”
PREMONITION 

FIVE THOUSAND FEET 

ORBITING ROTHRYN SCIENCE ACADEMY

TWO POINT NINE KILOMETERS


“…Sadi?” Ne'Veha spoke in almost a whisper as her helmeted head turned back and forth to scan the three consoles of instruments that surrounded her body in the left side pilot’s seat.

“Everything is nominal SirsanGai.” Sadi answered from the co-pilot’s seat, her own head moving between the three massive consoles that surrounded her own body.

Their relationship had provided to them many insights into each other and both of them knew that Ne'Veha was the more instinctive pilot, while Sadi was the more tactically sound. While Sadi adored and loved each of her fellow Crown Princesses, she preferred Ne'Veha’s lush, elven body and Sehri’s firm lithe figure pressed against hers in their bed. Ne'Veha had discovered since Andro had turned her that she simply could not get enough of first Sadi’s and now Sehri’s sweet scent or the taste of their lips. Since Sadi and Ne'Veha were both pilots, this only added to their attraction to one another, just as Lu'ria and Carisia were so drawn to one another because they were warriors. Their minds thought very much alike in so many ways, and when Sehri had joined them, it had become even more delightful for each of them discovered something about each other that simply aroused them to no end. While they would deny nothing to each other, Caliria simply drifted towards Carisia and Lu'ria, while Sehri gravitated toward her and Ne'Veha. When they were all together in their bed with Androcles and the mood struck them, it did not matter who they grabbed to quench their desires, for they were never deny each other anything. They had been spending almost every moment together since Sehri had joined them and all of them were the very best of friends as well as lovers now. The delightful soreness of having Androcles love them breathless still coursed through them all and it was something that none of them would change for anything now. Though none of them had given it much thought at all, their lives had paralleled Andro’s mothers, since they now almost always traveled in a group of three when away from Andro. Just as his mothers had begun to do when they were away from his father.


Sadi turned her head slightly and looked behind her and Ne'Veha. “Mari?” She asked.


Mari turned her own helmeted head to look at her and nodded. “The signal is holding steady.” She answered from the chair.


It had taken Master Chief Ranor all of six hours to install a complete computer station behind the pilot’s seat and opposite Kameka at the PREMONITION’s weapons station. Since almost all of the instruments on the PREMONITION were based in some fashion on Pralor tech, it was a simple matter for Ranor to removed two computer stations from an unused secondary engineering station and turn it into what Mari currently sat in front of. Two large monitors, with three smaller computer consoles in a slightly circular pattern right at her fingertips. Mari had jumped at the chance to work on the ship and had been simply amazed at what the Dreamland Engineers had built by combining Pralor technology and Union ingenuity.


Mari was also stunned at how easily she had fallen into the role she now held. She was now a Leonidas, Deion’s wife and mate, for he had claimed her only two nights earlier during a night of incredibly passionate love making that still made her head spin. The pain from his bite had passed within seconds, the powerful virus within his blood racing through her veins and changing her. It had not been as bad as she imagined, all the times they had been together prior to him biting her having served to prepare her body. Mari had never felt more complete in her life now. The love for Deion Leonidas that she felt was beyond words and now that she was like him, it made that love so much more powerful. She could not imagine herself with anyone but Deion, and the relationships she had been in before meeting Deion no longer registered within her memories. She could not imagine herself not being a Leonidas. It was as if she was always intended for this road in life and she embraced it fully. When she had discovered how much younger Deion was than her, even this knowledge had not deterred her emotions or intent. Had it been anyone else, Mari would have dismissed the relationship just as quickly as she could for it would have been like being with a child. Deion however, even barely eighteen years of age, Deion Leonidas was no child. He held within him the memories and knowledge of his father and grandfathers and his mother and he was the most incredibly intelligent man that Mari had ever met in her life. He was also exceptionally gifted physically in the male department and never ceased to leave Mari breathless before succumbing to his own pleasure. Deion did not fear her intellect either. Other men she had been with were intimidated by her intelligence, but Deion embraced it. He told her that it made her even more attractive to him in so many ways. 

It was going to take some getting used to, being called Princess by so many, but Mari was ready for that portion of her life to begin. She had not told her father or mother just yet, she did not know if they would understand what she felt going through her, and they needed to discover each other once more. Deion had begun training her in small things, with the intent to approach Androcles in order to more officially train her. She was a Praetorian and that could not be denied by anyone, even her father. Mari knew that if her father did not wish to train her than Androcles would.


“Meka?” Sadi asked.


“The Rothryn Teams all made it out.” Meka answered instantly, her long tail absently waving back and forth behind her chair. “I wasn’t able to count all of them Sadi, but it appears as if they got all of the prisoners that we knew about, or close to it. Our weapons are hot but in standby.”


Kameka’Caleo was only another sign that Androcles and those around him were unique.

Meka was now quite happily the wife and mate to Daio and she had embraced her new life without a second’s pause. A fact that her father General Byka’Caleo could not brag enough about. Daio had looked beyond all Kameka had endured in her life and found the light buried deep within her. He had embraced that light and made it his and Kameka had surrendered all she was to him without hesitation. It was a decision she would now never regret for it had given her everything she had ever wanted. She was now free to live her life as she saw fit with a man who worshiped her publicly and privately in their bed. While she was Kavalian by birth, Meka now considered herself a citizen of the Lycavorian Union. She was proud of her heritage, but knew that change was needed or her people would fade from history. General Pian’Nruarani had started that change and her father would do his part in that battle. 

This is where Kameka’Caleo belonged and she knew it with no doubts.
“Andro and Elynth are moving into position now.” Sadi spoke as she turned back to her own instruments. “In a few more minutes we can drop this charade.”

Mari’s head jerked slightly. “Whoa!” She exclaimed. “Another command signal! It just came on line! Sibfla! It’s their Secondary Command Network! I’m detecting missile activation! They are locking onto the low band signal and tracing it back to us!”

“Launch!” Meka called out. “I have missile launch! Eastern Battery!”

Sadi’s head jerked to look out her cockpit window. “Countermeasures!” Sadi barked out instantly.

“Deploying!” Meka answered as her finger stabbed down on her console.

The entire area around the PREMONITION became as bright as daylight as Kameka deployed both flares and electronic clouds of chaff. While not actually causing the Shroud to falter, the flares and chaff did outline the PREMONITION quite clearly to anyone who may have been watching from the ground. Which just happened to be every Rothryn soldier at the Eastern entrance to the Academy as well as Lisisa and Jeth.
“Nubou this!” Sadi snarled. “Andro is almost on top of the skywalk! Meka, target all of the exterior batteries on that facility and blow them into pieces! Mari!”

“I have jumped their signal and now have control of their Secondary Network!” Mari called out. “They won’t be launching anymore missiles but I won’t know if they have another network until it activates!”

“It won’t matter if they have another!” Sadi growled. “SirsanGai… shift five degrees to port and let’s give Meka a clear line of sight!”

“Five degrees!” Ne'Veha echoed as she caressed the controls.

“Locking them up!” Meka shouted. “I’m killing them now!”

Kameka stabbed down on her console sending out the command to the PREMONITION’s two forward mounted X1 Quantum Matter Pulse Cannons. The Pralor designed weapon, taken from Sparta’s Wrath many spares, dropped slightly from within its recessed compartment on the PREMONITION’s forward hull and unleashed four, controlled bursts of devastating Phased Quantum Matter particles. Each burst of the dual cannons slammed perfectly into the four corner mounted missile batteries that were in plain sight on the roof of the Academy. Each blossomed into a huge fireball as the bursts from the QMPC shredded both launchers and spare missiles into junk in the space of just three seconds. 
“Hah!” Mari exclaimed. “Chew on that!”

Sadi touched her console then looked out in to the darkness while reaching for Andro within Mindvoice. Andro our love, they know something is happening now. Go with the gods our beloved. Return to us uninjured and we will shower you with extra attention.

“…Know something is happening. Go with the gods our beloved. Return to us uninjured and we will shower you with extra attention.”


Sadi’s warning was clear, precise and full of seductiveness and Andro felt his wives and mates pulse him with their auras and Etheric resonances as Elynth maneuvered over the top of the Rothryn Academy insuring that she kept clear of the now burning batteries.


A hundred meters Andro! Elynth called out.


Give me two minutes sister! Andro spoke as he released the Dragon Armor braces on his legs. I will open the west wall.


No mercy my dragon brother. Elynth called out. 


No mercy my dragon sister. Andro echoed.


Now! Elynth shouted just as she rolled completely over and Andro dropped from the saddle and fell into the darkness below.

ACADEMY COMMAND CENTER

“…Gone Colonel!” The sergeant gasped aloud as he looked at Wilman. “All… all of the missile batteries were just destroyed!”


Garnot looked at Wilman with shocked eyes. “Destroyed!” He almost screamed. “How is that possible?”


Wilman looked at the sergeant. “A ship?” He asked.


The man nodded his head quickly. “It never fully was visible sir, but it cut loose with some sort of countermeasures that threw off our missiles and reflected against whatever shield they are using to hide themselves. I couldn’t track where the weapons fire came from but it is definitely not any weapon that is known to us or the Vanari! Some sort of Quantum Matter based tech!”


Wilman turned his head quickly to where Harira stood. “You did not tell us they have developed Quantum Matter based weapons!” He snarled.



Harira met his gaze. “Quantum Matter is only theoretical!” She barked back at him.


“Quantum Matter weapons just obliterated my missile batteries and their command crews!” Wilman shouted.


“Colonel… the Containment 567 Protocol Prototypes have been destroyed!” The Sergeant exclaimed.


“What?!” Garnot shouted. “How is that possible!?”


“Executor… it appears as if whoever took the prisoners also eliminated the Containment 567 Protocol Prototypes. All three of them were found with slashed throats!” An alarm began sounding in the Command center and the sergeant’s eyes grew wider. “Colonel! We have an intruder!”


Wilman rushed over to the man. “Intruder? Where?”


Garnot moved over as well now, standing in front of the sergeant’s station. “How could they have gotten someone inside?”


Wilman looked at his sergeant. “Where?” He demanded.


The sergeant shook his head. “It can’t be!” He gasped.


“Talk to me sergeant!” Wilman hissed.


“Colonel… internal sensors are reading a breach of the Skywalk ceiling and the entire Skywalk level!” The sergeant spoke.

“The Skywalk level?” Wilman stammered. “How could anyone breach the Skywalk level from the ground floor?”


The sergeant shook his head. “They didn’t sir.” He spoke pointing to the monitor. “Look.”


The tip of his finger indicated the image of the shattered glass from the huge Skywalk Skylight. The once decorative glass was now utterly destroyed, with only jagged edges remaining.


“Sibfla!” Wilman coughed. “Do we have feeds on that level?”


“Switching now sir!”


“By the gods!” Wilman muttered as the different camera feeds that the sergeant was cycling through all showed the same thing. Bodies. Dozens of bodies. His eyes lifted to focus on Garnot. “What have you brought down on us with your actions you fool?” Wilman growled angrily. “How many?” Wilman shouted. “Eliminate the life signs of all of our men! Tell me how many got it!”

The sergeant worked feverishly and then sat back in shock. “That can’t… that can’t be right!” He gasped.


“What?!” Wilman barked. “How many?”


The sergeant looked up at him. “Colonel there is only… there is only one unidentified life sign!”


Wilman’s eyes grew wide. “One!” He gasped in disbelief. “One man is not killing our security force by himself!!”


All of them heard Harira’s sharp intake of breath and they turned to look at her.


“Harira?” Garnot demanded. “What is it?”


“It’s him!” Harira stammered as her hands went to her throat in fear. “It’s the one who claimed Sehri! It’s Androcles Leonidas!”


“The boy Prince?” Garnot hissed.


Harira looked at him. “He is no boy Garnot!” She snarled at him.

SPARTA’S WRATH

CIC


“…Was that?” Barnak exclaimed as they were monitoring the situation from the CIC with dozens of monitors now showing different portions of the Academy on the surface. The monitor they were watching on the wider screen had just flashed in four different locations and they could see the explosions.


-The PREMONITION just destroyed their missile batteries- Armen spoke from the side. –It seems someone inside discovered the low band signal we are using to infiltrate their systems and traced it back to their ship. They fired upon them. Sadi Leonidas responded in a manner consistent with her demeanor-


Barnak looked at him. “By destroying their missile batteries?” He gasped.



-They are lucky she did not bring down the entire structure- Armen quipped. 


The doors to the CIC slid open and Sehri led The Cleric Mother Ilossa into the CIC. The older woman had wide eyes as she clung to Sehri’s arm, her head swiveling about like a top as she took everything in. Ilossa’s eyes finally came to rest of Dyack as Sehri ushered her right up to the Command Table.


“Cleric Mother Ilossa.” Dyack spoke bowing his head slightly. “An honor to see you once more.”


“Praetor Dyack.” Ilossa stammered. “How did you…? She looked around once more. “This ship?”

“Amazing isn’t it?” Dyack asked her as he looked at Sehri step closer to him. She reached up on her tip toes and kissed his cheek.


“Papa.” She spoke softly and with a great amount of affection.


“Cleric Mother, I’m sure you know Lord Barnak.” Dyack said motioning to him. “He is now Deputy Praetor.”


Ilossa’s eyes grew wider at this information and she looked at Barnak. She quickly looked back to Dyack. “Then it has… it has begun?” She asked.


Dyack nodded his head. “That is why I asked Sehri to bring you here.” He reached over and squeezed Barnak’s arm. “The three of us have a decision to make right now.”


Barnak looked at him oddly. “What do you mean Dyack?” 


“The prisoners have all been liberated Cleric Mother.” Dyack said. “According to our men, some of them are in rough shape physically and mentally, but they are alive. Androcles has assured me that he can have several of the Union’s Hadarian medical personnel dispatched here along with several of their medical ships and generous amounts of supplies that we just do not have. Once we inform him of our decision, those ships and personnel can depart and be here within three days. Then we can truly begin to pull our people from our past while balancing our future with that same past.”


Ilossa nodded her head. “As it should be Praetor.” She stated. “I do not… I do not know why you sent for me however. I am not… I cannot be a politician.”


Dyack shook his head. “Not a politician.’ He told her. “A healing balm for all our people. As the Cleric Mother to the Rothryn people.”


Ilossa’s eyes went wide at this information and Barnak smiled. While he had never met the woman before just now he had heard of her through the many years of trying to hide his own children with Etheric abilities. He knew what his friend was attempting to do and Barnak could not help but agree with his actions.

“The Rothryn Science Academy would never…” Ilossa began.


“They no longer exist.” Barnak stated proudly. “We have absolved them of all their power and influence. It no longer exists. Even now we are seeing to their forces within their walls.”


Dyack chuckled. “In a manner of speaking.” He stated.


“I don’t… Praetor Dyack I don’t understand.” Ilossa spoke.


“We brought you here to answer a question for us.” Dyack said. “Barnak does not know all of the details but I’m sure he has figured it out by now.”


Barnak nodded his head. “Indeed and I approve.”


Dyack smiled and took Ilossa’s hands in his. “We need you to decide what to do with the Academy.” He stated. “Does it benefit us in the long run if we leave the facility intact or do we raze it to the ground and purge it from our future?”

Ilossa’s reaction was almost instant. “So much agony and death.” She stated softly. “All the things that have happened within those walls Praetor… they could never be forgotten if… if the facility remained.” She shook her head. “No. It must be destroyed. Right down to the last brick and piece of steel.”

Dyack nodded his head and looked at Barnak. “My friend?” He asked.


Barnak nodded. “I agree.”


“Then so it shall be.” Dyack spoke. He squeezed Ilossa’s hands tighter. “Did she make it back inside?”

Ilossa nodded her head. “Barely. She has risked much through these years Praetor. You must insure she makes it out.”


Dyack nodded his head. “I intend to.” He turned and looked at Armen. “Armen are we receiving that tapped feed?”


-I will bring it up on both side monitors- Armen answered. –Mari Leonidas was very thorough in her tapping of the system-


“If you would insure it is broadcast openly across the planet Armen. Our News Channels are standing by for your feed.” Dyack said.


“What feed Dyack?” Barnak asked.


“I asked them if it was possible to use the Academy’s own internal security system against them.” Dyack explained. “What we are about to witness will be what our own people will see across the planet.”


“What is that?” Ilossa asked.


“Spartan Justice.” Dyack answered seeing Sehri’s face positively beaming with love at his words.


The two holo monitors to either side of the large chart table came alive and everyone heard Barnak’s massive intake of breath. “By all that we hold holy!”


He had not made an appearance outside of SPARTA’S WRATH for two whole days, ever since delivering his message to the Vanari SBR. He had left all contact with the Vanari to Coren Re Mydala, Asay Va Eldost and those best suited to deal with it. He was no politician and he knew it.

Androcles Leonidas had spent those two days tangled within the arms, legs and sweet scents of his wives and mates during the evening hours and studying with Sarlana, Murano, Elynth, Dorian and Ryner during the day. He had re-committed to memory every single curve and erogenous zone on each of his mates, relishing in their cries of delight and fervor and much fun and pleasure had been had by all. They had returned the pleasure to him tenfold, and done so with great gusto and happiness, playfully fighting with one another on who would have him at that particular time, usually ending in whoever was closest to him at the time. They also were not shy about giving and taking from each other if the tangle of female flesh was any indication. Andro could feel the love for each other that they held as well as for him and this made him even more determined to love them more fervently than they could take. He had succeeded in this endeavor, of that he was confident.

His days were filled with learning, being taught by both Sarlana in the history and skills of the Dahakoan, and by Murano as he related to them more and more of the Praetorians, how they came into existence and the many skills that they had. It was not as difficult as he, Dorian, Elynth and Ryner first thought since Sarlana and Murano had obviously been working together on such a training program. They were seamless in their actions and their thoughts, and while Sarlana told them that they would not be fully complete until Laren and Ladur were with them, she was trying to give them an advantage until the six of them were together. Murano on the other hand had given them several skills to use in order to better harness their emotions and control and then channel that emotion into their abilities. Murano had dismissed the dogma of the Praetorians of his time, realizing and now embracing the fact that these men and women were not like the Praetorians of old. Discovering Mari was his daughter was the first step in Murano letting go of his past and embracing the future. He was pushing all of them hard, but none harder than Deion and Andro knew why. Though he did not yet know Deion had already claimed Mari as his wife and mate, Murano was doing what any father would do and insuring that Deion was worthy of his daughter.

These two days were like a brilliant light had been turned on inside their beings, and the connection and bond he shared with Elynth was so much more powerful and clear. It had been almost seamless before, but now it was as if they were one entity. This connection was carrying over to nearly everything they did and even more so now because of their heightened senses and state of mind. Andro and Elynth held nothing back now and the only ones they could spar with at full speed were Dorian and Ryner. Only Dorian had the same quickness and power that their blood allowed, their Lycavorian, Vampire and Dragon blood. While this was true, Androcles and Dorian made it a point to train with their brothers, Jomann and Dutkne, as well as Nara, Eliani, Mari and Sheva, Lisisa and Onera. All of them were Praetorians, whether it be warriors or mages and they would all need to learn to control and use the abilities that their Pralor blood provided to them.

As he dropped into the darkness below Androcles felt no fear, only a sense of balance and peace.


He felt anger at what the men inside this building had intended for his beloved Sehri yes, but that anger did not control him. It fueled him and his actions with purpose and intent. As he rotated his body slightly while he fell, Androcles prepared to unleash Spartan justice on those inside this building. Murano had taught them so much in so short a time and it was these skills that Andro now brought to bear. Once Murano had come to the realization that it was their emotions that fueled their Praetorian power, he was quickly able to adapt many of the powers he had knowledge of and begin to instruct them. He was also able to allow them to improve their existing abilities and make them much more effective.

And far more lethal.


Androcles extended his legs at the moment he touched the decorative glass of the Skywalk ceiling. His weight easily cracked, splintered and finally shattered the thick glass in a split second and he descended through the glass, focused his power downward and landed on the floor beneath him with enough force to crack the granite floor. The nearly two dozen Science Academy security personnel who had congregated under or near the glass ceiling had no time to prepare for what came next. Andro directed the force of his power down and outward all around him. His Etheric power was propelled outward like the ripples of a pebble being tossed into a calm pond. Only these ripples uprooted the Rothryn security forces, shattering limbs and rupturing internal organs as the concussive Etheric wave smashed their bodies in every direction until all of them came to painful halts with impacts of interior walls. Most were killed by the Etheric wave instantly, the massive concussive force doing all of the damage, and the impacts of smashing into the unyielding walls only adding to the enormous damage done to their bodies.

Androcles looked up quickly, the plume from his helmet still billowing in the wake of the drop and Etheric wave, only his changed eyes and fangs showing through the protective breaks in his helmet. None of the twenty-one men were moving, three of them still imbedded in the granite of the walls they had slammed into because of their proximity to the Etheric wave’s origin point. He could hear alarms beginning to erupt all over the building and the shouts and screams of men on the same level as him. Then he heard Eirene’s calm voice cut through the noise and fill his head through his receiver implant. She was situated at the West Academy Arch behind the portable P9 console in the rear of the Rothryn version of a Command Heavy Lifter with Miseo and Fedor providing her protection, along with the three other Rothryn techs in the back of the vehicle.

“Twenty meters north fervon!” She told him. “Left at the intersection and then thirty meters to the stairwell. Down one level and the west wall will be directly in front of you.”

Androcles didn’t hesitate and turned north while calling forth his Shi Viska and he began to march.

ACADEMY CONTROL ROOM

“…Contact with all forces on the Skywalk level!” The sergeant shouted. “The security station on Level Four isn’t responding!”

“What about the Section leader?” Wilman barked out.


“Negative!” The sergeant answered. “All communications on the Skywalk level is being jammed Colonel! Whatever they are using I can’t seem to burn through it! It’s unlike anything I have ever seen!”

“I need contact with my men!” Wilman roared.


“I’m trying sir!” The man snapped back. “The only team we have contact with is the Southern Defense Unit!”


Garnot stepped forward. “Order them to attack the troops at the South Arch!” He shouted.  “Kill their precious troops and they will call this monster off!”


Wilman looked at Garnot. “Without support from our missile batteries they will be slaughtered!” He barked out.


“I don’t care! That is what we pay them for!” Garnot screamed.


“I will not send them to their deaths!” Wilman barked out. 


“If you do not we are all dead!” Garnot screeched.


Wilman looked at the sergeant. “Are the forces moving for the entrances?” He asked.


The sergeant shook his head. “No sir! They are maintaining their distance just inside what used to be our missile range. Without the missile batteries we can’t do any damage to them if they decide to attack!”


Wilman looked at Garnot. “You would order a full scale attack against fellow Rothryn?” He gasped.


“If it keeps me alive yes!” Garnot barked out.

DORIAN AND RYNER 

ORBITING AT 10,000 FEET



Like his beloved older brother, Dorian Leonidas was an enigma that many outside of his family would never understand. Very little was known about the son of Martin and Isabella Leonidas and to be honest that is exactly how Dorian liked it. Again, like his brother Androcles, Dorian coveted his privacy almost religiously. They now knew that this was caused because of the dragon blood within their veins; the Dahakoan blood that miraculously flowed within them. How this was possible they did not know, and like Androcles once more, Dorian did not care. He had questioned why he was like he was; the reason he came into existence as he had, just like Andro and Elynth. Just like his Bonded brother Ryner. Why were they always so different than others? They now had some of the answers to their questions and they had embraced the answers they had gotten from Sarlana. They had embraced the answers not because they knew them to be true, but because they felt them to be true. Sarlana had revealed to them everything that she knew, providing to them information they would never have gotten had their father and mothers not gone off into the unknown in search of their history.

The youngest in terms of how long he had been alive Dorian Leonidas may have been, but he looked no different than any other twenty-four year old Spartan. And because of who he was, he had the memories and knowledge of his father and grandfathers before him, as well as his mother and her ancestors. He ignored everything about Veldruk her father, and instead took in all he could of his great grandfather Dorian, his mother’s grandfather and the man he was named after. Much had happened to him in the year he had been alive, and while it probably would have driven another man insane, it only served to strengthen Dorian’s demeanor and will. He was a Praetorian like his brothers Androcles, Denali and Deion, like his sisters Nara and Eliani and Lisisa. Like his father. He was also Dahakoan. All of this combined allowed him to sense and know that Sheva Juconi would be his, even when he was but an infant. The five foot two vampire woman was three hundred plus years older than him, but she belonged to him heart and soul. And now they had found Onera, the half vampire, half Immortal young woman who was born in the same manner as he was in order to save her life. Her birth had been accelerated because of a disease and she had joined this world and grown far faster than any normal child. But she now belonged to Dorian as well, and to Sheva. 

They had both claimed her only two nights ago in the midst of a blissful night of passion. While Onera was perched in his lap, his manhood buried deep within her, Dorian and Sheva had bitten her at the peak of their pleasure. This event opened their minds to one another within the Etheric realm like nothing else ever could and the three of them had basked in this knowledge. And then they had basked in the physical pleasure the three of them could have together for the next twenty hours straight, until none of them could find the strength to lift even a single limb from their bed. 


Now Dorian and Ryner were riding over watch.


All of their combined skills were being used to insure that no surprises came at their brother and sister from the unknown. As only Dahakoan could do. They had a connection and bond to Androcles and Elynth that no one else had except for Laren and Ladur. They were attuned to their every thought and movement as if they were seeing and acting out themselves. It was certainly not something that they could explain but fate and destiny was guiding them now and that is why they were like this. Something that both of them embraced completely.


So far Dorian and Ryner were in awe of what their brother and sister had accomplished up to now and this made them even more intent to watch and learn and be alert to any dangers that may befall them.


Dorian felt more than saw Ryner’s head snap downward and to the right as they cruised slowly above the Academy.


Brother? He asked relying on Ryner’s superior vision from this high up.


I have a group of men exiting one of the roof entrances and moving across the surface. It appears they mean to intercept Androcles before he reaches the west wall. Ryner answered.


Dorian tensed in the saddle and nodded his head. How many?


Six. Ryner answered instantly.


Then let us make sure they do not break up the reunion. Dorian told him.


I was hoping you would say that. Ryner echoed as he folded his wings to his sides and dove for the ground ten thousand feet below them.


Androcles reached the corner of the corridor and pressed up against the wall. Just as he was about to take a quick glance down the corridor a Rothryn security force member came barreling around the corner, his weapon held ready. Andro acted before the man had even cleared the corner and his Shi Viska snapped up and struck the man full in the upper body. The Rothryn soldier came to an abrupt halt painfully as Andro smashed the Shi Viska into his body. He could not stop the pain or the cracking of most of his ribs, nor could he stop his body from launching into the air from the force of the blow and tossing him across the eight feet to the solid wall of the corridor where he impacted heavily, driving all the air from his lungs and snapping the remaining ribs in his body. Genetically he may have been Lycavorian, but like many others, he had never been on the receiving end of Lycavorian strength enhanced with Etheric power. It was devastating to say the least. As the man slammed into the wall, Andro looked down the corridor once more and saw a squad of Rothryn moving quickly and efficiently towards him. He moved back and reached down to his side, where he removed one of the glaives he now carried. He extended the short blades, stepped around the corner holding his Shi Viska up for protection and he launched the glaive down the narrow corridor. It happened so quickly that the Rothryn troops never saw the lethal blade as it sliced through the air at neck level and within four seconds all of the seven men were grabbing at their throats, blood erupting from deep and fatal cuts to their throats. Andro began to walk down the corridor towards them as the glaive returned to his hand like a boomerang and he shook it hard once, displacing any loose blood that now decorated the blades. He left the glaive extended and reached a short corridor to his left. He paused only an instant, and that was to turn his body while he walked and he whipped his hand out once more and sent the glaive whispering down the side corridor, completing his turn and continuing down the main corridor until he reached the top of the stairs.

There! Eirene’s voice echoed in his implant. You are at the stairwell! Down the stairs and the west wall will be right in front of you! It will be large enough for Elynth to break to the south from there while you continue north.

Thank you arande. Andro spoke as he lifted his hand and the glaive rocketed around the corner and back into his hand, stained with the fresh blood of three more Rothryn troops who had been hiding in the short corridor.

Go with the Gods fervon!


There were thirteen Rothryn security troops waiting at the bottom of the stairs, the voice in the command center telling them that the intruder was at the top of the stairs. Six were in position at the base of the stairs while seven more were standing in different covering positions behind them. All of their weapons were focused on the narrow stairwell, all of them confident that they would shred the intruder with their weapons before he was even halfway down the stairs. 
Only two of this group of thirteen would survive the encounter. 


What they expected to come barreling down the stairs was not what they received. They heard a metal clang above them and then the armored figure of a man was speeding towards them riding some sort of shield down the stairs and holding his hands out in front of him, a large ball of bluish white Etheric energy residing in each hand. The first rank of six men were so stunned at the sight that they did not fire for the first three seconds after seeing Androcles. It was all the time he would need. Just as the men pulled the triggers on their weapons, Andro’s feet snapped up propelling his Shi Viska forward at impossible speed. Using his exacting control of his Etheric power, he settled to the bottom step of the stairs just as he released the two glowing Etheric balls of energy. Only a few of their projectile rounds impacted off of Andro’s Etheric shield before the Shi Viska smashed into that rank of men with unearthly precision. It struck the two men in the center of that line of six without the blades extended on the shield and with just the force of its momentum, promptly crushed their skulls before ricocheting off at an angle. The two Rothryn died instantly, but their bodies were also propelled to the sides against their fellow Rothryn which threw them all off balance, allowing Androcles to release the Etheric energy with devastating efficiency. 

The Etheric balls of power accelerated right past the seven men behind the first rank and impacted the steel and granite wall of the Academy behind them. The seven Rothryn men could only watch in unmitigated disbelief as the entire section of wall seem to buckle inward, return to its normal position and then it simply erupted outward in an explosive hail of stone and steel slivers, showering them with bits and pieces and filling the foyer area with thick dust and grime. Such was the trust of her Bonded Brother that Elynth had not even slowed down as she barreled toward the side of the academy wall and just as she reached out with her talons to begin a controlled braking maneuver, the wall exploded outward all around her. With a pulse of distinct approval to her beloved Androcles for his timing, Elynth was now in a position to pounce. Since her legs and talons were already poised to land on the wall, she now attacked as the rubble bounced harmlessly off her Etheric shield and she came out of the dust and grime inside the building like some avenging creature from the heavens and fell upon the seven men who had turned to watch.


Two men died instantly when her talons snatched them up and she crushed them as she landed, her muzzle snapping forward even before she was fully stopped and her massive jaws closing on another Rothryn and biting him in half before he really knew what was going on. As Elynth whipped her head to the side and tossed the upper body of the Rothryn to the floor, the screams of the Rothryn began to fill the foyer area as Andro and Elynth made short work of the remaining men, the few bursts from weapons that did get off deflecting harmlessly away from their Etheric shields.

The dust was beginning to clear when Andro stepped up to his bonded sister lifting his Shi Viska back onto his arm.


An excellent entrance sister. Andro spoke as he moved right up to her and Elynth lowered her head to press her muzzle to his forehead.


Your timing was perfect. Elynth told him. Let us end this quickly now my brother.


Andro nodded his head. Agreed. He reached up and touched his helmet activating his implant. Eirene!


Their Command Center is sixty meters north Andro! Elynth, moved forty meters south and then turn right and the entrance to their power facility will be there!


Andro looked at Elynth once more, her golden eyes focused on him. Remember what we are Androcles my brother.


Andro nodded his head. I will sister.


Then let us do this. Elynth echoed before maneuvering her four and a half tons of muscle and teeth around Androcles and beginning a half sprint down the corridor. Andro turned north and looked down the long corridor before drawing Cana rie Emanur, the sword blade bursting into existence from Flatspace with a soft sizzling sound.

“Time to finish this.” Andro muttered before he began to run down the empty corridor.

SPARTA’S WRATH
ORBITING LENTANI


“…All the gods in the heavens!” Barnak gasped in disbelief as his eyes were riveted to the two large monitors that showed what was happening both inside the Academy and outside.


Dyack had authorized one of their News organizations to release several Vid drones into the hole Androcles had made in the Skywalk and they were now following him, hanging back far enough where they could see everything and not get in the way. The feed from the drones was exceptionally clear and Barnak, Dyack and the others had just witnessed Androcles and Elynth split up after her dramatic entrance into the side of the building. Though they had not heard the words spoken between them, it was obvious that they were communicating on such a high Etheric level that no one would hear their words. Even Dyack, a man who thought he knew what Androcles was capable of after the way Aleatia had explained to him how he had rescued Sehri on Solmar, could only stand there in total incredulity at what they had witnessed. 

Ilossa was in utter shock at what she had just seen and was clinging to Sehri in disbelief. She glanced at Sehri’s face and saw the tears rolling down her cheeks slowly, her eyes bright however. “Sehri child?” Ilossa asked quickly turning to grip her hands as Dyack and Barnak looked at her.


Sehri shook her head slowly. “I did not… Cleric Mother I did not fully comprehend what he… how much…”


Ilossa smiled then and squeezed Sehri’s hands. “You did not fully comprehend just what you mean to this young Prince and your fellow Princesses did you?”


Sehri shook her head again. “No.” She stammered.


“Sehri?” Dyack asked his daughter waiting as she turned to face him.


“I never knew he could do these things father.” Sehri said meeting his gaze. “I have seen him fight before yes, but this is… it is…”


“It is nubous beautiful!” Barnak exclaimed. “Dyack this is going out to our people?”


Dyack turned back to look at him, his own eyes wide. “I… yes. I authorized RNN to release the drones and gave them access to the entire news network.”

“This is an opportunity we cannot let slip us by.” Barnak continued. “This is what we need to rally our people! This could be the catalyst for our future!”


Ilossa turned and looked at Barnak from her spot, still holding Sehri’s hands. “What do you mean Lord Barnak?”


Dyack nodded his head. “I know what he means.” He spoke suddenly. “We use what Androcles is doing to show them a different path.”


Barnak nodded his head. “It will not happen overnight, we cannot change things too quickly Dyack, you know that. This is what we can use to finally make our people as one. No more castes. No more segregation. This could make us all one people. Or at the very least begin us down that path.”


“And we still keep our connection to the past.” Dyack said softly.


“Is this not what this new branch of Lycavorians have done?” Barnak spoke. “They move forward steadily, but they still adhere to their instincts! They still honor and learn and guide by their past!”

“This path will require us to change much Barnak.” Dyack said.


“I have already told you I am not against change Dyack old friend.” He answered. “But it is change that we can regulate and guide and nurture. Change that is for the betterment of our people and their growth!”


“You know what we will have to do?” Dyack asked him moving closer.


“I do not question what we need to do old friend.” Barnak told him. “My only question is will they help us?”


“That is a question you do not have to ask.” The new female voice spoke and all of them turned to see the new holo image come to life opposite the chart table. The woman was very regal looking, well dressed and she appeared in excellent health. The cane in her hand was ornately carved and she only leaned on it slightly.


“Tenna Deia!” Sehri gasped as she turned and saw her image.


Deia smiled affectionately as she recognized Sehri. She had met Sehri twice in the short time she had been on Earth with Androcles and the others and she was a beautiful young woman. “You are looking beautiful Sehri. As always. I still wonder what my Mandri did to have all of you fall in love with him.” Sehri couldn’t help but laugh softly as she wiped the tears from her eyes. “Gorgo contacted me and let me know that events there had begun. I had a few moments and decided to check with Armen. He put me through here.”


“Father… this is Prime Minister Deia. She is Andro’s Aunt.” Sehri explained.


Dyack stepped closer to the image of the woman. “Yes… my wife and mate told me of you.” He stated. “I am Dyack… and this is Deputy Praetor Barnak and the Cleric Mother Ilossa. It is an honor to meet you.”

Deia bowed her head slightly. “It is more an honor for me.” She said with a warm smile. “I have read all the files Androcles gave to me on the Rothryn people and I must say that I am very impressed.”


“So you will help us?” Barnak asked her.


“You may call yourselves Rothryn and we honor that.” Deia spoke. “But you are still Lycavorians in your history and your hearts. Asking us if we will help you is never a question that needs to be asked. Tell me what you need and you will have it.”

SPARTA’S WRATH 

ETHERIC MEDITATION CHAMBER

ROYAL DECK
 


It was certainly something new for Murano, but by no means could he say he was not enjoying himself in a perverse sort of way. Had the Praetorians of his time been able to do this, they could have learned and passed so much information to each other in far shorter periods of time. As a Darastrixi Doraanar Sarlana had the ability to “piggyback” as she had called it, the Etheric wave and strands that were Androcles and Dorian and Elynth and Ryner. She could see all they could see and monitor their current emotional state as well as assist them if needed. The Doraanar were limited in what they could do by what the individual Dahakoan allowed them, and how tightly they were allowed to access the Etheric strands of each Dahakoan. Androcles and Dorian had allowed her to see everything about what they were currently doing, and how their emotions fluctuated, but the rest of their minds were like solid black barriers. Sarlana did not care about that, for she already knew how they felt about her and nearly everyone else, and their private lives and emotions were just that. Private.


Murano however, he had never experienced something like this and he found it extremely fascinating. He could feel every ripple within the Etheric realm that was Androcles, Dorian, Elynth and Ryner as they did battle. The ebb and flow of their Etheric streams and emotions were open to him and he could see everything they were doing. Their awareness of everything everyone around them was expanded to such an extent that nothing escaped their notice. It was like watching them from above as they acted out. When Andro and Elynth touched their heads together and then split up Sarlana’s soothing and wise voice filled the connection they shared.


This is what the Praetorians could have been Murano. What they should have been. Sarlana told him. You feel how their emotions fuel their actions yet always remain controlled? How their awareness of everything is expanded?


You are doing that. Murano commented.


Murano could almost see Sarlana shaking her head. No, it comes from them, but when a Doraanar is in the connection with them it becomes even more powerful. It is the primary reason why, even without your Praetorian abilities, the Dahakoan never lost a battle with the Scourge.

 


It is almost like a form of precognition. Murano stated. It is amazing. They see four or five moves ahead of what they are currently doing.

This is why they are so formidable. Sarlana spoke. This is why their father is equally as formidable and he is not Dahakoan. He is something else.


Something else? Murano asked.


Martin Leonidas is not a Praetorian Murano. Sarlana told him. He wields the power of the Praetorian yes, but he is something much more. I know you have felt it within him. Seen flashes of it. 


Are you saying that Martin is like his sons? Murano asked.


No. Androcles and Dorian were chosen to be Dahakoan for a reason. Dadrien chose them for reasons only he and your friend Sumar know. Martin is something else entirely, with a potential equal to if not more than his sons.

I have… I have felt something different within him. Murano admitted. I did not want to press too hard for he would have detected even the most minor intrusion against his Etheric shields.


We must nurture all we can Murano. Sarlana said softly. We must find Praetorian Mages who are powerful enough to act as I do for the Dahakoan. I know they are out there, but we have just not found them yet.


Murano opened his eyes then and dropped from the Etheric stream waiting for Sarlana to do the same and meet his gaze.


“War with the Scourge is coming isn’t it Sarlana?” He asked. “No matter how much we try to avoid it, deflect from it, hope it does not occur. It is coming isn’t it?”


“You ask me a question that you already know the answer to Murano.” Sarlana replied. “I am only four hundred and fifty thousand years old Murano, and the Dahakoan died out long before I was ever hatched. I have never been able to do what I now do with Androcles and the others, but it comes so naturally to me. I understand now why the Scourge wanted those of my kind destroyed. Somehow they must have realized what we meant to the Dahakoan and wanted to insure we were no longer a threat to them.”

“And they were in a perfect position to demand that from the Darastrixi after they had destroyed my people.” Murano spoke softly.


Sarlana nodded her head. “That is why my people acquiesced to their demands. Out of fear. At least that is what I now believe.”


Murano nodded his head slowly. “That would explain quite a bit.” He said. “And it shames me to know how I acted towards you without knowing all the information.”

Sarlana shook her head. “There is no shame you bear Murano. No one is perfect and each of us has to learn this of our own accord. We have time Murano.” Sarlana said. “How much I do not know, but we have time before that war arrives on our doorstep no matter how much we don’t want it to. I believe Martin may have some idea, perhaps even Wayonn, but given how conscious both of them are of security measures and what they are dealing with now, we do not know for sure and they will tell no one. Our purpose, I believe our purpose is to train and guide the next generation of the Dahakoan and Praetorian as I have told you before. We must hold nothing back from each other and that is why I invited you here to experience this.”


Murano got to his feet and stood silent for a long moment, Sarlana staring at him. He finally held out his hand for her and she took it and allowed him to help her rise. He towered over her diminutive frame and looked down into her eyes. “How do we guide those who hold their emotions so close to their hearts and in many cases do not want to be guided?” He asked.


 Sarlana smiled as she took his arm in her hands. “Carefully.” She answered. “And by becoming close to those who will always have far more influence over those we serve. Come now… Androcles will deal with the remainder of these fool Rothryn who thought to control Etheric power for their own gains. There are training regimes and skills that we will need to formulate and develop in order to do what we are meant to do.” Sarlana looked up into his face. “And I wish to hear from you how you feel now that you have discovered you are a father.”

“How did you…?” Murano stammered.


“The Leonidas siblings keep nothing from each other.” Sarlana stated with a twinkle in her eyes. “They have known for some time from what I understand. Their sense of smell is astounding isn’t it? Aricia and Helen told me before I departed to join you. I want to know how it makes you feel.”


“It is… it is new territory for me.” Murano told her honestly.


Sarlana chuckled softly. “Yes, I imagine it would be.” She looked at him. “Tell me about it.”

LENTANI
ROTHRYN SCIENCE ACADEMY

It was perhaps the most beautiful event that any living Rothryn had ever seen. Brutal beyond measure yes, but beautiful in every regard. Two of the three Rothryn news channel Vid Drones were hovering up near the top of the high foyer ceiling outside the Command center entrance, their cameras focused on Androcles below them and broadcasting their feed to every Rothryn household across the planet that had access to the News channels. This made up about ninety-eight percent of the Rothryn people and word was spreading quickly across the planet about what was happening and more and more people across the many cities were beginning to tune in. It was an unprecedented event and the many News organizations on Lentani were turning to each other for help in widening their broadcast powers.


Androcles’ Etheric shield was radiating brightly as round after round impacted his shield and bounced away. Twenty Rothryn soldiers had descended upon him just as he reached the outside of the Command Center and attacked. They were quick to discern that their weapons were having no effect on the armored figure and most had drawn hand weapons and attacked, thinking to bring him down by sheer numbers. It was a fool’s gambit and this they discovered almost immediately. 


The first two Rothryn to reach Androcles were the first to die as he simply bent down, allowed his Shi Viska to take their assault, and then lifted them into the air over the top of his head, adding a bit of force using his TK abilities. Their bodies were tossed almost ten meters down the corridor he had come and both of them landed at odd angles, bones breaking and shattering from the force. The moment Andro had lifted them clear over his head, he spun around to face the Rothryn, sweeping Cana rie Emanur around in front of him. The sword bit deeply into the neck of a single Rothryn, but did not pause and passed completely through his neck and the neck of two others, blood erupting outward and spraying the first rank of Rothryn troops with a fine mist of red. This cleared the area immediately in front of Androcles and he finished this move by sweeping his Shi Viska around from the side and launching the shield in a curving motion. The Shi Viska sped away from his arm as if shot from a cannon, still bladeless along the edges. It was truly the only mercy Androcles showed this night. The Shi Viska stuck one man full in the chest, crushing his ribs and collapsing both lungs before it bounced away and slammed into another man only several feet away. The Shi Viska struck him in the side, instantly shattering his clavicle in three locations and propelling his body away to slam into two other of his fellow soldiers, all of whom ended tumbling away in a tangle of limbs.

Androcles stood there, sweeping Cana rie Emanur in front of his face as his Shi Viska returned to his arm and suddenly the Rothryn troops that remained standing were staring at him from five meters away. Andro willed his Shi Viska back into Flatspace and it disappeared from his arm. He crossed Cana rie Emanur in front of his body once more and then willed the blade back into Flatspace and returned the pommel to its place on his combat harness. The Rothryn were all wide eyed and terrified of this creature before them with blazing azure blue eyes that were nearly glowing inside his skull as they reflected from under his helmet.
None of them had ever faced such a thing in battle and all of them knew that dozens of their comrades now lay dead, scattered across the interior of the Science Academy, killed by this apparition in front of them.

Andro lifted his hands in front of him and spread them about equal to the width of his shoulders. “No more of you need die this night.” He spoke slowly. “I have come for justice against those who ordered the attack against my wife and mate! They were going to take her so that they could kill her and dissect her like an animal! You fight for those in charge here, but do you really know what it is they do to your own people within these walls? Do you know what atrocities they commit against your people?”


Andro felt the vibration in the floor announcing the arrival of Elynth as she came up slowly behind him, lowering her body to the floor on top of her talons so that she could attack at any moment, and extending her huge head out to a place directly over Andro’s right shoulder. He saw all of their eyes grow even larger at the monstrosity before them, not knowing that Elynth had dispatched almost twenty of their fellow soldiers as she destroyed the main power grid for the building. There were splotches of blood crisscrossing her dragon armor, even across the helmet portion which protected her head and muzzle. Her wings slowly extended out half way, making her appear larger than she really was but having the desired affect as many of the Rothryn troops fidgeted on their feet and took several steps back.

“You cannot defeat us.” Andro continued. “Over a hundred of your comrades lie dead across this building at our hands. I will slay a hundred more if need be, you included, if you stand in my way. I will have justice and I will bring this vile building down to the ground, but you do not have to die here this night!”

WESTERN ACADEMY ENTRANCE
ROTHRYN THIRD INFANTRY BRIDAGE


“You cannot defeat us.” Andro continued. “Over a hundred of your comrades lie dead across this building at our hands. I will slay a hundred more if need be, you included, if you stand in my way. I will have justice and I will bring this vile building down to the ground, but you do not have to die here this night!”

“…Is he doing?” The Rothryn Colonel exclaimed in disbelief as they watched the large monitor from inside the temporary command tent.


“I believe he is giving them a chance to surrender.” Denali answered the man as he too watched the large monitor.

“Surrender?” The Colonel almost shouted. “They do not deserve to surrender after all they have been party too!”


Deni looked to his right where Deion and Nara stood with Fedor and Eliani. Kalis, Ridor and Daio were outside with Lisisa and Arduri watching the events with the lines of Rothryn troops poised to assault the Academy.


“Deni we should move now!’ Fedor spoke quickly. “He is outnumbered! He needs our help!”


Nara and Eliani looked at their younger brother and grinned. “Outnumbered?” Nara spoke as she bumped her hip against Fedor in sisterly affection. “Andro and Elynth have them outnumbered Fedor. It won’t be much of a fight.”  

“But they…”


“Fuck you!” A voice snarled out from the monitor and drew all of their attention.

“Then join your comrades in jorbhe!” 
Androcles’ voice was death incarnate and all of them were riveted to the large monitor as they saw his hands flare with Etheric power and the fourteen or so Academy Security troops were lifted off the floor, many of them flailing madly to regain their balance. Andro thrust his hands back and then forward, feeling Elynth channel her own power into him and the Academy Security troops were sent hurtling through several layers of steel and granite walls until they were launched from the side of the building, most of them already dead.

The shouts of shock echoed from outside the tent and the Commander of the Rothryn 3rd Infantry Brigade bolted from the tent just in time to see over a dozen bodies coming sailing out of the side of the building three stories up. The screams of those that were still alive echoed in the night air for a few seconds until they too were silenced forever as the bodies began crashing into the surrounding timber.


“By the gods!” The Colonel declared openly in an astonished shout. His head snapped around as he saw Denali, Fedor and Deion come up beside him almost casually.


Denali turned and looked at Fedor. “Still think he needs our help fervon?” He asked as Fedor met his gaze with a sheepish expression.


“Perhaps not.” Fedor answered.


Denali smiled and turned back to the Rothryn Colonel. “Colonel… I suggest you get your men ready to move in.” He told him. “It’s almost over inside.”


“How… how do you know this?” The Colonel asked.


“Because I know my brother.” Denali told him.

ROTHRYN SCIENCE ACADEMY

COMMAND CENTER


“…Do something!” Garnot screamed.


Wilman looked at him. “What do you want me to do?” He shouted back. “Our men are being decimated! He’s already killed over half our standing force! We…”


The tearing sound of metal and granite reached their ears and they all turned to the main door into the command center. Fully two feet thick with reinforcing steel rods and they could only watch in horror as that door bowed inward nearly six inches and the granite frame cracked and began to shatter. In the next instant, the entire door was ripped away as if by the hand of some angry god, dust from outside suddenly filling the vacuum sealed room. As they all stood there frozen in their boots, the dark form suddenly filled the area where the door had been. The sergeant had been closest to Wilman and he flung himself from his chair in order to protect his officer, bringing up the sidearm as he leaped at Androcles. The dust had cleared enough to watch as Androcles reached out with his left hand and caught the man in his left hand, his fingers closing around his throat, just as he was bringing his sidearm to bear on Andro’s head. Andro’s right hand snapped up with the glaive in it and the dual blades extended just before he released the weapon. The glaive whistled through the air directly at where Wilman was tearing at the holster that held his sidearm. He only had enough time to look up in horror, his own weapon barely out of its holster, before the glaive struck him in the left side of his chest with enough force to launch his body into the air and drive it back until he smashed into the wall three meters behind him with enough force to leave an imprint.


Garnot watched as Wilman’s body slid to the floor, blood flowing from the massive wound in his chest, his eyes open in death. He turned back quickly to see Andro gaze at the young sergeant in his grip. The man was clawing at the armored hand that was crushing his throat with each beat of his heart, his eyes bugging out of his head as the air and the life was slowly squeezed from his body.

Andro pulled the young sergeant closer to him and stared into his wide eyes. “You chose the wrong side.” He spoke with a trembling anger in his voice. “But you will survive this day.”

Andro flung the sergeant away from him, tossing his body clear across the Command Center to crash violently into the computer network. Sparks flew as his body smashed the delicate computer banks to junk and he fell to the floor and remained still.


Andro turned and looked at Garnot. “Executor Garnot I presume.”


“No!” Garnot screamed as he brought the sidearm up and began firing. “Stay away!” he was back pedaling quickly, not really aiming though it would not have mattered. The four rounds that struck Androcles were like grains of sand against his Etheric shield and the Mark VI ArmorPly that he wore. 


Andro dropped his left hand and the second glaive that he carried suddenly appeared in his fist. With barely any effort he launched that weapon across the space between him and Garnot and saw as the glaive curved and bit into the man’s forearm. Garnot screamed in agony as his arm was severed just below the elbow and he could only watch as his hand and part of his forearm fell to the floor at his feet, still holding the sidearm. Andro caught the glaive as it circled back into his hand and he promptly replaced it in the small section of his armor.

Garnot gripped the stump of his arm, trying to staunch the flow of blood and his eyes saw Harira moving up behind the wild looking young man, her hand holding the sidearm. “Kill him!” Garnot screamed. “Kill him Harira! Shoot him now!”


Andro didn’t seem to flinch at his words and he simply held out his right hand and called his second glaive back. With a sickening sound it tore free of Wilman’s chest and zipped back into Andro's hand where he re-secured it to his armor in the same location on the opposite side. His head turned only slightly when he saw Harira move up beside him, her eyes wide and her hands shaking, but holding the weapon as if she knew how to use it.


“Shaman Master Harira.” Androcles spoke. “I am glad you are unhurt.”


Harira glanced out of the corner of her eyes at Garnot before meeting Andro's gaze. “It is a pleasure to see you again Prince Leonidas.” She spoke calmly, though her body still trembled in fear and adrenalin.


Garnot glared at her in disbelief from the floor. “Harira shoot him!” He screamed. “Shoot him you stupid upaee!”


Harira glanced at him and then looked at Andro once more. “May I?” she asked.


Andro allowed the small smile to split his lips and he motioned to Garnot with his hand. “Please… I insist!”


Harira didn’t hesitate and stepped up to Garnot and using all the strength in her body she whipped the sidearm across his face just as hard as she could. The barrel of the weapon caught on his cheekbone with a resounding crack, shattering the bone and sending him sprawling to the floor.


“I am a Shaman Master of the Circle!” Harira screamed at him as she stood above him. “I am not now, nor have I ever been a member of this insidious institution! I only infiltrated the Academy in order to see this day come! To see the vile things you do here ended and to set our people with Etheric powers free!”


Garnot looked up at her from the floor his eyes wide in disbelief. “You…”

Harira’s smile was cruel. “Yes executor. Four decades I have worked my way into your good graces so that I could bring about this day! Four decades I have had to endure you torturing and killing our people! No more! Now I will see you pay for every crime you have committed against our people. And when they find you guilty and they sentence you to death, I pray that all those who have suffered at your hands will find some small measure of peace!”


Harira lifted the sidearm and once more unleashed a vicious blow to his face, this time directly against his temple. It carried enough power to knock Garnot completely to the ground and drop him into blackness. As she heaved in anger, Harira stood back up and looked at the weapon in her hand.


“May the gods forgive all the sins I have been forced to do in order to bring this foul beast to justice.” Harira muttered softly, though Androcles was close enough to her to hear every word. She turned and looked at him as his hand gently took her arm. “You had every right to… for what this man attempted with Sehri you had every right to take his life. Why didn’t you?”


Andro shook his head. “Rothryn you may call yourselves, but no matter the name you use to describe yourselves, you are still Lycavorian in your hearts.” He spoke softly. “I trusted that. My justice will be done because the Rothryn people will see that justice will be done. I cannot ask for more than that.”


Harira reached out to steady herself, taking his arm and holding on. “It is… it is finally over.” She gasped softly.


Andro looked around the interior of the Command Center, seeing terrified techs cowering in the corners of the room as far away from him as possible. “It will be over when this entire building and everything it ever represented is nothing but a memory.” He told her softly. “Then the Rothryn people can truly move into the future.”


“The future?” Harira said looking at him.


Andro nodded his head with a smile as he reached up and slowly removed his helmet and his sweat stained skin and bright azure eyes were fully exposed for all to see.


“The future.” He said. “It’s looking pretty bright right now.”


Harira smiled and nodded her head. “Yes. Yes it is.” She agreed. She looked at him. “When did you…?”

“That you weren’t fully what you wanted everyone to believe?” Andro asked her with a smile.


Harira nodded. “Yes.”


Andro shook his head slowly with a smile. “Now that would be telling.” He told her. “I couldn’t do that.”

Whether from his humor, the sheepish look on his face, or the fact that what she had been working towards for over forty years was now complete, Harira didn’t know. Perhaps it was a combination of everything, but she broke into a hearty laugh, and it felt so good that tears burst into her eyes as she held Andro's arms. All of this was caught by the Vid Drone that had parked itself in the upper corner above the door into the Command center and had recorded everything that had taken place. She would not discover it for several weeks, but what she had done here, what she had endured and worked towards for so long, all of it combined to make Harira an icon of sorts. It was not a role she had ever wanted, but it was one she would embrace going into the future for the sake of her people. Standing beside Dyack, Barnak and Ilossa, they would become the heralds for change for the Rothryn people. Changes that would be implemented slowly but surely, but changes that had begun this day, here in this building.

Harira had just become part of Rothryn history and future.


She would cherish that every day for the rest of her years.


Her future was at hand as well as her people.

SPARTA’S WRATH
ORBITING LENTANI
SIX HOURS LATER

Dyack and Barnak stood beside one another in the lounge, Aleatia and Barnak’s wife chatting away with Gorgo and Dustha. The lounge was full of off duty personnel and this is something that Barnak was surprised at. A Royal family that did not separate themselves from those they ruled was one of the rarest things a person would see in their lifetime. Barnak was witnessing it now as many of Androcles’ siblings had returned to the ship and were mingling with the ship personnel that were here as if they were the best of friends.


“Never in all my years did I ever think I would be alive to see this day.” Barnak spoke as Dyack turned to look at him. “The end of the science Academy.”


Dyack nodded his head in agreement. “Nor I my friend.” He stated.


“We let stupid things pull us apart Dyack.” Barnak spoke. “Things that should never have affected our friendship. We let them pull us apart.”


“Yes we did.” Dyack said. “But that is now the past. We have a chance to lead our people forward into a future that could be very bright Barnak. And we can do it together.”


Barnak nodded his head. “Yes we can.”


They turned when the double doors to the lounge slid open and Androcles walked in with Sehri clinging to one hand, her face animated and bright. Sadi, Ne'Veha walked beside her with smiles on their faces while on his opposite side holding hands were Carisia, Lu'ria and Caliria. Andro had changed into a standard Fleet uniform now, with a simple gold trimmed crimson red sash around his waist. There did not seem to be any rank on the uniform and Dyack noticed for the first time that Sehri wore one of these sashes as well as all of his young wives and mates. As his eyes drifted over the men and women gathered in the lounge he noticed that his siblings also wore a similar sash and that no one wore any kind of rank on their uniforms. Dyack watched as Carisia and the Vanari Caliria broke off from their group and moved to where his sister Lisisa was standing with Denali and Arduri. Lu'ria grabbed Sehri’s hand and Dyack watched them move to where two other male Drow elves were standing, one with a stunning Vanari woman pressed up against him intimately. The older Drow elf embraced Sehri tightly with happy amber eyes and held her hands as they began to converse.


Andro came up to them in several more strides, Sadi and Ne'Veha holding his hands as Ne'Veha had moved to his opposite side now.


“Praetor Dyack.” Andro spoke respectfully. “Deputy Praetor Barnak.”


Dyack held out his hand, and Andro's hand came out and they grasped forearms tightly. “We owe you… we owe you a great deal Androcles.” Dyack spoke now.


Andro shook his head as he clasped forearms with Barnak in greeting. “You owe me nothing.” He spoke. “It is I who am indebted to you for allowing me to seek justice for Sehri. And for allowing me to claim her as my wife and mate.”


“When it comes to justice for my daughters… never.” Dyack answered. “Nor for my people.”


Andro smiled and bowed his head slightly. “We will be departing in a few more hours but I wanted to insure things between us were on solid ground.”


Dyack nodded his head in agreement. “Barnak and I spoke to your Aunt very briefly and things are already beginning.” He told him. “We will speak with her more at length in two days but for now she is sending a full political contingent to Lentani in order to establish an embassy and open full diplomatic relations. I understand the Senators that came with you from the Alpha Quadrant will be remaining here?”


Andro nodded his head. “All but one of them. Senator Ulana is going to remain aboard SPARTA'S WRATH for the foreseeable future. My mother’s believe it is best if I have a political appointee onboard in order to keep me out of trouble.” He said with a smile. 


Barnak chuckled now and looked at Androcles. “Something tells me that does not always work out in the appointees’ favor.” He said.


Sadi couldn’t help but laugh now. “Not by a longshot.” She said in reply.


“You do realize that you and Harira have become cult heroes among the Rothryn people here on Lentani.” Barnak spoke. “The Vid Drones were broadcasting to far more active signals on the surface than we realized they would be. Over half our population saw the entire event from the time you entered the Academy.”


Sadi pulled on Andro's hand before he could answer. “Saradasaar… SirsanGai and I are going to speak with Mari and Meka about the modifications we want to make. We will see you for dinner.”


Barnak and Dyack watched as Androcles shared a soft kiss with each of them before they moved off heading for another portion of the lounge. Andro's azure eyes followed them with deep love and adoration and it was something that both men saw. He turned back to them and smiled. 


“They call you Beacon of Light.” Barnak spoke solemnly. “That speaks volumes young Androcles Leonidas.”


“It doesn’t sound so good when they are angry with me.” Andro stated with a grin, causing both men to laugh.


“Isn’t that the case with any woman that we call wife and mate?” Dyack said.


“Mine just hits me in the head.” Barnak admitted with a smile.


Dyack saw Andro smile but not as widely as he should have at Barnak’s admission. He reached out and took Andro's arm. “You have something you want to say Androcles.” He spoke softly. “What is it?”


Andro looked at him and then Barnak. “I spoke with my father before coming here and if things turned out as we hoped he wanted me to pass some information to you Praetor. Now that includes both of you I suppose.”


“I’m guessing this has nothing to do with diplomatic relations.” Barnak said.


Andro shook his head and held out the two data pads which he took from his belt at the small of his back. “It concerns who you and the Vanari refer to as the Ancients. The ones who are responsible for bringing the Rothryn here from our original homeworld. The ones who removed your ability to shift your forms.”


“They had no right to do that!” Barnak hissed softly. “They have altered the lives of millions by their actions!” Barnak stepped closer. “It is true that Sehri can now shift her form as you and the others do?”


Andro glanced at Dyack quickly, who nodded his head and he met Barnak’s eyes once more. “Yes. It appears as if the Ancients, Pralors as we know them, did not remove this gene from the Rothryn people, they only put it into a dormant state. When I bit Sehri, it became active again.”   

“And this ability can… this can be returned to all Rothryn?” Barnak spoke.


Androcles nodded his head. “According to my sister, yes.” He replied. “She is the doctor and it would require intensive initial work, but it can be done by a gene therapy treatment.”


Dyack took Barnak’s arm. “I believe we can discuss that at another time Barnak.” He said. “I think what Androcles wants to tell us is far more important.”

Barnak blinked and then nodded his head. “Of course. Forgive me my boy.”


Andro smiled and shook his head. “I would be excited about it too sir.” He stated. “What my father wanted me to pass on to you is more a cautionary intelligence at the moment. It is something that he wants you to be aware of. Most of it is on the pads I gave to you and you should read them fully. Questions that you might have can be answered by the individuals my Tenna Deia will send or you can contact me directly. I have given my personal COM channel to both of you. I wanted you to hear it from me initially however, and it must not become public knowledge in any way. At least not now.”


The military man in both Dyack and Barnak took over then. “Speak to us Androcles.” Dyack said.


“We should probably sit down.” Andro told them motioning to the table to their right.

SPARTA'S WRATH  

TWO HOURS LATER


“…Quantum Fusion Drives standing by for full operation!” The elven man called out from the other side of the bridge.


Andro stood with Sarlana and Murano on the bridge of the SPARTA'S WRATH, all of them watching as the crew went about their duties.


“Refractive shielding go!”


“Weapons go!”


“Drone Control go!”


“All stations report standing by Armen!” The burly Lycavorian man barked from the opposite side of the bridge. He was the man that Armen had chosen to be his First Officer. Close to four thousand years old, with nearly a thousand of that fighting both the High Coven and the Kavalians and more recently having commanded an entire Fleet Group against the Evolli. The shift to SPARTA'S WRATH may have cost him a promotion to Fleet Admiral, but he was utterly thrilled to be here on the most advanced and sophisticated warship anywhere in the universe. He had literally jumped at the chance to be on this ship knowing what it would be doing and the places it would be going to. His wife of nearly two thousand years had joined him and had taken over as the head teacher in the single school on SPARTA'S WRATH. A warship she may have been but everyone knew the risks they were going to be taking on this ship and out of all the men and women Armen had conducted interviews with during his three month stint at Dreamland Engineering, only six had refused this posting. There were not many families with children on SPARTA'S WRATH, only twenty-six to be exact, but all effort was made to insure that the thirty-five children who now called the ship home would need nothing.

Armen nodded his head from his spot on the command platform in the center of the massive bridge. His eyes swept all around him and for a fleeting instant Armen would have sworn he felt the emotion of pride sweeping through him. “Very well! All stations prepare to jump the ship!”


Sarlana looked up at Androcles from where she stood between him and Murano. “How long will it take?” She asked softly.


“SPARTA'S WRATH has an extensive array of very powerful sensors.” Murano told her. “We are going to progress slowly so that we can insure that we don’t bump into any unwanted guests.”


“Armen estimates five days to approach the station in this way.” Andro told her. “We could do it in three jumps, but as Murano said, we need to be very careful.”


Sarlana nodded her head. “I understand.” She said. “Laren and Ladur?”


“Dorian has already made contact with her and told her that whatever they intend to do, they need to act on it now.” Andro answered. “Our window allowed for a two day grace period but I’d rather not have to use that.”


“With any luck, they will be moving on their end by the end of this evening or at the very latest by mid-morning our time.” Murano told her.


Sarlana’s brow furrowed and she looked at Androcles. “Wait a moment.” She said. “I was under the impression they thought we had more time. That we would take longer to get there. Another week at least.”


Andro nodded his head. “They did.” He told her. “Dorian and I do not want to take that chance. If they are as efficient as we suspect, they will be ready to go now.”


“But they will reach this station three days before we do.” Sarlana said. “You told me it is only a two day trip from Darastrixi space.”

“It is.” Andro told her with a glint in his eyes. “However, they will not be there before us.”


Sarlana looked between the two of them. “I don’t understand.”


“SPARTA'S WRATH is going to take five days.” Andro told her. “She will be insuring that we don’t have unwanted company. We on the other hand, we are jumping straight in on the station.”


“What?” Sarlana gasped.


“We are taking the PREMONITION and jumping directly to the station. With Mari’s help, Sadi and Ne'Veha have plotted four jumps that will take us right to the station.” Androcles said.


Sarlana’s emerald green eyes were wide in shock. “What? Androcles that is… that is completely crazy!” she exclaimed.


Murano nodded his head. “Something I tried to tell him as well.” He stated calmly. “He didn’t listen.”


Andro smiled. “It may be crazy, but it also gives Dorian and I the best chance to assist Laren and Ladur should anything unknown happen.”


“I won’t allow it!” Sarlana barked. “It’s too risky!”


Andro met her eyes and smiled. “Then you are welcome to stay here.” He told her. “I have already told my siblings this same thing. They all volunteered to go and told me where to stick my idea before I had the chance to finish my statement. Murano as well.”

Sarlana looked at Murano. “You are in agreement with this insane idea?” She asked him aghast.

“No.” He answered her honestly. “However, aren’t you the one who told me we can only guide them? That we will be unable to force our wishes on them. Why fight a losing battle?” He spoke with a straight face. “Besides… I am beginning to grow accustom to these off the wall tactical moves that always succeed. It feels good to be on the winning side for a change.”

Sarlana looked at him with wide eyes. “You have been corrupted by them!” She gasped in disbelief and watched as Murano could only smile and shrug his shoulders.

“We are leaving the Beta Quadrant in three hours.” Andro stepped away from her and Murano. “Armen… let’s get underway shall we.”


Armen nodded his head and turned to his XO. “Executive Officer, prepare to execute first jump to our staging area! Final preparations on the PREMONITION are to be finished before we arrive there.”


“Understood! Prepare to jump the ship!” The Lycavorian man barked. “Time to really visit the unknown people!”

LENTANI

CITY OF GHAOL

SOUTHERN CONTINENT 


“…What can you confirm?” The tall man asked as he stood in the shadows staring out the large window over the lake to the south of his home. While the sun was coming up in the area where the Rothryn Science Academy was, it was long past sundown here. The moon reflected magnificently off the shimmering surface of the lake. He would miss this location.

A man and a women stood behind him as he gazed off into the night sky, both of them holding data pads. The man stepped forward first.


“The News reports are accurate Revered One.” He spoke swiftly. “But our contacts say much more was accomplished than what the News Channels are actually reporting.”


“How much more?” The Revered One asked again softly.


“It appears that they have at least one Pralor scientist working with them.” The young man answered. “From all accounts, a very gifted one.”

“They are all very gifted.” The Revered One spoke evenly. “Some more than others.”


“He or she was able to infect and then control a computer virus that essentially shut down the entire Academy Defensive Network.” The young man explained. “It was done from a ship that they could not see and controlled by a computer unlike any they had ever witnessed in use.”


The Revered One nodded his head slowly. “A Pralor P9 computer no doubt.”


“Yes Revered One, but we knew the Vortex Cruiser would have had an ample supply of these in storage, as well as the portable P1.” The young man said. “With two Avatars assisting them, learning how to use them would have been child’s play after the advances they have made in the last two decades.”


The Revered One nodded his head. “Yes indeed. But this computer attack was conducted quickly yes? With computer codes and algorithms they had never seen before?”


“Yes. Once their network was infected it happened within seconds.” The young man replied.


“Developing a computer algorithm to specifically target a network is no small feat and it needs to be done by a master.” The Revered One stated evenly. “As gifted as many of these Lycavorians and elves may be, I have yet to see one that could do this in so short a time. This only confirms for me that they have somehow made contact with surviving Pralors.”


“With their own Advanced Hyper Matter Fusion Drives invention and access to pure Pralor Quantum Drives, interstellar travel would be nothing to them now. They could be scattered all over the galaxy searching for them.” The woman spoke.


The Revered One nodded his head. “Yes they could, but only the father would send Pralors to assist the son. Which means he has found surviving Pralor colonies somewhere and they are helping him.”


“The father and his offspring are descendants of Sumar.” The young man spoke.


The Revered One whirled around in place, still shrouded in the shadows, but savage, dark magenta colored eyes flared in those shadows and they glared at him. “Never speak that foul name in my presence again! Never!!”

The young man quickly dropped to one knee and bowed his head. “I beg forgiveness Revered One. I forgot myself!”


Those magenta eyes softened somewhat but there was still a savage nature to them. “What of the son?”


“They have already departed Rothryn space Revered One.” The woman spoke now. “They engaged their invisible shields and we lost them just before they jumped from the system.”


“Even using the sensor advances installed in our satellite?” The Revered One asked her.


The woman nodded. “We were able to track them for several seconds while these Shrouds they used engaged, but once they were full deployed all trace was lost of them even on the advanced arrays.”


“Something that we did not predict or plan for.” The Revered One said softly. “A large advantage on their part.”


“Perhaps he is going to meet the father Revered One?” The young man spoke again now, almost trying to regain favor.


The Revered One shook his head. “Perhaps… but I don’t think so.” He spoke. “This son, he is as unpredictable as an Ion storm. The father as well. No, he came here to accomplish a task, and he did. Now he has something else he is planning to do and it does not concern the Rothryn or the Vanari. Is there any way to get this information from within Dyack’s inner circle?”


The young man shook his head. “It has always been very hard to infiltrate his inner circle Revered One.” He answered. “Now with Barnak assuming the office of Deputy Praetor and the events with the Science academy, their security will be next to impossible to penetrate. The price if caught would be higher than we are willing to risk at this time.”


The Revered One nodded his head. “In that you are correct Timlah.” He said. “We are not ready and nor is the Queen.”

“Your directives Revered One?” The woman asked.


“Sharna, you are certain the Prototypes were lost?” He asked.


She nodded her head. “The fool Garnot had them connected to the main network. When the virus infected the system it automatically triggered their self-destruct commands.”


“And all evidence of our activity is gone?” He asked.


Once more she nodded her head. “Everything relating to our association with the science Academy was wiped and deleted Revered One. It was done with our technology and far quicker than the virus could detect.”


The Revered One nodded his head. “Then our time here is done.”


“Revered One surely we can do something?” Sharna spoke.


“No. We did not anticipate the reaction of the son towards the OSG. We did not expect him to intervene in the way he did.” The man answered. “It is unfortunate, but we must follow the path of Franklin Adams and pull all of our remaining assets out and go deep.” He looked up at her. “Give the order Sharna. I want everything cleansed in twelve hours and all our remaining assets are to rendezvous at the predetermined coordinates and we will regroup with Adams and his people.”


“As you instruct Revered One.” She told him bowing her head.


“I should like to return to this world when it is over.” He spoke turning back to look at the lake. “Once it is eradicated of its infestation it would be a fine world to repopulate with my people.”

“A fine world indeed.”

