CHAPTER FIFTY
VENTORI

CAPITAL CITY OF JORLARI

JORLARI CITY MUSEUM BUNKER


Martin knew his Queens well.

Anja had not gone more than six meters into the underground facility before her wolf blood was screaming out for vengeance. In all her years in practicing medicine, even dating back to before the Great Fire on Earth, she had never seen such a horrible scene as what was arrayed before her this day. Anuk and Kesyla had managed to vent most of the air within the bunker and the smell, while vile, was much fainter and at least tolerable. This did nothing to sooth Anja’s famous and now growing anger and by the time Atropos led hers and Aricia’s small, four person team of Durcunusaan fully into the facility and declared it clear, she was ready to explode. 
No one really knew where Anja’s fiery temper came from, the vast majority of Hadarians were exceptionally calm individuals even in the midst of major crisis, and Anja Leonidas was well known within the Union as being one of the most compassionate people alive. Helen had surmised once that the virus within Martin’s blood when he changed her had somehow also altered her psyche as well, making her far more passionate about certain things than most of those Hadarians who had been turned. It was said that her father had such a passionate streak about him that he rarely showed and some surmised that this trait came from her father and since she was wolf she allowed it to show more often than he did. Whatever the reason, Aricia and For'mya both knew what was seething through their fellow Queen and lover and while Aricia gripped her arms tightly and held Anja close to her, both of them pulsed her powerfully with their female auras in order to keep her calm. For'mya had remained on their STRIKER in order to respond to any evac order that came from Martin’s team, but since they were all of one mind she had seen what Anja and Aricia were seeing.


Anuk Simpson knew Anja as only the dearest of friends and cherished co-workers could and she quickly saw what was happening within her and stepped close beside Aricia to also help to sooth her. Drenia was speaking in soft whispers with Saydia and Perlyea while Anthylea stood with two other Tasmor who had come down from their ship, both of them doctors and they were talking with Kesyla. All of them turned to watch as Aricia and Anuk pulled Anja close to them. Atropos and the Durcunusaan were not happy about what they had seen and all of them were on very high alert mentally and looking for any danger to their Queens and those with them. 


With those that she loved more than her own life and perhaps her closest friend outside of Eurin beside her, they succeeded in keeping Anja calm and controlled. Gripping Aricia’s and Anuk’s hands in her own, her forehead pressed to Aricia’s, Anja nodded her head several times while taking deep breaths. 
“Be at peace Melyanna.” Aricia whispered softly a final time, knowing that her use of the name Dysea had given to her all those years ago would do the trick. It was their way of letting Anja know that they loved her completely and were with her. Both Aricia and For'mya knew that the only aura that would calm her entirely now was Martin’s, but there was work to be done and they knew Anja was strong enough to tolerate it until Martin was able to wrap her within his loving aura and embrace.

Perlyea was the only one of the Tasmor in the room to really take notice of this event and her blue eyes watched Anja keenly. The look of peace that had come over Anja’s features made her one of the most astonishingly beautiful women Perlyea had ever seen. It was a unique and touching moment. Unlike the Pralor people it seemed, Anja and her fellow Queens and even all of the Lycavorians they had come in contact with, they accepted the Tasmor without question. There were many differences between them yes, the largest being that they were led by a male King, but Perlyea knew these were issues that could be worked around or even accepted by the Tasmor. It didn’t seem to bother Martin Leonidas in the least that Saydia Daret led the Tasmor people, he almost seemed to sense that they would respond better to his Queens, and that is how he had left it. This attitude alone set him apart from most males that Perlyea had come across in her lifetime, even Tasmor males, and it spoke volumes about what their future could be. It told Perlyea that this male, this Martin Leonidas, he did not feel threatened in the least that Saydia was a female. That nearly all of the senior members of Tasmor society were female. It told her that he was confident in himself to the point that he did not fear their power and position. It also helped quite a bit that Perlyea found Anja Leonidas incredibly beautiful and desirable and very nearly impossible to resist. 

Anja squeezed Aricia’s and Anuk’s hands one last time and nodded. “I’m good.” She spoke in a soft whisper. “I’m good now.” She leaned forward and kissed Aricia lovingly on the lips before doing the same to Anuk. “Thank you.”

This act surprised Perlyea as she watched until she felt the large man Atropos come up beside her. He seemed to move without any sound and though Perlyea would never know it, Atropos took in everything that was happening in a room where Anja and his sister were. And he had noticed the interest Perlyea had taken in his beloved Queen right away.

“Anuk is the wife and mate to Daniel Simpson. The King’s true brother.” Atropos told her seeing Perlyea’s eyes meet his. “She and Anja have been working together since the very beginning. They are family.”

“Do… do your people act this way with all family?” Perlyea asked.

Atropos nodded his head. “It is part of our culture, yes.” He answered.

“What do you mean… since the beginning?” Saydia asked now taking interest in their conversation.

Atropos smiled warmly for a man with such a stern demeanor. “That is a very long story Sovereign Regent Daret.” He answered her warmly and with respect that all of them took notice of. “If you become the friends that the King hopes you are, then you will probably discover it over time.” He told her. “It is a very interesting story.”

“You consider the Tasmor friends?” Saydia asked.

“That remains to be seen fully… but you are a proud and honorable species in my eyes.” Atropos told her. “It is the hope of Martin that this is so, yes. You would not want to be his enemy, I assure you. He is not kind to his enemies.”

Saydia couldn’t help the small smile that split her lips. “I have gotten that impression.” She stated. “You speak informally of your King. Why is that?”
“He is the husband and mate to my only sister.” Atropos told her. “We are family before soldiers.”

“I want to know what the fuck happen here!” Anja’s voice barked out now as she pulled away from Aricia and Anuk and caused everyone in the bunker to turn and look at her as she got her bearings once more. “Martin will want to know what happened here! From the top Kesyla!”

Kesyla turned back to the computer station she was sitting at. “Kasden left the main power core at eighty percent when he left with Martin’s team. I have been unlocking internal sensors and bringing systems back online slowly. The data banks are heavily encrypted Anja, but Avi is patched in from the ARC ROYAL and working on them. It will take time however.”
“It’s not Pralor encryption Kesyla?” Aricia asked now moving away from Anja and closer to her.

Kesyla shook her head. “It uses some form of Pralor algorithms, but they are entwined with others that I do not recognize. It would be faster here on the surface if Mari was here, she could access the databanks directly, but Avi is having to filter them so they do not possibly corrupt the systems on the ARC ROYAL.” 

“What do we know?” Anja asked moving up beside her as well.

“I can tell you that the facility was last opened seven months and nine days ago.” Kesyla responded pointing to the screen in front of her. “The security protocols all seem to be online and working and that is the last time the hatch we used was opened. The computer however, it cannot determine who the Bioscans belong to. They obviously are not in the database. We don’t know who they were.”

Anja looked at her. “How could that be?” She asked.

Kesyla shook her head. “I don’t know.” She answered. “This is standard Pralor research equipment and would have all known bioscans in its database. I do not know why the bioscans don’t register.”

“This is what your people used to monitor the Lycavorians here?” Anja asked.

Kesyla nodded her head once more. “It is a standard First Contact facility. Built to observe their society but not interact. That is why the systems here are tapped into all of the main public and private networks. Civilian and military.” 

“Well, I can tell you it’s definitely some sort of research facility.” Duewa spoke now as she came back into the main room from another side office area. All heads turned to her when they heard her voice as she walked right up to Anja. “This equipment is similar to parts of our lab on the ship Anja.”

Anja nodded her head. “Agreed. But research into what?” She spoke. “It’s like a butcher shop here. What could they have been researching? Who could do this to other sentient beings? What is out there in the corridor isn’t research, it is profane!”

Duewa held out the data pad. “Just from what I have been able to look over briefly, it has to be some sort of genetic research facility. I found this Anja.” She stated as Anja took the pad. “It is mutative in nature and very deadly.”

“Carians!” Anja gasped.

“What?” Perlyea demanded moving closer.

Anja looked at her as she held out the data pad for her to view. “This is Mutative Genetic Bonding.” She said slowly. 
Perlyea looked aghast at this information and she looked up at Anja. “My people do not have the technology for such a thing. Is this… is this even possible?” She gasped. 

“With the equipment I am seeing just in these rooms, yes.” Anja told her. “How many… how many bodies did we find Anuk?”
Anuk held out another pad to her. “Given the… the pieces that we have found, nineteen Lycavorians, seven Tasmor and at least eleven Pralor bodies are scattered in the corridor and the adjoining rooms.”

Drenia moved forward now and came up beside Saydia. “Sovereign Regent, if I had to guess, we could check our records and discover that the Tasmor here were probably reported as killed or captured.”

Saydia nodded her head. “Yes, but not here.” She stated turning to Anja and Aricia now. “We never lost any personnel helping the Lycavorians on Ventori.”

“They got here some way.” Anja spoke. “Can you identify them with DNA samples?”

Drenia nodded her head instantly. “Yes. It would just be a matter of taking the samples and…”

“Do it!” Saydia snapped.

Anja nodded in agreement. “Duewa, help the Tasmor doctors that came down. Get the DNA samples taken so they can send them back to their ship and check their records.” She looked at Saydia. “I must ask if your people can hold off until those results come back. I know you have burial rights that Captain Drenia…”

Saydia shook her head instantly. “No.” She spoke firmly. “I too wish to discover what happened here as well.” She stated turning to Anthylea. “Anthylea insure that the bodies are… insure that they are treated respectfully, but we must discover what took place here.”

“We have people coming down now to make certain this happens with all of the bodies.” Anja said. 

Saydia nodded her head. “I would like one of our religious mentors to come down from our ship as well if that is alright?” She said. “To provide Tasmor Last Rites.”

Anja nodded her head without hesitation. “Of course.” She spoke. “Thank you.”

Saydia shook her head now. “This now concerns our people as much as yours Queen Anja Leonidas.” She said confidently. “Working together will only allow us to discover what has happened here that much more quickly.”

“We need to… whoa!!” Anja staggered slightly, as did Aricia and both of them reached for their heads.

“Anja! Aricia!” Anuk’s voice echoed and they saw her lean heavily to the side in the chair she had returned to. Kesyla was reaching for her without hesitation.
“Anja!” Atropos barked out as he moved forward in a rush. He reached Anja at the same time that Perlyea had instinctively reached out and caught her, Anja’s body pressing up against hers as another Durcunusaan caught Aricia in his arms and steadied her.
“Queen Leonidas!” Perlyea gasped aloud.

“Martin!” Anja stammered. 

Aricia looked up with wide azure colored eyes. “Anja… something has happened with Martin! Daniel too!”

PRALOR LONG RANGE CORVETTE

HELIX-CLASS

DESIGNATION

VALISTAR ONE


“…Happen Wayonn?” Jezima asked softly. “Tell us what happened? How did… how did my son die?”

They sat in the passenger area of the HELIX-Class Corvette now assigned to the ARC ROYAL. It was by far the fastest ship that they had within the Task Force and Martin had been adamant about Wayonn taking it to Honelze once he discovered that Jezima and Meral lived. Wayonn sat across from Jezima and Meral, both of his hands holding theirs within their grasp. 

Wayonn grimaced slightly but looked at them and shook his head. “I cannot answer that.” He said softly. “Sumar arranged for a mission back to Pralor space once the remaining transport we had was repaired. I led it. What we returned to was a warzone. Wasted planets and death. I can only assume it was after most of our outer defenses had fallen. The few reports that we were able to intercept spoke of Scourge within the core systems of our space. After a run in with a Scourge patrol craft I made the decision to leave Pralor space forever. We took damage from that Scourge ship but were able to jump away. Our ship was too damaged to make the entire trip back to Lycavore so we found a suitable planet to land and do repairs. When we discovered what had happened while we were gone we never returned to our homeworld Lycavore.”


“That is why you are here among us now?” Meral asked.


“I would have given anything to return and be beside him.” Wayonn spoke in a haggard voice. “He was… he was my brother! I…”


Jezima reached up and laid her palm across his cheek as Meral squeezed his hand even tighter. “I… he loved you as such too Wayonn.” She stated with fresh tears. “I did not mean to …”


Wayonn shook his head slowly. “I know.” He said softly. “By the time we returned from Pralor space it was already over as I said. I sent my… we repaired the ship and I sent my two oldest sons and my youngest son Canth and a few hundred volunteers back with the ship once we had established ourselves on this world. I could not leave. There were over twenty thousand of us and we had families and…” Wayonn stopped talking and took a deep breath.


“So many on a transport?” Jezima gasped. “How did you survive in such a way?”


Wayonn looked at her and smiled gently. “We were all Lycavorian by then.” He told her. “Survival is part of our nature.”


“You took a bride as well?” Meral asked.


Wayonn nodded his head. “A beautiful young flower. She was three thousand years younger than me, but so willful and intelligent. She turned me our first night together and I never looked back.”

“You had children then?” Jezima said.


Wayonn nodded once more. “Thirteen.” He replied.


Jezima’s eyes grew wide. “So many!” She gasped with a smile.


Wayonn couldn’t help but grin. “Neria wanted a large family. That is what we had.” He stated. He looked at Jezima. “Canth became to Sumar’s oldest son Resumar as I was to Sumar. He was only able to send one transmission back to Amanuce where we had settled. All he was able to tell me was that Sumar died as a Praetorian. He went down fighting to keep his wife and children safe. Canth told me that he and Sumar’s son Resumar would carry on in our stead. That they would make us proud and that their legacy would continue for millennia.” Wayonn nodded his head slowly. “And they did.”


Jezima couldn’t hold back the fresh tears and she squeezed his hand even tighter. “Martin Leonidas.” She said softly.


Wayonn nodded once more as his eyes grew brighter. “Jezima, he is so much like Sumar. You have seen his image and how much he appears as Sumar, but you have not seen within his heart. You have not seen how much of Sumar’s blood pumps within his veins and the veins of his children. Lycavorian blood! Pralor blood!”


“Wayonn, you speak as if you are one of them.” Meral said.


“I am Meral. I have been since the day my mate turned me.” Wayonn answered her. “I have been Lycavorian for far longer than I was a Pralor and I feel nothing but joy and pride at that knowledge.” He looked at her. “I questioned the souls within the Rift of Time for so many years Jezima. Why did they leave me? Why did I still live when so many of those I loved die? Why did I survive and not Sumar? I received the answers to all of my questions the day that I discovered Martin lived.”

“Your wife?” Meral asked. “Your children?”


Wayonn shook his head slowly. “She died perhaps two decades after we settled on Amanuce.” He answered. “Our children passed through the years from reasons beyond our control. I have only my grandson now. And my granddaughter Helen whom you will meet. They are the last of my family.”


“Is he… is he like Sumar Wayonn?” Meral asked.


Wayonn smiled and nodded his head. “So much so that it will cause your stomach to tighten and your heart to believe that those same gods have given him back to us.” He told her with a smile. “What they did give us is the next best thing. Sumar’s spirit, his blood, his drive and his essence. All of these things are prominent within Martin, within all of his children. His oldest son Androcles more so than the others I think, but it is there in all of them.”


“He has… he has six wives.” Meral spoke now. “And so many children.”


Wayonn nodded his head. “And he loves each of them just as intensely as the other.” He told her. “They are what make him who he is. When you see them all together you will see it. Dysea, Aricia, Anja, all of them. They are like one person when they are all together. They speak with one voice.” Wayonn gripped Jezima’s hands in his. “We came out here looking for what we thought were only a few Pralor people and the dragons they had escaped with. We had no idea that we would discover so many Pralors had escaped the slaughter. How many?”


“Only a few million at first.” Jezima replied. “Scattered over hundreds of ships. Delnash was the one who gathered us all together and the decision was made to run. He is a good man who tried to do what he thought was best for our people. He has made mistakes but recently he has reverted back to the man he was in the beginning. We have been watching from Honelze. Many are happy that his true self has returned. He was following the advice of those who have no right to be Elders of our people far too often. I do not know what changed him but…”

Wayonn couldn’t help but grin and shake his head. “I do.” He said.


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


“He butted heads with someone who has a much stronger will and passion.” Wayonn told her. “Someone the others could not control even on their finest day.”

Jezima’s eyes grew larger. “He knows of…”


Wayonn nodded. “They discovered us several months ago. Our first meeting did not go well for Delnash and those with him.”


“I don’t understand.” Jezima stated.


“We…” Wayonn began.


“You do not need to regale them of Nauta Melme’s more base tendencies Wayonn.” Dysea’s voice interrupted them and they turned to see her approach the table with a tray in her hands.


Both Jezima and Meral’s eyes grew happier as she settled to the chair beside Wayonn and set the tray on the table. Neither of them had met an elf before, they had heard or read of them in the many Pralor Science archives, but never had they met one. Dysea’s natural intelligence and surreal beauty were stunning to them. She was also a powerful Etheric user, as were the two women who had remained behind on Honelze. Her body was tall, lean and muscular, with what appeared to be many exotic and colorful painted skin designs on her arms and poking just above the collar of the shirt she wore. This Dysea exuded confidence and she radiated peace within the Etheric realm which put them at ease almost immediately.


“I did not know what you would like so I brought a few choices.” Dysea told them with a smile. “Elven tea, Aricia’s coffee, or just plain Berry juice. All of them are excellent, but if you want something strong and rich then I recommend Aricia’s coffee.”


Jezima looked at her surprised. “You do not have… you are a Queen! Do you not have servants to bring these things to you?”


Dysea looked at Jezima, her own emerald colored eyes showing surprise. “Servants?” She gasped. “No, Martin and we would never allow others to serve us.” She replied. “We do not need men and women to tend to our needs. We are quite capable of taking care of ourselves. Having servants is, it is too much like slavery to many of us and it is not something we would allow given our history.”


“Your history?” Meral asked now.


“The Union that Martin is King of, that Dysea is Queen of, they have a long history of being slaves.” Wayonn answered Meral. “It wasn’t until Martin’s own father, another of your grandsons, died in battle some three plus millennia ago for the right to be free that the rebellion truly began. Slavery to anyone who lived during those dark times is an abomination that is not tolerated in any way. This mentality has passed down to even the youngest generations of every species who call the Union home. It is one of their founding principles.”


“I did not mean to offend you Dysea.” Jezima stated.


Dysea looked at her and that warm, dazzling smile put Jezima at ease immediately. “I did not take offense.” She spoke. “There is still so much that we have yet to discover of one another and I welcome it. Besides, Nauta Melme would never allow someone to cook for him. He is a better cook than most of us and it he who has cooked for our family through the years. Cooking relaxes him.”


“What is it that you call him?” Meral asked. “Nauta… Nauta Melme? What is that?”


“It is elven for Bounded Love.” Dysea answered with a smile. “It is a quirk of our family really. We all have names that we call each other. It brings us closer together. Though I hope you do not have to hear Martin and Anja having a disagreement. Or Androcles and his sister Eliani. Their language can become quite…”

“Colorful.” Wayonn finished for Dysea and she looked at him with a laugh.


“Colorful.” Dysea agreed.


“You can… you can shift your form as well?” Meral asked her. “Like Wayonn and his other…?”

“Meral!” Jezima exclaimed.


“Mother I was only curious!” Meral stated.


Dysea laughed and nodded her head. “Yes. The day Martin turned me is a day I cherish above all others.” She responded. “Aricia is the largest of us in wolf form, then Anja and myself. Though I dare say behind Aricia, Anja is the strongest of us within the Etheric realm.”


“And we will meet this Aricia and Anja when we meet Martin?” Meral asked.


Dysea nodded. “And For'mya.” She told her. “She is an elf like me, but she is also our peace. A soothing balm for all of us if we ever need it.”


“And an exceptionally gifted pilot.” Wayonn said. “You will meet them Jezima, but I wish to know why you and Meral were hiding yourselves on Honelze. Why hide who you are from your own people?”


“There were many who came to disavow the Praetorians after our escape.” Meral spoke in reply. “Even on the Elder Council. And they are led by that fool Lorendo. Why Delnash ever put him on the Elder Council is beyond me.”


Wayonn glanced briefly at Dysea and then back to Meral. “Yes. We are well aware of what Lorendo is.” He stated with a hint of anger in his voice that Jezima heard and felt. She leaned forward.


“What is it?” She asked.


Wayonn shook his head. “Our issues with Lorendo are not important right now, but rest assured they will be addressed.” He answered. “What is important is that you will meet Martin soon.”


“Is there more you can tell us of him?” Jezima asked excitedly.


Dysea smiled. “What do you wish to know?” She asked. “I will tell you anything, as long as you are aware that my opinion will be biased of course.”


Jezima laughed softly and reached for her hands, taking them within her own. “Child, those are the best kind of opinions!”


The internal COM unit broke in then and Dysea reached for the wall panel and lifted her head as she touched the controls. “Yes?”


“My Queen, could you and Valistar Wayonn come to the cockpit?” The voice of the female elven pilot spoke.


The Pralor Corvettes, including those that were assigned to SPARTA'S WRATH, were piloted exclusively by elves because of their natural flying abilities and their talent to adapt to almost any given situation. This pair of female elves had been training on this very ship for months now, ever since it was assigned to the King’s Task Force by Androcles. Both of them had finished in the top two percent of elven pilots within the Union fleet and both had seen combat in the Evolli War as a flight pair. The pilot had recently become mated to a Lycavorian officer within the Durcunusaan detachment assigned to the ARC ROYAL, while the co-pilot’s husband was an Elven pilot assigned to the ARIZONA’s Air Wing. The two men had become fast friends because of the relationship their wives shared.
Jezima saw Dysea’s beautiful expression alter slightly and her body tensed in an almost imperceptible way. “What is wrong Ma’Lara?”

“You should probably see it for yourself my Queen.” The woman answered. “Balah has detected something on our long range sensor array.”
Dysea looked at Wayonn who was already rising to his feet. “We are on our way.” She spoke.

Jezima stood as well. “May we come with you?” she asked.

Dysea smiled. “Of course.” She answered. 


The cockpit of the Corvette was very spacious, as was usually the case with Pralor built ships, and all four of them were able to fit easily behind the two pilots. The stars were passing by them outside at five times the speed of light, causing beautiful light streaks in the cockpit view windows.

Dysea watched as the pilot turned her head when they entered. “What do you have Ma’Lara?” She asked.


“Balah… bring it up on the overhead.” Ma'Lara said.


Dysea moved right up behind the pilot’s seat for she knew both of these young females. With the advent of new technology after CS41 had come to Earth, Admiral Ben O’Connor had instituted new Flight School requirements. Any pilot who showed increased aptitude and ability were given the option to enter into a different sort of training. Essentially it was a new school to learn and master most of the Pralor based flight technology that they had discovered and then implemented within the fleet. It was a very rare pilot that was offered such an advancement, and both Ma'Lara and Balah had come out of their respective Flight Classes in the top half percent. When approached, both had volunteered without hesitation. This also meant that these pilots would undergo extensive ground training handled by the Hippis Selda Detachment of the Durcunusaan because all of them would be assigned to fly the Royal family around at some point in their careers. Martin and his Queens, as well as Androcles and Arrarn had gone out of their way to get to know all of the pilots in this program on a personal level.  


“Transferring to overhead.” She spoke as her left hand adjusted some controls and the large screen dropped from the ceiling above between their seats and became filled with stars as the small chart appeared.


“Here.” Balah spoke as she pointed to a spot on the chart screen.


“You will have to forgive those of us who are relatively challenged when it comes to reading a star chart Balah.” Wayonn spoke with a smile. “What are we looking at?”


“Our long range sensors are calibrated for everything out to a hundred light years, but every five seconds we also send out a multispectral passive sensor burst within that same radius of our long range grid.” Balah explained. “It is primarily to warn us of any type of space debris that our main sensor grid has not detected.”


“You have multispectral passive sensor arrays?” Meral asked surprised.


The dark haired female elf pilot nodded her head, looking somewhat taken aback at the question. “We finished installing them just before Prince Androcles sent us out here. Why?”

“We stopped using them millennia ago. The power of our sensors grew too great.” Meral answered. 


“Multispectral Arrays should never be retired.” Balah spoke. “They can pick up things that normal sensors do not no matter their power.”


Wayonn looked at Meral with a grin. “Let’s just say that all of the information that the Science Convocation gathered in regards to Lycavorians and other species within the Alpha Quadrant was not entirely accurate.”

“So it would appear.” Meral answered with a similar grin.

“What do you have Ma'Lara?” Dysea asked.
“There!” The second elf female spoke, pointing with her finger to the chart. “A contact.” Dysea and Wayonn leaned closer. “Balah, are you sure?” Dysea asked.

“Yes my Queen.” Balah answered her. “It has been on our screens ever since we left 

Honelze. At first I thought it was just an echo of some sort, or a reflection of us from the long range scans and the large amount of protonic particles in this area of space. Ma'Lara has shifted our course four times since we departed Honelze however and each time this contact has altered their course to remain just at the edge of the long range sensors. The passive array is what got the return hit.”

Dysea looked at the young elven female. “Balah, I am not going to have to report you to General Vengal am I?” She asked with a smile. “Just because we have guests with us does not mean that we act differently than we always do. Lady Jezima and Lady Meral our part of our family anyway, you know this.”


Balah smiled and lifted her hand to brush away some of her dark blond hair. “No Dysea.” She said impishly.


“Good.” Dysea said. Jezima and Meral looked at each other surprised but remained silent. Dysea’s emerald eyes focused on the star chart. “Debris does not shift its course nor match its speed to a ship, so we must assume that it is another ship.” She continued. “Can we identify it?”

Balah looked at Ma'Lara and then back to Dysea. “We already have identified it.” She told her evenly. “Since we are not in the Alpha Quadrant, and no one out here has the level of technology that we and the Pralors do, Ma'Lara had it run through our database of all known Pralor ships.”


“Pralor?” Wayonn spoke.


Balah tapped on her console several times. “Based on the size of the contact and the few scans that we have gotten with the passive sensor array Wayonn, it appears to be a Pralor RONAR-Class Frigate. Five hundred and ten meters in length, crew complement of just over three thousand. That is the configuration that it matches in our data base.”


Dysea looked at Wayonn. “Why would Delnash be using a ship to track us?” She asked. 

Wayonn shook his head. “He wouldn’t.” He answered immediately. “He is many things as we have seen Dysea, but paranoid does not strike me as one of them.”

Dysea nodded her head in agreement. “I concur.” She echoed his words. “He and Martin have developed a very good relationship since Onterom. He would have no reason to have a ship tracking us. He would not learn anything that Nauta Melme has not told him of freely.”


“Delnash also would not have known that Martin dispatched me almost immediately after he told him of Jezima and Meral being alive.” Wayonn continued. “Nor what ship we would be on.”


“Then someone was waiting on Honelze.” Dysea said turning to look at Jezima and Meral. “You told no one that you were leaving?”


Jezima shook her head quickly. “No. We did not have the time.”


“Jezima, does anyone else know who you are?” Wayonn asked. “Who you really are?”

Jezima shook her head once more. “No. Meral and I were very careful.”

Wayonn and Dysea both smelled the adrenalin dump into her body when she lied and they turned fully to look at her. “You do not need to keep secrets from us Jezima.” He told her. “Dysea and I are wolf, we can smell the adrenalin that enters your system when you do not speak truthfully. It is quite potent.”

Jezima looked horrified. “You can… you can smell this within me?!” She gasped.

Meral took her mother’s arm. “Mother this is Wayonn.” She spoke. “And one of the wives of your grandson. If we cannot trust them, who can we trust?”

Jezima looked at her briefly and nodded before looking at Dysea and Wayonn. “Forgive me for… only one other knows who we really are.” She answered. “She is the one who taught Meral and I to shield ourselves within the Etheric realm.”

Dysea looked at her surprised. “Tobia?”

Jezima saw the look on Dysea’s face, her own expression matching Dysea’s. “Yes. Do you know her?”


“Tobia has been with Martin and our group for weeks now. She knows who Martin is. She has almost from the first day.” Wayonn spoke. “And she did not reveal to us that you lived. We had to hear that from Delnash.”


Dysea shook her head. “It was not Tobia.” She said. “She is Mari’s mother and her love for Murano burns brightly even after all this time. She knows how Murano felt for Sumar and she would do nothing that would bring harm to his family. Nothing.”


“Murano?” Meral gasped. “Murano is dead. He died many millennia ago near the end of the war. Before we all ran.”


Wayonn shook his head. “Murano is not dead.” He spoke. “At this moment he is in the Beta Quadrant with Martin’s oldest son Androcles and his siblings. Mari is with him.”


“The Chief Elder’s youngest child?” Jezima asked puzzled. “That Mari?”


Dysea smiled gently. “Yes, but she is not Delnash’s daughter. She is Murano and Tobia’s child, and she is now part of our family. She became the wife and mate to our son Deion only a few days ago. She is now wolf like us.”


Jezima and Meral looked at her with wide eyes. “Oh my.” Jezima finally stammered.

Dysea turned back to Wayonn. “Someone else knew who they were and they have been watching them Wayonn.” She stated.


Wayonn nodded his head. “Agreed.” Wayonn reached out and placed his weathered hand on Ma'Lara’s shoulder. “Ma'Lara… can we jump yet?”


Ma'Lara shook her head. “The QF Coils have not fully realigned.” She answered. “I did not think we would be leaving Honelze so soon before the realignment cycle was complete. I did not start the cycle until just before you returned to the ship. Even Pralor QF coils need to realign. We still have three hours and twenty-four minutes before we can jump again. I can bypass some of that and jump us sooner. Just over an hour, but I will need to override the safeties in order to do it.”

“Do it.” Wayonn told her seeing her nod in agreement. Wayonn looked at Dysea. “I do not like it.” He spoke as the wolf within him took over.

Dysea nodded her head. “Nor do I.” She echoed. 


“Ma'Lara, how long before one of our ships could jump from Ventori to our location?” Wayonn asked.


“Admiral Lorian has the Task Force spread out in an SDP. A System Defense Pattern.” She answered. “All of our Task Force ships have the new Quantum Fusion Resonance Reactors, but they are not the same as Pralor ships. Or as efficient. We made it to Honelze in one jump because this is a Pralor ship. One of our ships, with the exception of the ARIZONA or the ARC ROYAL, would need two jumps at least, with a minimum of three hours in between jumps to realign. Admiral Lorian won’t release either the ARIZONA or the ARC ROYAL from their patrol stations around Ventori. Not after what happened with the Kintaur.”

“She would for us.” Wayonn protested but Dysea reached out and placed her hand on his arm.


“You have… you have met the Kintaur?” Meral asked surprised. “They are vile monsters who only wish to rape and kill. They…”


Wayonn looked at her feeling Dysea’s soothing Etheric resonance flowing around him easily. “We encountered them on Ventori.” He told Meral more calmly. “They were trying to enslave survivors of the attack there.”


“Survivors?” Jezima asked. “Survivors of what?”


“The Svorag attacked the planet over three years ago.” Wayonn told them. “They very nearly wiped out the entire population.”


“By the Ancients with the Rift!” Jezima gasped. “We never knew of this!” 


“Ma'Lara is correct Wayonn.” Dysea said. “The situation on Ventori is still very fluid is it not?”


Wayonn nodded his head slowly. “Yes, more or less.”


Dysea closed her eyes very briefly and then opened them again. “I cannot touch Nauta Melme. He is blocking all of us and he only does that if there is a problem. If need be I can touch Anja, Aricia or For'mya, but we have not got to that point yet and something else has Melyanna very worked up. Aricia and For'mya are trying to sooth her as best they are able.”


Wayonn met her eyes with questions in them. “Everything was moving along according to plan when I left.” He spoke.


“That may well be, but something is going on now.” Dysea told him.


“Child, you can reach them from here?” Jezima gasped with wide eyes.


Dysea smiled at her and her emerald eyes sparkled in the light. “If I needed to I could, yes. The distance is too great for us to actually talk, but we have developed other means to let each other know something is wrong. I won’t do that to Martin now.”


“Your people have… you have built Quantum Fusion Resonance engines?” Meral asked with surprise in her eyes.


Wayonn looked at her. “Meral, you know about them?” He asked.


Meral gave an embarrassed smile. “I have been studying engineering concepts when I am not helping mother with the business.” She shrugged. “I was bored.”


Wayonn laughed softly. “The Union has built their version of Pralor Quantum Drives based on tested designs they retrieved from CS41. With Avi, Sumar’s Avatar helping them to learn, they have developed their own engine designs and put them to working products. As Ma'Lara stated however, they are quite powerful but they are not as efficient as Pralor built engines.”


“Dysea…” Balah spoke up now and tapped the chart bringing up another view. “We are actually closer to Manne than we are to Ventori.” She told them quickly. “We received a fleet standard update this morning that Admiral Komirri, Admiral Omore and Admiral Thodias have all arrived at Manne with the SPIRIT OF HADARIA, NORMYA’S LIGHT and MJOLNIR’S HAND.” She pressed on the chart screen one more time. “If they jumped within the next thirty-seven minutes they could be here in just under an hour. We haven’t yet reached a distance that puts them out of range of one jump. All of them have the advanced QRR’s updated with data from the ARIZONA’s battles in High Coven and Kavalian space. They are just as good as the SCIMITAR now.” 


Dysea nodded her head. “That’s even better.” She stated confidently. “Open Command Channel 9679.5 Balah. That is mine and Thodias’s private channel. He will answer within seconds when he sees who it is from.” 


Balah nodded and began working her console. “Opening channel and sending burst.” She stated.


Dysea wasn’t fooling and within five seconds the communications channel chimed and the incoming message alert sounded. “He’s replying.” Balah spoke.


Dysea smiled. “Pull him up on the monitor Balah.”


Dysea’s smile grew wider when she saw the worn but very familiar face of the older Lycavorian Admiral who commanded hers, Isabella and Cirith’s flagship. He had commanded their ship since it rolled off the assembly line and she was Guardian to his youngest daughter. A gifted young woman in the field of Astrophysics. “Did I wake you Thodias?” She asked with genuine warmth.


The man’s smile was equally as genuine. “Dysea my Queen.” He spoke. “It is so very good to finally see you again. And no…” He held up the contents of his hands. “Morning reports.” He appeared to have just woken and was holding a large mug of liquid in one hand and a data pad in the other.

“It is good to see you as well old friend.” Dysea told him. “I understand you have arrived on Manne with Omore and Komirri and our Strike Wings?”


Thodias nodded his head. “Yesterday.” He stated as he rose to his feet from the chair he had been sitting in. “Dysea, what is wrong? You do not contact me out of the blue, a day after we arrive here on our personal command channel just to say hello.”

Dysea smiled. “And why not?”


Thodias grinned. “I know you too well Dysea my Queen.”


“Indeed.” Dysea spoke. “Wayonn and I are returning from Honelze to Martin’s position on Ventori. You have been briefed yes?”


Thodias nodded. “Yes.”


“Thodias we are being trailed by a Pralor frigate.” Dysea told him. “It is remaining far back from us and trying to look like a reflection but our passive sensors detected it. I don’t think the Pralors are aware of our passive sensor arrays.”

Thodias nodded. “Most are not Dysea.” He answered. “What do you require of me? I thought the Pralor people were supposed to be our allies out here?”


Dysea nodded. “That is how we are viewing them yes, but this ship is not acting as a Pralor ship would act. And Delnash would not have one of his ships shadowing our movements. It has… it has caused the hairs on the back of mine and Wayonn’s neck to rise.”


Thodias’s face darkened somewhat. “Dysea, you do not panic.” He said.


“And I am not.” Dysea answered. “I would just like to be safe. Leave the Strike Wings there and you, Omore and Komirri come to our location. Let’s see if we can cause our watcher to do something that would cause him to reveal himself to us. Balah tells me if you jump within the next thirty minutes you can be to us without having to realign your coils.”


Thodias was reaching for something outside their view on the monitor. “Transmit your coordinates directly to the bridge in secure mode Dysea. I will have Komirri and Omore link directly to our NAV computer and we will be to your location in twenty minutes!”


“Thank you Thodias.” Dysea told him. “And please do come in Shrouded. Just in case.”

Thodias nodded his head. “Of course.”


Dysea looked at Wayonn as the monitor fell dark. “Shall we surprise them?” She asked with a wolf’s grin.


Wayonn matched her smiled and the tips of his fangs could just barely be seen as his features changed. “I think we shall.” He stated.


Dysea placed her hand on Ma'Lara’s shoulder. “Ma'Lara, change course in any direction, proceed on that course for ten seconds then turn to face this ship and come to a full stop.”


Ma'Lara smiled as she looked at Balah. “Executing.”


Dysea turned to look at Jezima and explain to her what they were doing but she saw both Jezima and Meral with large smiles on their faces. She tilted her head slightly in confusion and looked between them. “What?” She asked.


Wayonn turned at her comment and saw Jezima and Meral. Jezima looked at him. “Tell me Wayonn, did my son’s wife act in such a manner?”


Wayonn looked at Dysea briefly and then back to Jezima. “Sateia was headstrong and independent before she turned Sumar.” He answered. “She became much worse once they were mated. She became like the man she so adored and loved.”


Jezima’s face twitched and Dysea could tell she was holding back tears once more. She was about to reach for her when Jezima beat her to it and took her arms in her hands. “Then that is why you act indifferent when the wives of my grandson do the same thing?” She asked.


Wayonn chuckled softly as he saw Jezima grip Dysea’s arms tightly. “All of Martin’s wives and mates are like Sateia.” He told her. “It is one of the reasons that I knew Sumar lived within Martin.”


Jezima smiled and this time could not hold back the tears. “Then I would have very much enjoyed her company; as I will enjoy the company of my grandson’s wives.”  


Meral smiled beside her mother. “We both will.” She said.

“You might question that when you are with all of them together.” Wayonn spoke. 

“Somehow I doubt that.” Jezima said with warmth in her voice as she stared at Dysea. “Somehow I doubt that.”

PRALOR RONAR-CLASS FRIGATE
CENTENNIAL OF HOPE


“…Shifting course again!” The female Lycavorian barked out from her sensor console on the left side of the bridge.
 

The older Lycavorian male looked up from the data scroll that he was reading in the Command Chair on the frigate’s bridge. “Very well, just as before, match course and speed and maintain our current distance. We are a reflection remember, the Pralor pilots will deem us as such and ignore it.”


“Helm answers!” The male Lycavorian spoke now as his hands moved over his console. “We are matching course to 2345.6 and…”


“Sibfla!” The woman barked out once more. “Captain they have turned towards us and stopped!”


This announcement made the Lycavorian male come to his feet instantly. “Helm all stop!” He barked out the order. 

“Answering helm all stop!” 


The male turned to the side. “Kenia?” He hissed as he moved up behind her station.


The woman shook her head. “I don’t know Captain!” She stammered. “They changed course, stayed on that base course for ten seconds and then turned towards us and stopped almost instantly! I’ve never seen a Pralor corvette do that!”


“Nor have I.” The man agreed. “No Pralor pilot anyway.”


Kenia looked at him. “Captain?”


“Do we still have sensor confirmation on the tracking devices?” He asked aloud.


“Aye sir! Broadcasting signal is clear!” Another voice echoed from across the bridge.


“Kenia?” He asked once more turning back to the young woman.


She shook her head. “I don’t know sir.” She told him. “We should show as nothing more than an intermittent reflection with all of the protonic particles in this sector. I don’t know why they would do this.”


“What did the contact on Honelze report?” The man asked.


“That they boarded the corvette a few hours after Praetorian Wayonn arrived. One other person with them but they were unable to identify that person. They were wearing a cloak and hood. They were certain it was female however.”


The man turned when the door to the bridge slid aside and the attractive, blond haired Lycavorian woman strode confidently into the command area. She looked to be similar in age to the male and she didn’t back away when he moved very close to her and looked into her eyes. “Konlar, what is happening?” She asked.

“The corvette has stopped Lirana.” He answered.


“Stopped?”


The Lycavorian nodded. “They executed another course change and then turned to face us and stopped almost immediately.” He explained quickly. “Take your station and get me some information.”


“Yes sir.” She answered moving quickly to the main Tactical Station to the right of his command chair.


“Status?” Konlar barked out.


“The corvette is maintaining its position.” Kenia answered.


“Why would they stop?” Konlar questioned aloud. “There is nothing in this sector of space of any significance is there?”


“Aside from two Class Three Nebulas, no.” Kenia replied.


“Can you detect any increase in their sensor power?” Konlar asked.


“Negative. No change from flight mode.”


“Could they have detected us?” Konlar asked.

“I don’t know how sir.” Kenia replied. “We have maintained perfect positioning since we departed.”


“Lirana?” Konlar asked turning to look at her.


She looked up from the three consoles that surrounded her body on three sides. “The maneuver they executed was not done by a Pralor pilot.” She spoke. “It was too smooth. Too instinctual.”


“Not a Pralor?” Konlar spoke. “No Lycavorian did that Lirana.”


She shook her head. “No. The reflexive skills required for such a maneuver we do not possess.”


“Then what…” Konlar’s eyes grew a little wider. “An elf?” 


“If I had to guess I would say yes.” Lirana answered. “The files we were given on the Elven species specifically mention highly increased reflexive skills and intuition. They would make superior pilots for any class ship.”


“Elves are indigenous to the Alpha Quadrant of space.” Konlar spoke to no one in particular. “If there are elves piloting that ship, then that would mean they have discovered Interstellar travel and have access to Pralor technology.”


“Konlar, elves being out here and associated with Praetorian Wayonn was not in our mission brief or any intelligence that we were given on this mission.” Lirana spoke looking at him from across the bridge.


“No, it was not.” Konlar stated. “Nubou!”


Lirana was adjusting her consoles. “I can also tell you that this is not a standard Pralor Corvette.”


Konlar looked at her now and moved over to where she sat at the Tactical station. “What do you mean?”


“I’m reviewing the few scans we got while it was in orbit of Honelze more closely.” She replied. “The configuration is odd Konlar. It doesn’t match standard Pralor corvettes. The ventral section has several odd bulges on it. Like something was added. It’s not something that would affect flight however.”

“Bulges?” Konlar asked. “Purpose?”


Lirana shook her head. “Unknown.” She replied. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”


“Guess.” Konlar told her.


Lirana shrugged. “If I had to guess, from its location and the slight bulging, I’d say it was some sort of additional sensor array.”


“What kind of sensor array?” Konlar asked.


Lirana shook her head. “Without an active scan of the ship I couldn’t say for sure.” She answered. “Like I said, it’s not something I have ever seen on a Pralor ship before.”


“Captain!” Another voice sprang out from among the bridge crew. “Captain we are receiving an open hail from the corvette!”


Konlar’s eyes grew wide. “Open?” He gasped.


The man at the COM station nodded his head. “Yes sir! It’s not directed at us but…”


“Let’s hear it!” Konlar ordered.


Half a second later the confident female voice with a slight lilting accent filled their bridge.
“…Queen Dysea Leonidas of the Lycavorian Union ship VALISTAR ONE to the unknown Pralor vessel we are now facing. We have detected your presence and would like to know why you are trailing our ship. Please respond to this transmission with your intentions.”
VALISTAR ONE


“…Not moving.” Balah spoke as her hands moved across her controls. “I think they are trying to make like a big empty hole in space.”


Ma'Lara chuckled. “And not doing a very good job of it either.”


“Contact on Long Range sensors is still spotty at best, but passive array has locked on definitively.” Balah continued. “Definitely a RONAR-Class Frigate.”

“How many aboard?” Dysea asked as the military side of her nature came out.


Balah shook her head. “Not a full crew Dysea.” She answered. “I’m only seeing about sixteen hundred lifesigns. Passive array can’t determine what they are.”


“That won’t be needed.” Dysea said. “Ma'Lara, how soon before Thodias and the others arrive?”


“Seven minutes.” Ma'Lara answered.


“If need be, do you think you can out maneuver this ship until they arrive?” Dysea asked her.


Ma'Lara turned her head with a look that amounted to disgust. “Please Dysea.” She spoke aghast that Dysea would even suggest something like that. “That is almost an insult.”

Jezima and Meral both couldn’t help but allow short laughs to escape their lips as they sat in the two empty engineering chairs.

Dysea laughed as well and put her hand on Ma'Lara’s shoulder. “Good. Then let’s do something they won’t expect. Open a channel in the clear.”


Balah turned. “In the clear?” She asked.


Dysea nodded her head. “Yes.”


Wayonn looked at her. “Martin will not be happy you are exposing yourself like this to the unknown.” He stated.


“Perhaps, but what would Nauta Melme do Wayonn?” Dysea asked.


Wayonn rolled his eyes. “The same anse thing.” He spoke moving for the secondary engineering console. “I’m going to try and contact Delnash.”

Dysea smiled and didn’t try to stop him. “Yes he would. Balah?”


“Channel open!”

“This is Queen Dysea Leonidas of the Lycavorian Union ship VALISTAR ONE to the unknown Pralor vessel we are now facing. We have detected your presence and would like to know why you are trailing our ship. Please respond to this transmission with your intentions.”

Konlar turned instantly and looked at Lirana. “They can see us?” He gasped. “How?”


Lirana shook her head. “I don’t know! A Pralor corvette should not have a clear picture of our ship at this extreme range of their sensors.” She was working her controls insistently. “They are only calibrated for a hundred light years! Anything at the edge of that range should appear as nothing more than a reflection or white noise of some kind from the protonic particles in this sector!” Lirana’s brow furrowed. “Wait!”

Konlar moved up next to her station. “What?”


“I am detecting a multispectral passive wave emanating from the corvette.” She told him as she adjusted her controls. “The odd shape of the ventral hull Konlar! It is a Multispectral Passive Sensor Array! Much longer range and nearly undetectable when piggybacked on a standard long range navigation array.”


“A Multispectral Sensor Array?” Konlar hissed softly. “Pralor ships don’t use them.”


“No, they do not.” Lirana agreed.


“She said she is a Queen of a Lycavorian Union.” Konlar spoke looking up from Lirana’s station. “There is no such thing as a Union of Lycavorians!”


“How do we know that?” Lirana asked. “Elves are not indigenous to this quadrant of space but we have already determined that elves are piloting that ship!”


“We don’t know that for sure!” Konlar hissed.


“What other explanation could there be?” Lirana stated. “Not even an Avatar could pilot the ship in such a way! Their maneuvers were too smooth, too well executed.”


“Lirana we…”Konlar began, but that female voice interrupted him.


“We are not unfriendly, whoever you are, but your actions do not mark you as such.” The voice spoke once more. “Please respond to this transmission so that we can speak more directly. Namely why it is that you are following our ship.”

“What are the armaments on a Corvette?” Konlar asked immediately.


“Nothing that could hurt us Captain.” A man answered instantly from a different station. “Should I power weapons?”

Konlar shook his head. “Not yet.” He answered. 


“Our employer is not going to be happy they detected us.” Lirana spoke softly.


“Nubou him!” Konlar spat looking at her. “He obviously did not tell us everything about this mission!”


Lirana smiled at him with those pale blue eyes. “At least you don’t trust him as much as some of us thought you did.”


“Trust that fat ronnus!” Konlar spoke aloud causing many on the bridge to laugh gently. “Not on my worst nubous day.”


“We could pull back Konlar?” Lirana said to him. “Reacquire them later when they get to Ventori. We know that is where they are going.” 


Konlar turned and looked around his bridge. “No. COM officer. Open the channel. Audio only.”


Lirana’s eyes went wide. “Konlar what are you doing?”


“Trying to get some answers.” Konlar replied.


“Channel open Captain.”

VALISTAR ONE


“…Have to know we have detected them by now.” Balah spoke from her chair.


“They know.” Dysea said softly. “And they are probably very surprised considering they have not moved off by now.”


Dysea turned when Wayonn came up beside her. “Delnash was in a meeting with the Elders supporting his election.” He told her. “Avatar 27 told me that he never ordered a ship to watch us and no Pralor frigates are unaccounted for.”


“A mystery then?” Dysea said. “Balah, this RONAR-Class Frigate is still front line for them isn’t it?”


Balah nodded her head. “Very much so.” She answered. “Mostly Recon and Scouting like our AUTUMN MOON Frigates, but they also make up the flanking screens for Pralor Fleet Groups, or whatever they call them. At least that is what the briefs we got from their officers said.”


The deep male voice boomed through their internal speakers just then drawing their attention.


“This is Captain Konlar of the Pralor Frigate CENTENNIAL OF HOPE. You are in possession of a Pralor Corvette so perhaps it should be you who states your intentions.”

Dysea looked at Wayonn quickly. “Konlar?” She said softly. “That is…”


“A Lycavorian name. An old one.” Wayonn said with a nod. “A very old family name. From our time shortly after we arrived on Lycavore.”


“You are certain Wayonn?” Dysea asked.


Wayonn nodded his head. “There were references to many members of the different packs with this name in the history scrolls on Lycavore. Many with honored histories as well.”


“It was a common name on Lycavore?” Dysea asked.


“Yes.”


“Could they be Lycavorians from Ventori?” She asked.


Wayonn shrugged. “Anything is possible Dysea. I think we all have seen that in recent months.”  


Dysea nodded her head. “Yes, we have.” She said. “The better question is what would Lycavorians be doing with a Pralor frigate and how did they get it? How did they learn to operate it?” Dysea asked.



Wayonn met her eyes. “We could just ask.” He spoke.


Dysea snickered at him. “Now who is being reckless?” She stated with a smile. “Balah, have Thodias and the others arrived yet?”


“Ninety seconds before reversion.” She answered.


“Then let’s find out more.” Dysea spoke as she flipped the button above her head.

CENTENNIAL OF HOPE


“Konlar is a very old and strong Lycavorian family name Captain.” Dysea’s voice filled their bridge.
“It is a pleasure to meet another like myself out here among the stars. Perhaps a visual transmission would be permissible so that we can determine where each of us stands?”


Konlar’s eyes were wide at her words and he settled into his command chair. “How… how could she know that?” He gasped.

“Captain?” The COM officer asked.


Konlar looked up. “Activate Holo connection. Narrow beam.”


“Sir?”


“Do it!” Konlar snapped.


“Activating sir!”


Konlar turned towards the disc in the floor of the bridge and came to his feet slowly when the image of the woman shimmered into view. His dark eyes were wide as he stared at her, the Praetorian Wayonn beside her and the two other women sitting in the background behind them.

Konlar took in the long platinum blond hair and stunning emerald green eyes, as well as the four inch high elegantly curved and pointed ears. Her face was flawless in its beauty and she almost did not look real.


“You are no Pralor!” Konlar snapped quickly.


He saw the woman smile and shake her head. “No I am not. I never said I was. I am Lycavorian.” She told him. “And nor are you Pralor sir.”

“You are no Lycavorian!” Konlar hissed. “You are Elven!”


“You know of my species? Interesting. Allow me to elaborate.” Dysea spoke. “My husband and mate turned me almost three decades ago. I am an elf female yes, but I am also Lycavorian.”

“Your mate?” Konlar asked.


He saw her nod. “Yes. Martin Leonidas. King of the Lycavorian Union.”


“There is no such thing!” Konlar snapped. “What you speak of is a lie!”

“Pen arne emer.” Dysea spoke almost sternly and Konlar’s eyes grew wide at her use of the Lycavorian language and the fluency with which she spoke it. (I don’t lie)


“Forn echta duan nimerd!” He gasped in shock. (You speak our language.)


He watched Dysea nod her head. “Enhon fon tis inahin” She answered. (Quite well in fact.)

Konlar turned his head when Lirana stepped up beside him and didn’t hesitate to press her body to his side intimately. She too was staring at the image of the elven woman in the transmission with wide eyes.

“You… you are an Alpha female.” She stammered out loud.


Dysea paused for a moment before nodding her head. “We no longer adhere to the caste system within the Union, but I would be considered an Alpha female, yes. As would my fellow Queens.”

“Queens?” Konlar exclaimed.

They saw her nod once more in the transmission. “That would take a bit longer to explain.” She answered with a wistful like smile.

“That cannot be!” Lirana gasped. “There have not been Alpha wolves since… for over a hundred and fifty thousand years!”


“I assure you that is not the case where we come from.” Dysea spoke. “However, I am more interested in why you are following my ship. And how you came to be in control of a Pralor Frigate with the knowledge to operate it as well as you have. Our dealings with the Pralor people since we arrived here in this Quadrant have brought me to the conclusion that they do not share their technology with other species, and most certainly not their frontline warships. Would you care to shed some light on that?”


“That is not your concern!” Konlar answered with more heat in his voice than he wanted.

“I’m afraid it is.” Dysea answered calmly. “I would prefer we talked of different things but I cannot allow you to follow us unchallenged.”

“We can go where we wish!” Konlar barked. “And we do not need to answer your questions!”

“Very true.” Dysea answered. “In that case you will not mind if I make it difficult for you to follow us any longer.” They watched her turn to someone out of the transmission and nod. “Execute.”

Kenia’s eyes went wide when the corvette simply vanished from her sensors. “Captain!” She exclaimed. “Captain I am no longer detecting the corvette! It’s gone!”

“What do you mean gone?” Konlar shouted as Lirana darted back to her tactical station.


“I don’t know Captain. It was there one second and then it just vanished!” Kenia answered.


“Confirmed!” Lirana barked. “It’s no longer showing on sensors!”


Konlar turned back to the image of the elven female in the transmission. “What have you done?” He growled at her.


“As Queen, I am insuring the safety of my people.” Dysea answered him. “And since you are unable to hide your ship as we can, the two ships now on station to your port and starboard will insure you do not attempt to find us again.”


“What?” Konlar gasped.


Kenia’s eyes went wider when her sensors began to sound a loud alarm. “Captain! Son vada carians! Captain, two massive ships are materializing port and starboard! They are appearing out of nowhere! They are huge!”


Konlar rushed to Lirana’s station and his eyes grew wide when he saw the ships taking shape. “Lirana?” He shouted.


“Two ships! Unknown configuration but definitely not Pralor! Each over four thousand meters in length! I cannot penetrate their hulls with our sensors!” Lirana snapped aloud. “Sibfla Konlar, they are monstrous! They aren’t as large as a Pralor cruiser but they are enormous and they have weapons sticking out of every orifice! Hull composition is unknown but I’m detecting some sort of Pralor power source!”


“Pralor?” Konlar demanded. “I thought you said they weren’t Pralor?”

“They aren’t! Well, not exactly Pralor, but something very similar!” She told him.


Konlar looked back to the transmission and saw the elven female still watching him. “We are not an enemy!” He shouted.


Dysea nodded her head. “If you were Captain, your ship and crew would already be space dust I assure you.” She spoke evenly. “I do not know how you obtained a Pralor manufactured ship, but I can think of several options and none of them are good. Since you will not tell us the reason you were following us, and you will not tell me who you are or who you represent, then I can only assume it was not for purposes of making friendly contact. That will not make my husband and mate very happy, especially since you and I assume most of your crew are obviously Lycavorian and he loves his people. It is no matter now. We will take our leave of you Captain Konlar. If we meet again, I sincerely hope it is under better conditions. If I were you, I would not continue on a course for Ventori. You will not be able to outrun the ships you have on your sensors, and they will fire on your ship should you make an attempt to approach Ventori without authorization. If the ships already there do not blow you from the stars first. Those are the orders from my mate and King, and they will be followed. Good day sir.”


“Wait!” Konlar exclaimed just as Dysea’s image faded from the transmission.


“They’ve severed the connection from their end sir!” Kenia told him turning in her chair.  

“Sibfla!” Konlar spat. “Helm, reverse course! Come to 4583.9 and go to full power on sub lights!”


“We’re not going to go to Ventori after them?” Lirana asked from her station.


“And risk our ship and the people on it?” Konlar declared. “No.”

“What will we do?” She asked him.


Konlar looked at her. “Contact that fool Lorendo and tell him to meet us at the normal rendezvous. We will be there in three days! And tell him to bring answers!”


Lirana watched as Konlar stormed off the bridge ending any further conversation. She knew well that he would remain angry for a few hours, after all, she had been his mate and wife for over six hundred years.
VALISTAR ONE

“That was interesting.” Dysea spoke as she returned to the couch in the passenger area of the corvette.


“I would call it troubling.” Wayonn said.


“Come Wayonn, where is your sense of adventure?” Dysea asked as Jezima and Meral took spots on the opposite couch where they were sitting earlier.


“I left it with Martin on Ventori.” Wayonn replied sarcastically as he went to the small counter and poured himself a mug of coffee. “He is not going to be happy that there are a group of unknown Lycavorians running around in a Pralor warship. Or that they were obviously following Jezima and Meral.”


Dysea nodded. “That I will agree with.” She stated as she touched the COM panel on the wall. A small cone of light appeared and the upper body of Admiral Thodias appeared. “Have they turned to Ventori Thodias?” She asked.


“No. Apparently they took your warning to heart.” Thodias answered. “Komirri and Omore will track them but it appears as if they are headed in the opposite direction.”


Dysea nodded her head. “Good. Thodias, may I present Lady Jezima and Lady Meral.” She said.

Thodias looked at Jezima in the transmission and bowed his head deeply to her. “Vada Medwaw rie cian hote.” He spoke almost reverently. “I am honored.”
Jezima looked slightly taken aback by his actions but she smiled. “Admiral.” She said.

“Dysea, with your permission I will keep you within our Shroud envelope until we reach Ventori.” Thodias said.

“Thank you Thodias.” Dysea spoke. “I will be returning to Honelze once we are finished on Ventori so stand ready.”

Thodias nodded his head. “Always.”

Dysea smiled as his image faded and she looked at Jezima and Meral. “Perhaps now would be a good time for us to try and determine who among your people know who you really are.” She said. 

“Tobia is the only person who we told Dysea.” Jezima said. “I swear this.”

“We don’t doubt that Jezima.” Wayonn told her as he sat beside Dysea. “But someone knows who you and Meral really are. These people certainly were not tracking us. They knew you were on Honelze and they knew you got on this ship.”

Meral leaned forward. “Dysea… what your Admiral said to mother. What did that mean?”

“It is the Ancient Lycavorian language.” Dysea told her. “It almost died out within the Union until Martin returned. I understand the Ventori speak it fluently and many thousands within the Union are now speaking it. Mostly within our military but more and more learn each year.”
“But what he said to mother.” Meral questioned again. “What did it mean?”

Dysea looked at Jezima. “You must understand, family is dearest of all to Lycavorians. Too many species within the Union. It is beyond sacred to our family, to our children and most especially to our son Androcles. It has already begun to spread among our military that we have discovered you and Meral. Within a few more weeks it will be known even back to the Alpha Quadrant.” Dysea reached out and took Jezima’s hands in her own. “Sumar is looked at among our people with reverence Jezima. He is Martin’s grandfather and the one who began what we all are now. Your lives will change now. If I know my Nauta Melme, then the Hippeis Sedla are already bound for Ventori in order to protect you and Meral.”

“What is the Hippeis Sedla?” Meral asked. 

“The Spartan Royal Guard. Young men and women whose only purpose is to protect members of the Royal family.” Wayonn answered. “You will never see them. Never hear them. They will only act if your lives are in danger. And then their only mission is to protect you. At all costs.”

Dysea smiled as she held Jezima’s hands. “What Thodias called you… you will be seen as Medwaw rie cian hote Jezima. It means… in our language, the language of wolves, it means Mother of us All.”

VENTORI 

SECOND SECRET BUNKER

There were very few things that Martin Leonidas feared in his life now. It was not that he was psychotic or without fear, he had just learned how to embrace that fear and use it to his advantage. Martin knew that death came to everyone eventually and this did not alter how he did things. His fear made him more powerful, heightening all of his senses and allowing him to operate in what he called hyper mode. The moment the creature’s arms encircled him, Martin went limp. When he heard Danny scream his name and then his arms closed on his waist, martin clamped an iron like grip onto his brother’s arm and felt both of them lift off the floor. As the creature’s roar filled the air around them and it spun around, pulling them through the remains of the lab’s window and frame, it tossed them from its grasp. Martin and Danny didn’t hesitate and pulled each other’s body tight to their own. Both of them shifted in such a way as they were flying through the air that their shoulders and backs slammed into the shattered computer console some thirty feet across the lab. Both of them grunted at the pain upon impact, their combined weight crushing more of the equipment beneath them, a few jagged pieces of metal stabbing into their body armor in places where the protection was not as solid. While it did not penetrate the armor itself, both of them would have large bruises if they lived through this day.

Martin grunted again as he hit the floor beneath the computer console and heard Danny echo his sound beside him.

“Fuck that hurt!” Danny hissed angrily.

“Danny move!” Martin roared, falling to his back and kicking out with both feet directly into Dan’s shoulder.

The move enabled him to duck beneath the mammoth arms the creature had been lifting to bring down and crush them, and it allowed him to kick Danny to the side out from under the beast. The two massive arms crushed even more of the shattered computer station where they had been just milliseconds before as Martin and Danny rolled in opposite directions.

Martin rolled to his feet, his hand closing around the pommel of his sword since he had lost his rifle in the flight across the research lad room. The blade erupted from Flatspace with a sizzle and hiss and Martin didn’t hesitate, driving the blade deeply into the body of the seven and a half foot tall creature just under its shoulder blade, or where he thought the shoulder blade should be. The monstrosity bellowed in agony, and far faster than Martin expected, it whipped its arm around and the massive hand slammed against his chest and sent him rocketing away to slam against the far wall. Pain lanced through his chest and back from the blow and impact and he dropped to one knee. Martin looked up as the creature turned to look at him, exposing its face for the first time, and letting out a sinister roar of rage and pain.

The creature’s head was similar to the structure of a Svorag head, with jutting forehead and mandible like jaws that were now open and exposing jagged rows of razor like teeth. The musculature of the creature was beyond anything he had ever seen, thick and bulging with power. The gray white color of its skin was exposed in the eerie lighting of the research lab, and it was covered in scars from what appeared to be some sort of surgery.
“Good Christ you are one ugly motherfucker!” Martin muttered.

The creature took that time to let loose with another deafening roar of anger and pain as it arched its back inward in pain. Martin saw dark colored blood hitting the floor all around its feet and the whishing sound of blades as they cut deeply in to flesh. The creature whirled around swinging its massive arms and Martin saw Danny’s body roll under the blow. He saw his opening and dashed forward as the creature turned to face Danny and his fingers closed around the hilt of his sword still embedded in its back. Martin wrenched it free with all of his considerable strength, hearing the creature bellow once more in pain and swing it arm around towards him. He was expecting this however and ducked under the swing, rolling to the side and coming up beside his brother.

“This is your fault!” Danny screamed above the roar of the monster and holding the two Khukuri blades in his hands defensively. The standard weapon of the ancient Gurkha Warriors. Danny had carried these same weapons for as long as Martin could remember. They were slightly smaller than the standard Khukuri, but forged from Dragon Armor Steel by Nehtes himself and honed to razor sharpness. Danny was a Master with these two blades and while he almost never used them unless times were dire, he had apparently concluded times were dire.

“My fault?” Martin screamed back.

“See the stars you said!” Danny roared at him. “Meet new people you said! You didn’t say anything about fucking Godzilla looking lizard people and motherfucking space monsters!”

“So fucking sue me!” Martin roared back at him.

“Down!” Danny shouted yanking Martin down as the large chuck of metal table went sailing over their heads.

“Skipper!” Colin’s voice reached their ears just as Colin and Pablo came skidding into the corner of the research lab where they were. Martin and Danny looked up to see the white colored creature’s chest begin to erupt in bullet strikes as the P190A5s held by Colin and Pablo were spitting out lethal rounds as they strafed to the right and came up beside them.

Martin and Danny watched as the creature staggered under the barrage, bits of its flesh flying into the air and copious amounts of dark reddish blood splashing on the floor and equipment all around the monster. The four of them stood there watching with wide eyes as the wounds began to heal right in front of their eyes.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Colin gasped as he watched this while slapping in a new magazine.

“Skipper… I’m pretty sure the creature from the Black Space Lagoon was not on the fucking guest list!” Pablo snarled.
“Yeah no shit!” Martin hissed. 

“Fucking space monsters!” Danny growled. “It’s healing itself!”

“You noticed that did you?” Pablo barked out.

“Where’s the exit?” Colin snapped. “Let’s bail while the bailing is good and drop a fucking bomb on this thing! Preferably from orbit!”

“The exit is behind the fucking space monster!” Danny barked.

Colin looked up. “Ok. That isn’t good!”

The creature roared once more and chose that time to charge at the four of them with surprising speed.

“Fuck!” Martin barked out as he ducked to the side shoving Danny with him while Colin and Pablo fell away to the other side.

There was a reason why Julie had described them as the epitome of entering by force. All of them were large men, Colin being the smallest at a mere six foot one and two hundred and thirty pounds. Between the four of them they had thousands of hours of combat and over a thousand pounds of muscle and grit. All of which they unleashed on the beast between them. Martin moved first, bringing his sword up quickly and quickly slicing two eighteen inch gashes in the creature’s side. As he twirled his sword defensively and backed away, Danny hit it with four quick but brutal slashes from his Khukuri, opening up several more deep and unforgiving wounds in its lower abdomen. Colin had preferred fighting knives back when he was a wolf and that had not changed even though he was now vampire. Two R4 Elven Hybrid fighting knives, each with five inch long blades appeared in his hands and he used his vampire speed to leap into the air and blur in motion. Two seconds later the creature was venting blood from half a dozen deep cuts at an explosive rate even as Colin rolled out of the way and Pablo struck. Like his Skipper he preferred a sword, a short Katana in this situation, and with powerful sweeps he managed to cut the creature with three deep slashes before the monster let out an inhuman, blood curdling roar and began to swing its arms blindly from side to side in pain. The creature appeared dazed and his movements were uncoordinated and this allowed the four of them to roll back across the room into the far corner away from the exit. 

The exit was no longer blocked however.

The four of them could only stare in shock as the creature turned to face them, its near fatal wounds beginning to heal right in front of them just like before.

“C’mon!” Colin yelled. “Those were like our best moves!”

“Gonna need bigger weapons Skipper!” Pablo quipped. “Real big.” 
“Fuck this!” Martin snapped. “Colin you got any G24s?” Martin asked.
Colin looked at him. “Does a wolf shit in the woods? Always skipper!”

“That’s bear dipshit!” Pablo spat as he hefted his P190. “Does a bear shit in the woods? I’m gonna tell Jules you fucked that all up!”

Martin laughed aloud as Danny shook his head. They had always been able to do this. Laugh in the face of death. Many people had thought them all crazy back then, but they knew the truth. All of them also knew that Colin and Julie were just beginning a relationship that held promise for both of them. “Then get ready to do your best Chapman imitation.” Martin spoke. “Right into its fucking mouth!”

“And how are you gonna get that thing to open its fucking mouth?” Danny shouted. “You gonna ask politely?”

Martin grinned. “Yes.”

“Marty no!” Danny snarled just before Martin rose to his feet and lifted his hands up.

“Hey Fugly!” Martin shouted as he moved quickly to the side of where Danny and the others were.

Just as the creature turned to face him, Martin formed two Etheric diamonds in his hands and let them fly. The small Etheric projectiles crossed the distance in an eye blink and both blew gaping chunks out of the monster’s lower abdomen. The instant he had released the first two he formed two others and let them go a second later. These two Etheric projectiles struck the creature on the joint above its right leg and blew most of it completely off. Then two more Etheric diamonds struck its upper chest blowing two more yawning holes into its flesh. The creature was on one knee now and it reached for a loose piece of equipment to throw at Martin. He didn’t give it the chance and two more Etheric diamonds struck the joint of its thick arm at what should have been its elbow. The arm joint exploded and nearly eight inches of hand and forearm were blown clear away in a spray of blood and flesh. This caused the monster to look at Martin and opened its armor plated mouth to roar out its pain and agony.
“Fuck you too ugly!” Martin roared back. “Colin now!” 

Colin Walsh had always been a lover of the ancient game of Baseball on Earth. He could rattle off records and winners like it was nothing and had taken the time to watch all of the World Series games ever played. A man originally from Cuba, Aroldis Chapman, still holds the record for the fastest Fast Ball ever thrown in baseball, at least until the end of the world came. Colin stood up beside Pablo and using all of his vampire speed and strength he let fly with the G24 Tactical Plasma grenade. It was no bigger than a baseball from the game he so loved and had the game still been played, Colin probably would be playing. Though there were no speed guns to determine how fast he threw the G24 and no one would ever know what the actual speed was, the G24 flew straight and true and in the blink of an eye it slammed into the back of the throat of the creature.
The impact of the G24 caused the monster to stop its screaming almost immediately and stagger back even on one leg.

“Down!” Martin screamed just before the G24 blew.

The G24 could be fused for timed detonation and Colin and timed it for three seconds. Just as Martin and the others hit the floor, the G24 exploded, taking with it the creature’s head and half of its shoulders. Dark reddish blood and scraps of flesh sprayed all over the entire room, showering the four men over their backs and shoulders as they huddled on the floor. The explosion also blew out the remaining portion of the research lab’s wall and filled the entire area with dust as well as collapsing part of the ceiling above on the creature as it fell. Its head had been so close to the ceiling that the concussive force had lifted a portion of the ceiling up, cracking its structure and then dropping almost a ton of steel and concrete down on top of it.

Colin rolled over spitting dust and grime out of his mouth. “And he strikes out the last batter and wins the World Series of 2575! Hoorah!!!” He screamed out. “Who’s your daddy?! Who’s your daddy?!”

Danny rolled over as well and looked at him. “Fucking comedian!” He spat as Pablo began to erupt into laughter and he slumped over on his back.

Danny got to his feet and looked at the deformed creature on the floor five meters away as he moved over to where Martin was rolling over. He bent down beside him as Martin looked up at him. “Fervon?” He asked.
Martin spit a mouth full of dust out and looked up at him. “I really hate fucking smelly ass space monsters.” He growled meeting Danny’s gaze. “Fucking stinky bastard!”

Danny looked over at the pile of twisted and torn flesh. “I’m thinking a bath is out of the question now.” He spoke looking back to Martin. 
“Not him! You!” Martin snarled. 

Danny looked at him and pointed at him with one of his Khukuri. “I should have let that ugly motherfucker eat you asshole!” He barked.

Martin laughed as Danny flipped the Khukuri into his other hand and reached for him. Martin lifted himself up with Danny’s help. “I’m bad for the digestion.” Martin chuckled.

Pablo was helping Colin up and looked over to them. “Eating the Skipper would have given that thing a bad case of the runs.” He spoke.

“That’s cause he so full of shit.” Danny quipped as they heard the stomping of running feet and suddenly Jules was leading the others into what remained of the research lab.

 Julie skidded to a halt, her eyes going first to where Colin was rising to his feet and then back to Martin.
“Holy shit!” She gasped.

Namiri, Emylea and Kasdan stepped out from around the bulk of T’Lolt and Kenny, their eyes wide at what they saw.
“I’m thinking holy shit doesn’t cover it Jules.” Kenny spoke his eyes looking all around the room.

T'lolt nodded his head. “I concur.” 

Martin looked at Kasdan. “Kasdan, please tell me that we didn’t damage anything and those Etheric locks are still in place.”

Kasdan nodded his head. “They are still secure Martin.” He stammered. “This… this is what we detected?” He asked looking at what remained of the creature.
“Our P9s recorded the whole thing Marty.” Jules said.

Martin looked over to the cooling flesh of the creature. “Yeah, ugly ronnus; what’s left of it anyway.”

“Fucking space monster!” Danny barked.

“Kasdan can you access the computers in this facility from in here?” He asked.

Kasdan nodded. “I should be able to yes.”

“Then I want you to scan the interior and if our contacts are the only thing showing, seal the remaining floors and vent the oxygen that is in there.” Martin spoke.


Kasdan met his eyes. “That will kill anything else that may be alive down there Martin.” He said.


Martin nodded his head. “I know… but I’m not risking anymore people to take out this thing’s brothers. No more space monsters for us today. Do it.”


Kasdan nodded. “Very well.”


“I’m going topside.” Martin said. “I need some air before Anja, Aricia and For'mya get here and give me an earful.”
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“…Not know of this Dysea.” Delnash spoke. “I swear to you.”

Dysea had returned to the cockpit of VALISTAR ONE and that is where she sat now. Delnash knew what the interior of a corvette looked like and could tell right away when she contacted him.


Dysea nodded in the holotransmission. “I did not think so and neither will Martin.” She told him. “You and he have come too far for such things.”


“I had Two Seven run a background check on our shipyards at Nepneu.” Delnash began. “All of our ships built there are accounted for. With the exception of those destroyed or taken by the Svorag, not one is missing.”


“How many of this class were taken by the Svorag?” Dysea asked.


“Twenty-nine in the last twelve hundred and nineteen years.” Delnash answered. “None before that.” 


Dysea’s head tilted sideways in puzzlement. “You have dealt with the Svorag for much longer however, have you not?” She spoke.


Delnash nodded his head. “Yes, but they did not begin to attack or take our ships and people before then.” He replied. “That was something new that took us all by surprise when it began.”

“Then how did Lycavorians from Ventori come to have control of one of your Frigates?” She asked thoughtfully. “And the skill and knowledge to use it quite well according to my pilot. To be honest, she says if we did not have our multispectral sensor array we would not have detected them unless they had made a mistake.”


“You are certain they were from Ventori?” Delnash asked. “I was under the impression we had stopped monitoring the Lycavorians there long before the Svorag began to intercept our ships.”


Dysea nodded her head. “Wayonn is certain they are Beta Wolves.” She spoke. “I was relatively sure but Wayonn has been wolf for far longer than I and he is certain they are Beta Wolves. They could only have come from Ventori. Could they have taken this ship from the Svorag?”


Delnash looked up as the hulking figure of Avatar 27 came up beside his desk. “27?” he spoke.


-The RONAR-Class frigate does not possess atmospheric capability Queen Dysea- 27 spoke to her image. –The only way to have taken the ship in the manner you describe is while it was in orbit. The Lycavorians on Ventori do not possess space craft capable of this-

Dysea nodded her head. “I assumed as much given what Martin has told us of them.” She said. “They were industrial but pre-space flight.”

Delnash nodded. “Yes.”


Dysea met his eyes. “Then the only explanation is that someone among your people gave them the ship and the training to use it.”


-That would be the likely hypothesis Chief Elder Delnash- 27 answered as Delnash sat back in his chair.


“Lorendo?” Delnash spoke as his eyes grew wide. “But why? He has always purported that Lycavorians were beneath us in every way. Why give them one of our ships and train them how to use it? And why have we not seen them before now?”


“These are questions that need to be answered.” Dysea said. “As well as who else besides yourself and Avatar 27 know who Jezima and Meral were. That will be the largest question that Martin has.”


Delnash shook his head. “Even I did not know who they were.” He replied. “Not until 27 found the data and told me.”


“Well, whoever these Lycavorians are, they were not watching Wayonn or I. We reacted only after you told Martin. They would not have known Martin dispatched Wayonn to Honelze from Ventori. They were already watching them there.” Dysea said. “They were already there or someone on Honelze told them that they got on our ship, which means someone on Honelze told them.” 


-The search parameters that I used to discover their existence cannot be duplicated Queen Dysea- 27 told her. –And I deleted all reference to any search I conducted. I was quite thorough in my actions-


Dysea nodded her head. “I do not doubt that 27. This only means that Jezima and Meral were known to whoever is watching them and this person did not need to conduct such a search. Whoever is watching them knew who they were before you discovered them; they knew that they were alive and where they were living. This is something that Nauta Melme will not be pleased with.” 

“I am not pleased with it.” Delnash snapped.


“This is not your fault Chief Elder.” Dysea spoke.


“All of this is my fault!” Delnash hissed as he came to his feet. “If I had been doing my job I would have known what Lorendo has been up to all of these years!”


“There is no blame to place here Delnash.” Dysea told him evenly. “It appears likely that Lorendo has far more secrets than any of us realize. And he has had many years to become very good at this. You are not like him and therefore you will not think like him. You are not capable of doing what we believe he has done. He still has people watching you?”

Delnash nodded. “They are trying to be discreet but to Teniri and her dragons they stick out like unwanted warts!” He retorted. “He has been very public these last weeks, mainly using this time to berate and distance himself from every decision we, as an Elder Council, made since coming to Artaaya. The lies he is spewing make me want to throttle him myself!”

Dysea chuckled at Delnash’s attempt at humor but she nodded her head. “That is what worms do.” She spoke. “My apologies about your son Delnash.”

Delnash shook his head and waved his hand. “That I have been blind to his actions all of these years is pain enough.” He said. “I never believed he was like this. Kesyla tried to tell me once but I did not listen.” Delnash looked at Dysea in the transmission. “Anja would have killed him if he had attempted anything wouldn’t she?”

“In many ways Melyanna is just as Spartan in nature as Aricia who is pureblood.” Dysea told him. “She may be Hadarian but she has embraced the Spartan nature of the wolf within her now. Far more than most turned females. Yes…” Dysea told him honestly. “Anja would have killed him for his actions had we not been there with her.”

Delnash nodded his head slowly. “And I can’t seem to find any part of myself that finds fault in that.” He stated softly. “Amazing isn’t it?”

Dysea shook her head. “No. I believe it is because of what you have seen and what you have experienced in the past. You buried these things deep when you arrived on Artaaya, but now they are returning. And that is our fault.”

Delnash looked at her. “No. Martin’s arrival… your people’s arrival… that may have hastened it somewhat but I would have seen the light so to speak eventually. The only real difference is that many more would have died until my eyes were opened had you not come when you did. I will forever be in your debt for that.”

“Discovering Jezima and Meral as you have, that will erase any debt you may think you owe to us.” Dysea spoke.


“Jezima and Meral?” Delnash asked.  

“They will be under the protection of the Durcunusaan Hippeis Sedla shortly and it will not matter.” Dysea answered. 

“Ah… your Royal Guard.” Delnash spoke as he returned to his chair. “Martin mentioned them to me briefly in one of our transmissions.”

Dysea nodded her head. “They are our finest.” She stated simply.

“I don’t suppose you would care to elaborate on that would you?” Delnash asked her. “Martin was strangely offhand about it and he changed the subject quickly.”


“If Nauta Melme did not than I will not.” Dysea told him. “I’m sure you will discover it soon, so I would not let it trouble you. They are no threat to anyone who is not a threat to them first.”

“And I would imagine that any threat that does present itself to them would not be one after?” Delnash prodded her.

Dysea smiled. “For perhaps two or three seconds.” She replied.

Delnash shook his head. “Gods we have dismissed so much through the millennia.” He whispered to no one in particular. “There is so much we could have learned.”

“The learning never ends Delnash.” Dysea spoke. “And you can be assured we are here for the long run.”

Delnash looked at her in the transmission and nodded. “As are we.” He stated confidently and with bright eyes.

“I will have Nauta Melme contact you when Jezima and Meral arrive on Ventori.” She told him. “For now I believe we should try and discover who these Lycavorians are and if they are a threat to either of us.”

“Agreed.” Delnash said. “I am meeting with Teniri when she returns from her trip to Manne tomorrow. There is much we need to discuss. I will contact Martin after we have been able to put our heads together.”

Dysea nodded. “Then I wish you well until we speak again.” Dysea spoke.

“I wish you the same.” Delnash spoke as he rose to his feet once more and watched as the transmission ended. 

Delnash turned and moved to the wide expanse of the massive doors into his office. He looked out over the city they had built and let that beautiful sight calm him as it always did. He felt more than saw Avatar 27 come up behind him.

-Chief Elder?-


“Too much is happening 27.” Delnash spoke. “We are letting Lorendo dictate how we do things. That needs to end.”

-Agreed-


Delnash turned to look at him. “After the meeting with Teniri tomorrow inform Elder Sashan that I want a complete inventory of all ships and their crews. Numbers. Readiness. All of it. I don’t care how long he has to work but I want it in one week.”


-Elder Sashan will not be happy about that- 27 spoke.


“He will deal with it or find a new job.” Delnash spoke. “He is the head of the Defense Convocation. It is what he is supposed to do!”


-And once he is committed to this task?- 27 asked.


Delnash looked at him. “You find out how they got one of our ships. With Sashan active and his attention drawn to other matters access to the defense mainframe will be easier. Do what you must but find out how these Lycavorians got our ship. And find out if they are a threat.”

-This will require that I bypass several known Defense Convocation authorizations- 27 spoke.


“Whatever it takes 27.” Delnash spoke. “I want answers and I want them before I begin to take Lorendo’s lies and tear them down one at a time.”

VALISTAR ONE


“…You believe him?” Wayonn asked softly as he entered the cockpit fully now.


Dysea turned quickly and saw him leaning against the doorframe. She smiled at him and rose to her feet from the chair. “Nauta Melme was right you know. You do move like a ghost at times.”

Wayonn shrugged his shoulders. “It’s my age.” He stated simply as he held out the mug of Aricia’s coffee.


Dysea laughed softly and took the mug. “Yes I believe him.” She answered the question. “And so does Martin.” She moved up in front of him. “Though I sense that he will need our help.”


“How so?” Wayonn asked.


“He will need protection.” Dysea answered. “I have a feeling I know what he is going to do… and when he does begin to make his move he will become a much larger target than he is now.”


“Now?” 


Dysea nodded. “We are still bumbling about in the dark Wayonn.” She said. “Lorendo is playing a game of sorts and we are very behind in the score. He is also not working alone. There are others working with him Wayonn, protecting him. When that begins to change for him, he will certainly change his tactics. Part of that will be that he will go after Delnash in more direct ways.”


Wayonn nodded in agreement. “We cannot be seen as getting involved in internal Pralor politics Dysea, you know that. Lorendo would turn it completely around on Delnash as soon as he discovered it.”

Dysea smiled. “Providing Delnash protection is not involved in politics.” She told him.


Wayonn saw where she was going and he smiled. “The Hippeis Sedla?”


Dysea nodded. “I will speak with Martin when we arrive on Ventori, but if he requested them for Jezima and Meral then Vengal will no doubt send more than needed. We might be able to put one or two on Delnash and attribute it to Teniri and the dragons.”


“Ah… very smooth.” Wayonn stated. “Very smooth.”


“Jezima and Meral?” Dysea asked.


“They are still trying to process everything I think.” Wayonn told her. “To discover that… after so long to discover that you have grandchildren from a son who you thought died long ago. To know that he led a life you were not aware of and now that life is suddenly saying hello? It is a bit much.”


Dysea sipped her coffee and nodded. “No doubt.” She said. “It will be equally as much for Martin. He never once dreamed that anyone from his grandfather’s direct family could be alive. This had never entered his thoughts until Delnash told him. He is… he will be beside himself Wayonn.”


Wayonn nodded his head. “Probably more so than when I discovered he lived.” He said softly. “And I cannot tell you how happy that knowledge made me. It will be a sight to see.”

“Yes. Yes it will.” Dysea agreed.

VENTORI

SECOND RESEARCH SITE LOCATION


To say that Saydia and the other Tasmor were impressed with how quickly so many had descended upon this area was an understatement. They discovered within seconds after Anja, Aricia and the others staggered as if in a daze that an attack was underway and their husband was heavily involved. Within moments of them boarding the ship flown by Queen For'mya Leonidas they heard broadcasts on the internal COM system of the STRIKER about dozens of different teams from across the city who were diverting for their King’s location. Though it took less than ten minutes to reach their location on the other side of the large city, they could see different teams appearing from within the city and taking up circular positions all around what looked to be an open field with wreckage from a destroyed building all around the area. As spread out as she thought they were through the city, Saydia wondered just how they had managed to get here so quickly. Ultimately it didn’t matter as Anja, Aricia, Anuk, Kesyla and For'mya were out of the ship before the engines had even died down and Saydia Daret quickly followed with Anthylea and Perlyea close on her heels.


Saydia discovered something that had not known before about Lycavorians as they made their way from the ship. The natural speed of a wolf apparently carried over at least in small part to their human forms as the Queens quickly outdistanced the Tasmor following them. They were just catching up and Saydia saw the five women split into two groups, the queens to Martin and the other two females to the massive ebony skinned man just to his side. Saydia’s eyes grew wide when she saw Namiri and Emylea making their way towards her. She embraced her daughters without question, running her hands over both of them checking them for injury.


“You are unhurt?” She gasped finally, holding them close to her.


“We are fine mother.” Emylea stated. “We were not involved. Only King Martin and his team.” 

Saydia looked at Namiri once more and could not help but feel a little saddened by the lost time between them. Saydia’s relationship with Namiri’s father had not been something Saydia had wanted, but Tasmor tradition demanded it and Saydia had endured his lovemaking so that she gave him a child. Saydia had resented this for most of Namiri’s life and had not shown her the mother’s love that she should have. Upon coming here and seeing what a beautiful warrior Namiri had become right under her eyes had altered her perceptions entirely. Namiri’s hair was now a dark blond color, almost brown in many spots. She could change her hair color almost at will Saydia knew, most Tasmor could, though they very rarely ever did this. Namiri had been one of those few who had chosen to do this but now it seemed as she had chosen to remain with her natural hair color and it made her dark eyes so much more alive and bright.

“What happened?” Saydia gasped. “Were there more bodies of…?”

Namiri shook her head quickly. “No mother. This was something else.”


“Something else?” Saydia asked.


Namiri nodded her head and motioned to where three men were dumping a tarp covered body to the ground a few meters away. “They fought that.” She said with awe in her voice that was easy enough for all of them to detect.


Their heads came around when Martin’s voice bellowed aloud in the still air. “…Damn sure they are dead Master Chief!”


Saydia and the others moved closer to where he settled to a large granite and steel barrier that looked to have been torn asunder from the building foundation. Anja and Aricia were pulling at the armor he wore over his upper body and Saydia watched as they finally got it unfastened and lifted it away as he sat down. He wore only a simple, tight solid colored gray shirt under the armor and Saydia had to hold back her gasp of shock at the exquisite definition of his upper body. She watched as Anja lifted the shirt away to reveal something that looked to have been chiseled from marble itself. If Saydia was any judge, there was not an ounce of fat on his muscular form, or the form of the similarly defined ebony skinned man to his side. It also displayed the angry, purple and black bruise that covered the entire left side of his midsection. All of them heard Anja gasp and drop to her knees in front of him as he lifted his arm above his head and turn to look at the same massive form of the man carrying the huge chain gun.


“Kasdan says that he is no longer reading their lifesigns but don’t take any chances Master Chief.” Martin spoke to him around his upraised arm. “Take two grenadiers with you and if they show even a twitch of life you hit them with everything you got.”


“We’re on it Skipper.” The man spoke.


“Tony…” Martin barked. “No chances Tony. Sweep and clear.”


The Master Chief Tony Winston nodded his head in the affirmative. “We hear you Skipper.” He answered before motioning to four others to join him and they headed for the manhole cover in the street a short distance away.


 Both of Anja’s hands were pulsing softly with white light as she directed them over his side and this caught Perlyea’s attention right away and she moved closer still. “You have four fractured ribs Lover!” She gasped in what appeared to be disbelief. “What did you find down there?”

“Nubous gartas Llokel.” Martin hissed softly but loud enough for Danny and the others to hear. (Fucking space monster)

“Damn straight!” Danny agreed. “Right out of a bad B movie Red!”
Anja’s hands flared even brighter now as she began to heal the damage to his side. Her small hands were pressed to his skin and slowly she drew them across the entire area almost intimately causing Martin to look at her.

“Anja?” He asked.

“I’m ok Lover.” She answered quickly.

Martin reached for her instantly with his aura and allowed it to swarm around her senses. He could feel her anger and unrest instantly at what she had seen in the first bunker and he knew this had her on edge. He pulsed her with his love and warmth and Anja basked in the sensations that gave to her even as she continued to heal him. It also caused her to move even closer to him and press her petite body tightly to him. This caused Aricia and For'mya to smile from Martin’s other side as Anja looked so tiny in comparison to him.
Perlyea took all of this in intently, watching Anja’s face and how she reacted to him. It was fascinating to witness and she would have to ask Anja about it more when they were alone. This thought stunned Perlyea for a moment for she knew without question they would be working together in the future and that combined with others they would make a formidable team. Almost from the outset Perlyea wanted to be around this small and diminutive woman for she radiated power and wisdom. She also exuded sexiness to Perlyea and she did not know what to make of that. It was something she would have to discover Perlyea knew and for the first time in her life Perlyea did not fear getting to know someone from another species.

“Lover… tell me what you found down there.” Anja told him as she finished her healing pulses and stepped slightly away from him. “What could do this to you and Danny of all people?”

“Fervon?” Martin called out as he began to pull his shirt back on.

Danny nodded as Duewa finished healing his injuries with Anuk and Kesyla watching. “I’m good.” He called out.

Martin looked at Saydia now. “You should probably see this as well.” He told her before beginning to walk to where the tarp covered form was resting on the ground.

Danny, Colin, Pablo and Julie followed with Julie holding tightly to Colin’s hand but both of them trying to hide this. It did no good really for everyone noticed but they said nothing. Martin bent over and threw back the tarp causing all of them to turn their heads and hold back their sudden desire to vomit because of the stench.
“Smelly bastard huh?” Martin said as he stepped back slightly.

“Gods yes!” For'mya gasped gripping Aricia’s arm tightly even as Anja held her hand over her own very sensitive nose and moved closer to the now very dead creature.

“Beloved… you and the others fought this?” Aricia gasped.

“Yeah… but it was about four feet taller than it is now!” Martin replied almost casually.

Anja looked at him. “How did you kill it?” She asked.

Martin chuckled now causing Saydia and the others to look at him oddly. “We got it to eat a G24.” He answered jerking his thumb toward Colin. “Courtesy of our resident Baseball wacko.”
Julie smiled and looked at Colin with desire in her dark eyes. “Nice work.” She told him softly.

Colin grinned. “It’s all in the wrist.” He said.

Namiri looked at her mother’s expression and grinned now. “An explosive mother.” She explained to her. “One that is thrown.”

“Ah…” Saydia said nodding. “I see. I think.”

Anja looked back to the headless monstrosity. “A G24 will certainly do it.” She spoke. She held out her hand and pointed to several other wounds. “I take it other weapons were not working? I count thirteen healed bullet holes and over a dozen slash scars.”

“Slicing and dicing it didn’t do the trick Red.” Danny spoke now. “We had to use more direct measures.”

Perlyea was also looking at the creature, or what remained of it, and something caught her attention. She moved closer to it directly behind Anja, who was squatting next to it, as the scientist in her took over. “Anja?” She blurted out causing Anja to look up at her.

“Perlyea?” Anja queried her.

Perlyea moved around to the other side of the creature and bent down now. She held out her hand and pointed to the portion of the chest that remained on the right side. Her finger was directed at the faint bone ridge across the chest. “Anja this is… this is Tasmor.” She said.

“What?” Anja gasped.

“Perlyea no!” Saydia gasped in horror.

“The slight bone ridge.” Perlyea answered. “This is indicative of Tasmor physiology. It is one of the defining characteristics of our species along with the ridges just above our brow bone structure.”

Anja looked at her across the disgusting form between them. Anja was impressed with her strength and determination to do the right thing for her people. It was her guiding principle it seemed and nothing Anja had noticed detracted from this fact. Even her actions in trying to obtain their technology was directed solely by her desire to improve her people. Just their short time together and Anja had learned she was an extremely intelligent woman and a very beautiful one as well.

“Perlyea… you are certain?” Anja asked her.

Perlyea nodded her head. “Yes.”

“What does that mean Red?” Martin asked now.

Anja rose to her feet and turned to look at him slowly, knowing how he would react to what she was about to tell him. “Lover…?”
Martin shook his head. “No way. I know for a fact that we found pieces of Lycavorian, Pralor and Tasmor in that other butcher shop! And I also know that Perlyea there is almost as sharp as you! What exactly is she saying Red?”

Anja nodded her head and took his arm. “I am relatively certain just from seeing the other lab and the remains here but… it appears as if someone… it looks like they combined the DNA from the three species and made… they made this thing.”

The look of horror and savage anger on Martin Leonidas’ face could not be an act by any definition of the word Saydia Daret knew. His dark brown eyes quickly changed to the yellow gold color of the wolf within him and his fangs lengthened into terrifying flesh shredding tools. Genetic experimentation of any sort was strictly forbidden within the Union and anyone who was discovered to be involved with such things was quickly put on trial and more often than not found guilty and put to death immediately. This mentality was left over from the days of High Cover experimentation on humans and elves on Earth. Martin, Anja and Dysea had seen first-hand what this sort of thing had wrought and the pain it had brought to some of their closest and dearest friends. Saydia looked around quickly at those who were standing with them and she saw the same looks of horror and brutal anger that this knowledge brought forth. Something must have happened in the past to make them hate this type of thing so much, but it was only another sign to her that the Tasmor people’s path into the future was with these Lycavorians who had been such a godsend to them up until now. Saydia could only watch as Anja, Aricia and For'mya quickly put their hands on Martin’s chest, arms and shoulders and pulsed him heavily with their female wolf auras in order to calm him. It worked she saw as slowly, his eyes returned to normal and his fangs retracted into his gums once more.
“Anja… Anja you find me who did this.” Martin growled in a menacingly low voice. “You find them for me so I can rip their hearts out and feed it to them!”
“I will Lover.” Anja answered softly. “I will. I will… Lover?” Anja saw the look on his face change from one of anger to one of surprised happiness and he turned his head.

“Melda Min?” Martin gasped softly with wide eyes as the sweet wildflower smell of his first elven Queen drifted to him faintly from downwind. The wind was blowing away from him but Martin Leonidas’ sense of smell was perhaps the keenest of any living wolf within the entire Lycavorian Union. He detected her sweet smell and his dark brown eyes began searching for her as he stepped away from Anja and the others.

“Dysea!” Aricia gasped as she grabbed Anja’s hand once more. “Dysea is here!”

They all turned to the direction Martin was facing, his face raised to the air and his nose catching her scent once more. He searched with his eyes even harder and then he saw her come sprinting around the edge of a building perhaps a hundred meters away. Dysea was moving fast and Aricia, Anja and For'mya felt her Etheric resonance wash over them and they gripped each other in happiness as Dysea covered the last hundred meters to their position in roughly four or five seconds.

Then she was leaping into Martin’s arms and he was kissing her madly as he held her suspended off the ground and was spinning her around. Dysea whimpered in unabashed delight as his aura washed over her wolf senses and set her body on fire. They had been too long apart she knew and his lips upon hers was almost too much to bear as she met his tongue and quickly surrendered to his ministrations. Her arms were wrapped around his head tightly as he kissed her and then Aricia, Anja and For'mya were pressing up against them and relishing in the combined auras of those they loved so very much. They could feel the happiness and love of Isabella and Cirith even across the stars and this only added to their happiness now, especially at such a time.

After several moments of the toe curling kiss Martin pulled away from her delicious lips and furiously nuzzled her throat and cheeks causing Dysea to gasp in delight even more. A few seconds of this and he was staring into her emerald orbs with those dark brown pools of love and Dysea was barely able to keep herself from becoming wet at her center in her desire for him.

“Melda Min what… what are you doing here?” Martin gasped.
Dysea smiled at him brilliantly as Aricia leaned forward and firmly nuzzled her cheek. “I have… we have missed you so Nauta Melme.” Dysea gasped.

“I know!” Martin exclaimed. “I was trying to figure out how I could…”

Dysea took his face in her hands and shook her head quickly. “No!” She told him. “This is where you should be! With our people!”

“Bella? Cirith? Are they with you?” Martin asked as he sniffed the air hoping to detect them as well. 

“They remained behind.” Dysea told him. “They wanted me to come.”
“Why? What is wrong?” Martin asked suddenly concerned.

“Nothing is wrong Nauta Melme.” Dysea told him with that dazzling smile of hers. “I… I wanted to surprise you.”

Martin looked at her smiling but puzzled. “It’s not my birthday Melda Min.” He told her. 

Dysea slapped him lightly in the face with her joyous laugh. “I know that you brute!” She declared.

“I sent Wayonn to Honelze to…” Martin stopped as he gazed at her face and saw her smile grow even larger.

“I know Nauta Melme.” She said softly, her emerald eyes twinkling in the day light. “We had… Bella, Cirith and I had already discovered them when he arrived. They did not want to wait. They…” It was then that Martin and all of them felt it. Martin slowly lowered Dysea to the ground and he moved his head to look around her and his dark eyes grew wide. 

Walking towards them and holding tightly to Wayonn’s hands were Martin Leonidas’ past and his future. 
Very slowly Martin stepped away from Dysea as Aricia and Anja drew her into their arms and his hands fell away from her as they watched him. His head tilted slightly as he attempted to pick up their scents in the slight breeze. The woman on Wayonn’s right was older and moving a bit slower than the woman on the left, and Martin caught Wayonn’s familiar scent just then. 

Then the scent of…

Martin’s eyes grew wider still and his stomach tightened almost painfully as the scents of Mountain and Ginger mint floated across his nostrils, enflaming his senses and causing the wolf blood within him to scream out wildly with only one word.

Family.

Something deep within Martin Leonidas took over then. Something deep and so very powerful in its drive. He took one step forward and hesitated for only an instant before he began to stride towards the three individuals with more purpose and determination then he had ever felt before in his life. His wolf senses focused and centered on the two women and he walked faster as he saw Wayonn pull up short and beckon them to stop. What was screaming out within Martin was much like what he had felt the day he discovered his true mother buried in that foul prison on their homeworld so long ago. A sense of powerful longing that had suddenly been fulfilled. An intense sense of family that was the true anchor of the emotion that he and his beautiful wives and mates had poured into their children as they grew. The scents grew more intense as he grew closer and with only ten feet between them Martin pulled up short. 

In fear. 
It was an emotion that was foreign to him in many ways, but now it flowed through him unchecked.
What if they did not accept him? They were his blood, all that remained of his pure Pralor blood and they held the knowledge he had coveted for so long about his history and his Pralor ancestors. His father and his father before him and beyond. What if they did not approve of him or what his Great, Great Grandfather Sumar had done? What he had to do in order to survive. He felt indecision fill him as never before and this was a feeling that Martin Leonidas was very unaccustomed too. 

For the first time in his life his instincts failed him in a way they never had before. Martin Leonidas didn’t know what to do. 
Thankfully for him, it was a decision that had been made millennia before he was ever born.


It was perhaps the longest walk she had ever taken in her extensive life but with each step onward she felt younger. Each foot she put in front of the other only inspired her, drove her to keep moving forward. 

Jezima clung to Wayonn’s hand almost painfully and she had to stop and gasp when she first felt it, her hand going to chest in disbelief. She felt her only remaining child’s heart racing almost out of control, just as hers was. They could both feel it. So beautifully powerful and bright within the Etheric realm. It felt so very familiar to them, so brilliant in its warmth and resonance. Each step brought them closer to something neither of them had ever imagined. 

The war had taken so much from them. So much from so many men and women. It had deprived her of a loving and devoted husband. It had taken from her grasp three sons and two daughters in very different ways, but no less violently. Wrenched them from her very clutches without even being able to say goodbye or see their bodies given to The Rift of Time. If not for Meral it would have destroyed her as it had destroyed so many other lives. They had turned inward away from everyone else, both filled with the same loss and longing simply for a closure that never really came. Jezima’s eyes were not as good as Meral’s and when she heard her daughter gasp and Wayonn tugged on her hand to slow down, Jezima didn’t know what to do. She slowed reluctantly until she felt that resonance spike even higher and the image of a tall figure stepped away from the others that were standing far away. 

And then that figure began to walk towards them and Wayonn beckoned her to stop.


Jezima turned to look at him and question this but stopped when she felt it. Meral’s eyes were wider than she had ever seen them before and they were rapidly filling with tears. More tears than she had seen from her daughter in far too many millennia. She turned back to see the figure moving forward with a confident stride and each step that figure made brought him into better focus for Jezima. Each step that figure made caused her pulse to quicken and as his features began to take shape. Jezima could only watch, her eyes growing wider as first the tall well-muscled body came into clarity dressed oddly in some sort of body armor from his waist down but a simple shirt from the waist up. Then her tears began as the hair came into focus, shoulder length black hair, tied into a ponytail just as she remembered. Then the skin, so deeply tanned and beautifully stretched over that muscular frame. Her hand came to her mouth once more and rivers began to pour from her eyes as she saw the features. So strong and handsome. A confident jaw, masculine cheekbones and deep, dark eyes that caused her to begin to shudder and shake in disbelief. 

It was her son. 


No, it was not her son, the thought flashed across Jezima’s mind.


It was the descendant of her son. So proud and beautiful to her.


Jezima gasped when he stopped only ten feet from them. She felt the indecision in him, the concern that he would not be accepted. He wore these things on his sleeve, unable to hide his emotions in this state. Jezima could feel the unconditional love for his beautiful wives and the children that they had given to him. She could feel the love he held for his people. His entire being was open to her and Jezima could only gasp at the level of emotion channeled through his being. It made him radiate within the Etheric realm like a supernova. The indecision was new to him she felt, something he was very unaccustomed too. Emotions radiated wildly within him and with one simple movement Jezima set free all of the doubts that clouded his mind at this moment. 


One simple movement that brought millennia of not knowing to an end for her, and silenced the whispers of doubt from another forever.


Jezima pulled her hand free of Wayonn’s grasp and reached for him. She reached for him while stepping forward with the same purpose and determination that had gotten her this far in life after losing so much.


It was such an unpretentious thing.


But it served to finally allow the emotions that had been building since he discovered who he truly was to come bubbling forth like lava from a volcano. His knees became weak and Martin found he could no longer hold his weight up and he dropped to his knees as that hand reached for him. He couldn’t contain it any longer. He was unable to hold it in any longer.


And now he didn’t have too.


For the first time in his life Martin Leonidas allowed it all to come forth. Unchecked and unequivocally. His dark brown eyes erupted into tears and he looked up into the face of his past and now his future. He looked up into dark brown eyes that matched his in every single way. He felt her hand touch his cheek and everything that Martin Leonidas was came out in one word that caused Meral to finally lose it and rush forward.


Jezima could not contain the emotions any longer and when his arms wrapped around her waist she heard the word that he uttered before his head was pressed tightly to her abdomen and her arms held him so very tightly. Heavy sobs wracked her body and she almost could not even comprehend the emotions that saturated the area around them.


Jezima did hear the word however. The single word that changed everything within her life and would change it going into the future.


It was a change she and Meral would embrace without a moment’s hesitation no matter the outcome. 


One simple word.


“Grandmother.”    

