CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE
VENTORI

SECOND SECRET BUNKER

The only days that they could remember seeing him so happy were the days each of his children were born and the first birthday of his mother after he had rescued her from the hell she had been enduring.
 Everything that had been happening all around them suddenly became very secondary to Jezima and Meral. Aricia, Anja, Dysea and For'mya had stood there on the field, clutching each other tightly and watching with tears flooding their eyes as he had dropped to his knees in front of Jezima and Meral and Martin Leonidas had begun to weep. 
To those on the field with them who knew Martin and had been with him for so long, it was a moment none of them would ever forget. None had ever seen their King cry before, truly none had ever seen such a display of emotion from the man they all revered, yet now they all held within them a moment in history that they would keep close to their hearts and never tell anyone. It was a day and moment that would forever cement their undying loyalty to Martin Leonidas for he had become normal for that extended moment in time. They had witnessed him sobbing for what he had thought lost and now discovered and he had shown once more that he was no different than them. He loved and cared about the same things they all did. It affected Danny the most, for he had dropped to one knee and silently wept in happiness for the man who was his Mard Fervon. Anuk and Nayeca were beside him, Kesyla kneeling in front of him but not really understanding what was happening as Anuk and Nayeca did. She would come to learn over the next few days and it would make her love the life she had become part of even more. Julie had leaned into Colin without regard for who saw them now, tears in her eyes as he held her close. His entire team had dropped to one knee in happiness and reverence for what the man who had saved all of their lives more times than they could remember through the years had finally found.


When Martin let out a roar of happiness and scooped Jezima and Meral both into his arms and began spinning them around in glee as if they weighed nothing at all, it was Atropos who acted. He sang with happiness within for what his King had found, but he was also a Captain of the Durcunusaan and this area was not entirely secure. He began to silently issue orders to the others who had flooded the area with hand signals and soft whispers into his jaw implant and within minutes this simple field had become the most secure location on the face of the planet. Atropos was the Queen’s brother and a senior Durcunusaan officer though still only a Captain in rank by choice. He was well known throughout the Durcunusaan and the regular military and no one questioned his orders in any way. He finally stepped up to his sister Aricia and Anja who were holding Dysea and For'mya between them with For'mya clutching Dysea’s waist and whispered to her, prodding them all forward towards where their STRIKER was. Anja nodded her head through tear stained eyes and though it took an additional twenty minutes to finally get Martin to the ship with Jezima and Meral in tow; he kept pulling one of them close to him and speaking animatedly, they were finally able to get him on the STRIKER and two minutes after that it was airborne for the Adhoc base outside Jorlari.



Atropos turned back to the men and women who had gathered and moved directly to where Saydia and the other Tasmor were standing still somewhat in shock. This turn of events was quite eye opening even though they did not really know what had taken place. Anthylea and Drenia did not step around Saydia this time to block Atropos from getting to close to their Sovereign Regent knowing who he was and not wanting to cause a confrontation, but they also took notice that the large man stopped a respectable distance from her and bowed his head to all of them.


“Sovereign Regent I…”


“What… what just happened Atropos?” Saydia asked him directly. Saydia Daret was no longer frightened about what had taken place to get them here to this point. She had already decided her course of action in the coming days and weeks. These Lycavorian people were so very proud and honorable and perhaps the deadliest men and women she had ever seen before in her life. They had treated the Tasmor with respect and honor even after the earlier incident, and Saydia had no intention of allowing this opportunity to pass her people by. It seemed that everyone with her was of the same mind, for Saydia could feel the trust building between their two species as each hour passed. Atropos was slightly surprised that she remembered his name at all and the stock of the Tasmor rose even more in his eyes with this simple action. They were adapting to events that were changing right in front of them almost as easily as Lycavorians. He glanced quickly at where Namiri and Emylea stood and now understood what his King had told Anja and his other Queens. It appeared these Tasmor were going to play a very large part in the future and within their family.


“I apologize for…” Atropos began but stopped quickly. He shook his head with a smile and continued. “It is actually a very long and not entirely happy story Sovereign Regent.” He spoke. “Anja and my sister told you that the majority of my people out here with us can trace a portion of their lineage back to the Pralor people?”


Saydia nodded her head. “Your sister told us this when we were on your ship, yes.”


Atropos nodded his head with a smile. “Martin is… he is over three thousand years old and…” He told them seeing their eyes go wide at this information. It was obviously something none of them suspected or believed until now. “He is the fourth generation descendant of the Chief Elder Pralor who made the decision to merge with our people so very long ago. He is the Great, Great Grandson to Sumar of the Pralor people. We came out here never expecting to find much, certainly not what we have discovered so far. The two women you saw are the mother and sister to the man who we have begun to call the father of us all. Sumar. They are Martin’s Leonidas’ blood, his family, and there is nothing that is more important to Martin Leonidas than his family.”

“He did not know they existed?” Perlyea asked stunned.


Atropos shook his head once more. “None of us did until a day or so ago.” He answered. He stepped closer to them as a group but still kept a respectful distance. “Anja asked that I see to it all of you are brought back to the base. They would like you and your daughters, all of you to take part in this joyous time.”


“Us?” Saydia gasped in surprise.


Atropos nodded his head. “What all of us have seen in these last hours is distasteful and horrific. Our people and yours with knowledge in these matters can take things from here and do their jobs, at least for now. A strong glass of Spartan wine or my sister’s coffee and a few hours away from the death around us will help us to tolerate it and move forward.”


Saydia took a deep breath and nodded her head after a moment. “I will agree with that.” She spoke evenly.


Atropos nodded his head. “General Simpson has authorized you to bring more of your forces to the surface if you wish. This is now a Joint operation Sovereign Regent for it involves your people as well as ours and the King will not leave you out of the investigation. Not after what the Tasmor did here for our people.”


“You are very well spoken for a man who tries to make it seem like he is nothing more than a soldier.” Saydia said.


Atropos smiled at this and nodded his head. “My wife and mate Lilika.” He said. “She believes education is a gift from the gods and she insisted that our sons and I take advantage of this.” 
“And you obeyed her?” Saydia asked somewhat surprised to hear his answer.

Atropos chuckled at her question and for a moment he thought he saw a flash of anger in her eyes at his reaction. “You will discover that there are many areas where the females of our species are the ones in charge Sovereign Regent. And in those cases, no, we do not defy our wives and mates. Not if we wish to remain able to move without pain.”

Saydia Daret couldn’t help the yelp of laughter that escaped her lips and her hand went to her lips in embarrassment but she saw Atropos still smiling at her. She could also see the small smiles of humor on both Perlyea and Anthylea’s faces as well. This man was stern faced and looked ready to kill with a single word, yet Saydia found he was far more than his outward appearance projected.

“Forgive me.” She said finally.

Atropos shook his head quickly. “There are differences between our peoples, yes.” He told her. “However, many of us believe we are not so very different either.” He motioned with his hand to one of the Lifters that were pulling up a short distance away. “Please… allow me to escort you back to the base.”

UNION ADHOC BASE


When they had returned to the Lycavorian temporary base area Saydia was shocked to discover that it had expanded ever further than she thought possible. Apparently these men and women had done this type of thing before many times. She was also stunned to find out that separate, portable quarters had been erected for her and most of those with her. Large barracks type buildings had been established for the Tasmor troops as well as those Lycavorians who were on the ground. A number that was increasing with each hour it seemed. When they had returned to the ADHOC area as they called it she found King Leonidas, his Queens and their dragons all sitting along the edge of the lake not far from where they were. An open sided Mess building had also been erected closer to the lake shore and Saydia could now see dozens of Lycavorians and her people alike sitting along the lake shore in different locations holding trays of hot food. Based on what she had eaten last night, their food was varied and compatible with Tasmor physiology and in fact it was quite delicious and many of her people were taking this chance to sample the food and drink. As she watched, Saydia saw that most of the Tasmor were younger in age, but there were quite a few older Tasmor females mixed in and enjoying the food and drink as well. It appeared as if her people had already decided they had discovered fast friends and allies and were making the most of it.


“Amazing isn’t it?” The female voice spoke from behind her and Saydia turned quickly to see Tobia step up beside her.


Saydia’s face brightened and it showed in her expression. “Tobia?” She gasped. “I did not… I did not think you would ever speak to me again.”


Tobia met her eyes and sipped from her mug of coffee. “I may have spoken more harshly than I intended before.” Tobia spoke softly. “I apologize for that.”


Saydia shook her head quickly in response. “No.” She spoke firmly. “It is I who should be apologizing to you for my words and actions. I did not heed the words you spoke to me two years ago and it almost cost my people a chance at a future we could not even imagine. I am so very sorry Tobia. I should have trusted you then and I should have trusted you the moment I saw you among these people.”


Tobia knew without question that Saydia spoke true words for she knew the women well enough. She had spent enough nights in hers and Anthylea’s arms to know what Saydia Daret truly desired for her people.

“Yes, you should have.” Tobia told her. “Especially after the times we spent together alone and with Anthylea.”


Saydia Daret looked suitably ashamed and she turned away, her near bronze like skin turning slightly red and her normally dark blond hair turning a noticeably darker shade. Tobia reached out then and took her arm softly. Most Tasmor could will the color of their hair to change within a few shades of their natural color but Tobia also knew that it also changed due to their emotional mood as well. The darker color of Saydia’s hair indicated shame and that is not something she was used to feeling Tobia knew.


“Don’t.” Tobia spoke gently. “You are a strong and proud woman Saydia Daret. That is what attracted me to you in the first place. And what happened is not something that can destroy what we had if we don’t let it.”


Saydia turned back and looked at her. “Your friendship is dearer to me than I allowed to show outwardly Tobia. To Anthylea as well.” Saydia said.


“As is yours to me.” Tobia answered. “Both of you. We can put this behind us and move forward however.”


“Can we?” Saydia asked.


“Do you want to?”


Saydia gripped her hand. “You know I do.” She answered.


Tobia smiled warmly. “I will always cherish the nights that I spent with you and with Anthylea, but I have discovered some things in these past weeks. Some things that have made my heart sing.”


Saydia nodded her head. “I heard whispers among these people that your man Murano had rediscovered himself. That he walks once more with his head held high.”


Tobia nodded her head. “He has.”


“Does Mari know?” Saydia asked.


Tobia smiled and nodded her head. “Many things have happened as I said. Mari had apparently figured it out many years ago. About Murano too. She is so smart.” She looked at Saydia with bright eyes. “She has become the wife and mate to Martin’s young pureblood son Deion. She has become like him.”


Saydia gasped and squeezed her hand harder. “Is… is that even possible?” She asked as so many different ideas and scenarios began flying through her head.


Tobia nodded. “Yes it is.” Tobia answered shaking her head. “The virus within their blood allows this. It is why you have seen elves and others who can shift their forms. I would have never believed it but it’s true. The happiness I have felt from Mari within the Etheric realm is beyond beautiful.”


“They can change someone?” Saydia asked in disbelief.


Tobia nodded once more. “Yes. You have seen this with the Gene Enhancements Perlyea was able to develop. It happens differently for different species, but those most closely like them physically and medically can be “Turned” is the word they use. My people can be fully turned like Mari.”


“Are you happy for her Tobia?” Saydia asked her.


“How could I not be?” Tobia spoke. “She burns so much brighter now.”


Saydia smiled and pulled her close for a hug. “Then I am happy for you.” She said with genuine warmth. “Though Emylea will be very disappointed.” Saydia spoke pushing her out to arm’s length now. “She has taken no other into her embrace since Mari was among us for those few months.”

“I will tell her if you wish. Explain it to her.” Tobia said.


Saydia shook her head. “I will make this known to her. She will be saddened but she will be happy for her.”


Tobia gripped her arms and looked at her. “These Lycavorians Saydia, they are stern and sometimes very brutal, but they are loyal to a fault to those they consider their friends. They are proud and strong just like the Tasmor. I have only been among them for a few weeks but I can say without reservation that Martin Leonidas will not turn his back on the Tasmor. Not after what you have done here to help his people.”

Saydia nodded as her eyes swept back across the field around her where her people were sitting and eating with Lycavorians and elves and many different species they had never seen before, men and women who they were becoming fast friends with. “Yes, I am beginning to see that taking shape right in front of me.” She answered. 


“And Perlyea?” Tobia asked and Saydia turned to meet her eyes.


“She is a different woman now Tobia. Perlyea’s only goal was to provide a future for our people.’ Saydia spoke. “That was the driving force for all she has done. She let that cloud her judgment and reason for a time but this Queen Anja has helped her to see the falseness of her ways. I do not doubt Perlyea’s goals or her genuine desire to see our people grow Tobia. Not anymore.”


“Good.” Tobia said. “She is another strong woman, just like you and she can do more good if she is focused on things she can influence rather than things she cannot.”


“Indeed.” Saydia said. “And I believe she has found that balance again.” Saydia looked over to where Martin sat once more. “This is… this type of reaction towards these new women. It is foreign to me. It seems like everything we have discovered this day just went away once they arrived.”

Tobia shook her head quickly. “Do not worry. It did not.” Tobia told her. “Martin’s people and your own doctors and scientists are crawling all over the two facilities. It is not forgotten Saydia, Martin has just left this work to those who are trained for it. He is not shy about admitting that he does not understand something, and he allows his people to do their work and stays out of their way.”

“And these women that arrived a few hours ago?” Saydia asked. “His family I have been told?”


Tobia nodded her head. “Yes. A family that he never thought he would discover. A family he never knew he had.”


Saydia turned to look at her fully. “Tobia… this power Namiri and Emylea have told me he has.” Saydia asked her. “It is like what you and your species can do is it not?”


Tobia shook her head. “Not in the way you have seen us use it no.” She replied. “Martin, four of his sons, his daughter, a few others among their kind, they can manifest their Etheric power into the physical realm as weapons. It was a skill that was found in my people but on a miniscule scale.”


“The Praetorians you told Anthylea and I about?” Tobia asked.


“Yes.” Tobia replied. “Out of the trillions of our people, at our height of power, there were only a few hundred Praetorians. The gene was that rare. But within bloodlines it can be and usually is passed down in some form. Martin’s ancestor Sumar, he was the first and most powerful of the Praetorians. The gene he carried passed down within his descendants as you have seen. As Namiri and Emylea have seen within Martin.” 
“Could this gene be passed to my people through the Gene Enhancements that Perlyea developed?” Saydia asked.

Tobia shook her head. “No. The Lycavorians on Ventori were gone from their original homeworld long before Sumar found his way there. The gene is not present in them.”
Saydia looked almost relieved at this information as she gazed at where Martin and the others were sitting. “Good.” She said softly. “That is not something I want to deal with.”

“You can trust them Saydia.” Tobia told her. “Just as I know that you trust me.”

“And I do trust you Tobia.” Saydia said. “Never doubt that.”

Tobia squeezed her hands and caused Saydia to focus on her. “Then tell me why have you avoided joining with Anthylea in a Union?”

Saydia looked embarrassed once more and looked away shyly. “You know why.” She answered.


“Anthylea loves you Saydia.” Tobia told her.


“And I love her equally in return.” Saydia answered.


“Then why?” Tobia asked.


“The Tasmor Parliament would never allow this Tobia.” Saydia answered. “As Sovereign Regent I must remain able to bear children to our males if one presents himself and they deem he is worthy of laying with me.”

Tobia shook her head. “I so dislike that law of your people.” She said softly. “It does not give you the choice.”

Saydia nodded in agreement. “As much as I would like nothing else but to give myself only to Anthylea, even I cannot break that law of our people. I am one of the fertile Tasmor females and this has been our way for centuries.”


“I know but Anthylea is one of the Breeders among your females.” Tobia said.


Saydia nodded in agreement. “Yet none of them are able to have children Tobia. The enhancements Perlyea developed from the Lycavorians who allowed us to take their DNA did not give them the ability to be fertile as we had hoped.”


Tobia nodded her head slowly. “Knowing what I know now, I guess I understand that. You should have told me though. I could have helped somehow.”


“If this Queen Anja is as magical as Perlyea tells me, that time may soon come.” Saydia spoke. “I pray to the stars that it does. Every time I have to give myself to someone other than Anthylea hurts her more than I can put into words. And it takes a small portion from me as well.”


Tobia smiled. “Then go and be with her.” She told her. “Here, away from the prying eyes of the Tasmor Parliament. Here among the fresh air and beautiful scenery. Go and be with her and show her how much you love her.”


Saydia’s dark brown eyes became suddenly very bright. “I… gods I never thought about that.”


“Martin and the others will be occupied until tomorrow at least.” Tobia said. “And we all have people who are doing their jobs to discover the answers we want. Go and be with Anthylea and enjoy this time with her.”


Saydia leaned over and kissed her full on her lips. It was a kiss that Tobia did not shy away from for she had experienced it before. “Will… will you join us?” Saydia asked in a whisper that only she could hear. “I know where your heart lay Tobia, but until you are back within his arms, you do not need to deny yourself physical pleasure and the warmth of those who care deeply for you. Once you are rejoined with Murano then your love will pour forth for him alone I know.”


Whether it was because it had been so long, or because she had seen how Martin and his Queens were with each other, or just the newness and happiness of everything to come about these last weeks, Tobia smiled at her with a sultry upward curl of her lips.


“I think perhaps I will accept your offer Saydia Daret.” Tobia told her as she pressed her body tighter to Saydia’s lush form. “If it is to be our last time together, than we should make it memorable for all don’t you think?”


Saydia’s arm curled around her waist. “Yes I do.” She told her with a seductive smile. “Yes I do.”


“Then let us find Anthylea and then go to these quarters they have built for you.” Tobia spoke confidently. “I’m sure between the two of us we can succeed in tearing her away from whatever she might be doing.”


Saydia laughed heartily as they began to walk arm in arm. “I do believe you are correct in that.” She agreed. “I distinctly remember she could not think correctly when we both lavished her with attention.”
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LIVAIJI SULEVFU FACILITY


Robati and Yokra were just sitting down to a small dinner when the open area beside the table suddenly lit up and both of them came to their feet in shock as the image of Androcles appeared next to their table. The image shimmered for several seconds and then became as clear as if he was standing in the room with them. Robati gripped Yokra's hand in shock and they watched as his head and eyes searched for several seconds and then focused on them.


“Sia Sepa dask vur Opsola…” Andro spoke as he bowed his head slightly out of respect. “Forgive me for causing you such a start.” (My soul mother and father)


“Androcles!” Robati exclaimed softly. “Ithquenti usja! You frightened me half to death!” (Gods lad)

Yokra was quicker on the uptake as a former military man and he knew immediately that something had caused Andro to contact them directly. They had spoken to him several times over these last weeks, Dorian, Elynth and Ryner as well, and he and Robati both had grown very fond of them and done so very quickly. It was as if they had always known them and seen them grow. It felt as if they were part of their family and had been for centuries. Even their sons had commented on how much they felt at ease with the four of them.


“Androcles… what is wrong?” Yokra spoke causing Robati to look at him in surprise. “You would not contact us directly unless something has changed.”


“It is time Sepa Opsola.” Andro told him.


Yokra became instantly alert. And concerned. “Jaka sia sepa deevdru!?” He gasped now. “The plan was to wait another week!” (Now my soul son)


Andro shook his head. “I have concluded what we had to do here and we are already enroute to the station. There is… something within Dorian, Elynth, Ryner and I says for you to move now. We do not question our instincts.”


“Do you think we have been discovered?” Yokra asked. 


Andro shook his head once more. “We cannot determine what it is we feel, but we sense that things have changed where you are. If they have not discovered you, then someone is getting close. Closer than we would like. We have spoken with Laren and Ladur already and they are informing Koppentotz Em’morr. I need you and our soul mother to inform the others. You have three hours.”


“Three hours!” Robati exclaimed. 


“Sepa Opsola, you must erase any trace that you were ever there before you leave that place.” Andro spoke. “You understand what I am saying yes?”


Yokra nodded his head. “Yes.” 


“We have sent probes ahead of our ship.” Andro told him. “They will reach the station in two days. Once you arrive in three days they will be waiting for you in the landing bay closest to the command center. You will also find five Pralor Worker drones already there on site. They will be scanning the station for any devices that someone may have left behind. Leave them to their work.”


“I understand.” Yokra spoke as Robati moved up beside him and pressed against him.


“The probes will have uniforms and equipment inside them for Laren, Ladur, you and our soul mother.” Andro explained. “Also for General Dytin and Dalis as well as Koppentotz Aviel and his mate Nahko. I need you to insure this is given to them for each set will contain specific information for each of them and the armor has been made explicitly for them. The other thirteen sets of armor give to those you trust the most. Bring no more than twenty Sepa Opsola. That is all the equipment we were able to put inside the probes.”

Yokra nodded. “It will be done.” He spoke.


“Anything you cannot carry with you… destroy.” Androcles continued. “You will need nothing once you are among us. None of you will. I cannot stress enough that everything having to do with Laren and Ladur and yourselves must be purged from the facility you are in now Sepa Opsola. Everything. No matter how minor it seems. If it has to do with them or anyone helping them it must be disposed of.”


“You are concerned sepa deevdru?” Yokra picked up on that in his voice.

Andro nodded his head. “As I said, we do not know what it is we feel, but it tells us to have all of you get out now.”


“You are Dahakoan.” Yokra said. “This is part of what you are Androcles.”


“I know…” Andro answered. “I’m still learning how to come to grips with that.”


“It is destiny sepa deevdru.” Robati spoke now.


Andro chuckled softly. “I do not like when destiny does not give me a straight answer however.” He said causing both of them to laugh gently.


Their conversations with Androcles and all six of his wives and mates these last weeks had been enlightening to say the least. They had spoken to all of Androcles’ wives and mates but they most enjoyed speaking with Sadi, Ne'Veha and Sehri. The three of them were the most physically beautiful to Yokra and Robati and the most open with their thoughts and feelings. All of his wives were incredibly intelligent and beautiful but they suspected that Carisia, Lu'ria and Caliria were rather introverted and more tightly held to their feelings. It was Sadi and Ne'Veha who were the most open and pleasant and Sehri was simply a joy with her bubbly nature and infectious smile.

“What is it you feel Androcles?” Yokra asked. “Hold nothing back from us hesi sepa deevdru.” (Our soul son)


Andro met his eyes evenly. “We sensed death sepa opsola.” He answered. “If you do not leave within the next few hours there will be much death as a result. That is all we saw.”

“That is enough.” Yokra stated holding Robati tight. “We will make it so Androcles.”


Andro nodded his head in the transmission. “Then we will see you soon.” He spoke.

PREMONITION

FORTY-SIX HOURS FROM PRALOR STATION



Andro slid his finger across the large star chart before them, Deion on his right side and Dutkne and Denali on his left with Jomann and Fedor. Murano stood on the opposite side of the chart table now sporting the Union Mark VI ArmorPly. He was breaking it in and getting used to the feel of the amazing armor. He had seen it in action and it was one of those things he had wished his people had thought up and built.


“…Right where we were supposed to be after our first jump.” Andro was speaking. “Sadi and Ne'Veha will maintain a wide, crisscrossed course between jumps that will put us on our location in just over forty-six hours.” Andro told them. “Armen is doing the same thing behind us but in a much wider pattern to maximize the sensors on SPARTA'S WRATH and keep us within her sensor range. He is sending the feed directly to us so that we do not need to extend our own sensors so far.”


“He can do that?” Dutkne asked.


“He says that he can and I will trust him in areas I have no knowledge about.” Andro replied. “Sadi once tried to explain to me how the different spatial variables factored into sensor range and I thought my head was going to explode.”


“That’s not hard to do.” Deni spoke from where he stood. “Trying to fill that oversized hole you call a brain is not hard at all.”


They all laughed at this with the exception of Murano. They turned to him when he asked the next question for all of them caught the inflection in his voice. “How… how soon before we actually cross the border into what used to be Pralor space Andro?” Murano asked.


Androcles met his eyes. “Thirty-seven hours until we cross the edge of what was once your border. Another nine to the station itself.”


Murano was silent for a long moment and then he nodded his head slowly. “I never really thought… I never thought I would be returning to Pralor space in my lifetime.” He stated softly.
“There was… there was very little that the Scourge had not touched in some way when we ran. So many planets burning. So many dead. Running was the only option for us really.”


No one spoke as they all looked at him, his blue eyes off in another time that they could not imagine. This man was older than all of them combined and he had seen far more than any of them in this room. Murano may not have known it, but they all looked to him as an icon of sorts. A Living Legend. Murano shook his head finally and leaned over the chart table more and touched the screen.

“Murano?” Androcles asked softly looking at him intently.


Murano met his eyes and nodded. “I am fine Androcles.” He stated confidently. “Thank you for asking. This area of our space was not very well traveled to begin with.” He continued as he cleared his head and took a deep breath. “This particular station was on the far reaches of our space back then and the archives that SPARTA'S WRATH carries indicate it was used only sparingly.” He adjusted the screen slightly. “According to the records on SPARTA'S WRATH, once the Scourge swept through this area in force they did not return for another five hundred years. And then it was only a patrol ship. It is like a finger of our former territory that extended out and met Darastrixi territory on one side and Emual territory on the other. Another species that bordered our own.”


“Do we dare ask what happened to these Emual?” Dutkne spoke up.


Murano met his eyes. “The Scourge wiped them out before invading Pralor space.” He answered. “It took them only a month to decimate their entire species. Forty-four billion lives extinguished.”


“Why?” Deion asked.


“They were our friends and they refused to bow to the Scourge.” Murano answered, his voice soft. “The Chief Elder Pralor at the time the Second Scourge war began tried to get them to distance themselves and disavow us but the Emual were a stubborn species and very proud. The few dozen Praetorians besides myself that remained behind could not leave the sectors we were tasked with defending in order to help them. They refuse to bow to the Scourge demands and they paid the price. Their military was only a few hundred ships, mostly lightly armed frigates. They were wiped out in the first hours of the Scourge attack. Twenty-two planets were glassed from orbit and another sixteen were invaded by Scourge forces. The Emual fought bravely and well, but in the end they were not warriors and could not hold against the tide. All for not bowing to the Scourge. This should begin to tell you what it was we were dealing with. What we will one day need to confront once more. They are the personification of evil. They cannot be bargained with and they do not have allies. If you do not bow to their demands, no matter how vile their demands may be, they will obliterate you and your entire species no matter how long it takes.”

The room was silent for a long moment as they all took in Murano’s words and let it sink in. “Nubou lae.” Deion finally muttered aloud voicing what all of them were thinking.


Murano looked and Andro. “I have spent many hours with Sarlana these last days and weeks. What you and Dorian represent, what all of you represent as Praetorians, this must be preserved. She has made me see this. I did not agree with this mission before, but I do now. It is vital that Laren and Ladur be taken out of Darastrixi space. If they were to fall into the hands of the Scourge given what they can do, it would be the single most devastating blow against every species within the universe.”


“That is our intent Murano.” Androcles said.


Murano nodded his head. “I know… but you must give me your word that once we have Laren, Ladur and the others they arrive with, once we have them, we leave immediately. We cannot remain for very long because the Scourge will eventually detect us in some manner.”


“We have no intention of remaining one minute longer than necessary.” Androcles told him. “On that you have my word.”


“Then we will speak no more of it.” He told them. “I just needed to be sure Andro. We are not ready to face them in force. Not now.”


“Understood.” Andro said.


“The only positive thing we can obtain from this station that we do not have now, aside from Laren and Ladur… are the weapons stored there.” Murano tapped on the screen several times and brought up one section of the station before them. “I have reviewed the archives on what this station had in its inventory and it could very well be a potential boon for us.”


“How so?” Jomann asked moving slightly forward.


“This station, because of its remote nature and distance from Pralor Core Space, had a large Praetorian cache on it.” Murano told them. “Very well hidden within the main engineering section to insure that if the station was ever destroyed the weapons would not be used against us. With the weapons in the cache, and the schematics to build more, the Worker drones that we both use can duplicate them quickly.”


“Are they like the weapons that you used on Onterom?” Fedor spoke for the first time.


Murano shook his head quickly. “Hardly.” He replied with a slight grin. “The weapons we used on Onterom, the ones you faced young Fedor, they are basically antiques. Used mainly by Elder Guards assigned to protect the Chief Elders. Delnash refused to even allow them to be updated or duplicated through the years. Something I counseled him against but he did not listen. I imagine that will have changed and once we can give these to our people on Artaaya, production can begin quickly.” Murano tapped the table a few more times and they saw several images begin to flash across the screens. “These are Praetorian weapons and explosives. X1 Particle Assault Rifles and MX4 Particle Magnums. Military grade and very powerful. They fire a small Vendurium round propelled by a Micro Particle Accelerator. Five hundred round magazines for the rifles and forty-five round magazines for the sidearm. We had just begun issuing them as standard weapons to our troops towards the end of the First Scourge War. It is what helped us to win it to be honest. There were so few of us at the end of that war we needed an advantage. These weapons gave us that advantage.”

“They’ve been sitting there for tens of thousands of years Murano.” Jomann spoke. “Are you sure they will still work?”


Murano smiled now. “Oh yes. And if this data is correct there will be enough weapons and ammunition to outfit the entire Durcunusaan Division you have on SPARTA'S WRATH.” He told them. “With the schematics, it should be easy enough for the Worker Drones, your Master Chief Ranor and Armen to replicate similar weapons with known materials to equip the other units we will have by the time we return to your father’s position. At least until Delnash can get our factories on Artaaya working full time.”

Andro grinned. “Oh… Josie Miller will like that.” He said.


Murano looked at him. “You told them they will be there before us.” He said. “Why? We do not need to broadcast our arrival.”


Andro nodded his head. “Better that they don’t know everything.” He told him. “How fast our ships are for one. We’ll get there roughly twelve hours after them, much sooner than they expect.” 


“What have you and Dorian sensed Androcles?” Murano asked him. “Now is not the time to hold back from us.”


Andro shook his head. “We are not holding back.” He stated quickly. “We don’t know exactly what it was Murano. It was an odd echo within the Etheric realm. We have never felt it before, but it was powerful and it carried with it the sensation of death. It only just started a day or so ago, but it became more pronounced as we grew closer to the day they were originally supposed to leave Icarava.”


Murano was silent for a long moment and then nodded his head. “If I had to guess, I would say that it has to do with the Scourge. We are able to sense them to some degree and it was never pleasant.” He looked at Andro. “Whatever you may feel, no matter how insignificant it may seem, let Sarlana or I know from now on.”

Andro nodded his head. “Agreed.”


“So are we sticking with the same plan then?” Denali asked.


Andro nodded as he changed the chart screen now. “For the most part it is unchanged.” He told them. “Murano will lead Deion, Fedor, Kalis, Daio and Ridor to this cache with Mari and Eirene in Engineering. Mari and Eirene can access the main computer core from there with our Worker Drones while they prep the munitions. Eirene will be able to link into the cameras all over the station from there and also direct Armen when he arrives. Most of the station will remain dormant since we won’t be going into it. The less power signature the better.”


Murano nodded his head. “Armen will need to bring SPARTA'S WRATH in very close to the station and lower the Shroud. The Cargo Bay Teleporter Pads will not work through the Shroud and SPARTA'S WRATH will need to be within ten thousand meters of the station due the armoring of the Engineering Core.”


“Anse!” Deion said. “That’s really close.” 


“Without the Cargo Bay Teleporter Units on the ship it would take too long to load the weapons out.” Murano told them. “We would have to do it by hand and that would require hundreds of men and additional equipment. We do not want to remain here for very long after we arrive and have secured Laren and Ladur. We will be mysterious and unseen, for we will have APOC drones out covering our flanks and we will know when the Darastrixi enter the system. The Darastrixi however, they will be an unknown and they may bring company that we do not want to meet.”


“Company?” Dutkne asked. “You mean Scourge?”


Murano nodded his head. “Or other Darastrixi that are chasing them.” He replied. “We will be more than a match for any Darastrixi ship that may be chasing them, even two or three, but we do not want to engage them and make matters worse. And if the Scourge show up in force, we will be hard pressed to defend ourselves and the Darastrixi in any fashion. We should leave within twelve hours after we arrive Andro. Just to be safe.”


Androcles nodded his head. “Agreed. We work fast but we work efficiently.”


“If the Scourge do enter the system, we must take Laren and Ladur and however many others we can and leave immediately.” Murano spoke solemnly. “They were never able to recover the plans for this ship or others like it that we intended to build. When they destroyed our homeworld they were too efficient. They took out our main shipyards and Engineering Development Center before realizing it. The VORTEX-Class cruisers were a complete overhaul of the standard class and were… they are much more powerful. The longer we keep the knowledge of this ship from the Scourge, the better it will be.”


“Could a few Scourge ships hurt us that bad Murano?” Denali asked.


Murano shook his head. “Doubtful... but we don’t want to find out.” He answered. “The standard class of this ship could easily fight off a Scourge Squadron, and the VORTEX-Class would decimate them, but if one of their Heavy Cruisers or one of the Scourge Mother Ships enters the area, it will get very ugly, very quickly. And we cannot afford for them to get even remote scans of this ship before we are ready.”


“Armen understands this.” Andro spoke. “All of the personnel Teleport Stations will remain in standby mode while we are on the station. Worst case scenario, everything goes to sibfla and he teleports us back and we jump away.”

Murano nodded. “Good.” He looked around the table. “My caution has roots. It is not because I do not trust in your skills. Any of you. It is because so much time has passed that we do not know what the Scourge could be like now. That is partly why I agreed with this mission. Aside from rescuing Laren and Ladur, the intelligence we can gain from them is invaluable. And it will help us prepare. That does not mean we stick our noses where we should not.”


Denali chuckled at that but nodded his head. “As much as I agree Murano, trouble and the unexpected seemed to have taken root in our family. We just can’t seem to escape it.”


Murano relaxed somewhat now and nodded his head with a small smile. “Yes, that much I do know from being around your father.” 

“Our father and our mothers are hanging out there in the Echo Quadrant without a lot of backup. And these Svorag are no walk in the park as we have all seen the reports from father. We know what our priorities are and what we must do. We are on a timetable with them that we cannot miss.” Andro spoke looking around at all of them and saw them nod. “Denali, Jomann Eliani, Sehri, Arduri and Lisisa will backstop Dorian and me when we enter the landing bay that we told Laren and Ladur to go to.” Andro continued. “That is where the probes will be. If they have not already changed, we give them twenty minutes to change into the armor we left for them and then we start moving to extract. Sadi, Ne'Veha, Carisia and Lu'ria will be with Nara in the Central Control room of the landing bay where we land. They will be monitoring everything we are doing while Anthar, Majeir and Marux cover them. Caydren and Cinol will protect the PREMONITION. Jeth, Tharua and Soren will cover Elynth and Ryner since they are the most experienced in close quarters fighting behind Elynth.”

Murano was impressed. Androcles had put together quite the plan once they had the configuration of the station. It used limited personnel, but also his most experienced people and those who knew what the others would do in any given situation. As with Martin and his team, they made a very deadly group that even the Praetorians of old would be hard pressed to defeat. Combined with their dragons and the way Androcles utilized them, it would be very close to impossible for anything other than a large, full scale assault to defeat them. Murano also knew that everyone was going over their part of the plan wherever on the ship they were and no one would be unprepared. 

Andro stood up to his full height. “In and out in less than twelve hours.” He spoke. 


“If all goes according to plan.” Deion said softly.

Denali looked at him. “Why do you always shave to state the obvious fervon?” He asked.


“I’m just saying!” Deion retorted.


Denali’s hand flashed up and he slapped his younger brother in the back of the head playfully. “Don’t jinx us before we start fervon.”


All of them began to laugh softly as Denali caught Deion in a brotherly headlock and squeezed his head and allowed the humor to calm their nerves and prepare them even more.


All while the fickle Gods of Fate laughed in the background and began to shape the future.

ICARAVA
DARASTRIXI HOMEWORLD

DARASTRIXETHE (DRAGONBLOOD) SPACE

DARASTRIXETHE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT LEVXIERIV (ENCHANTRESS)

The largest Darastrixi warship built and easily a match for the even new Pralor VECTOR-Class Attack Cruiser, though they did not know that ship existed just yet. 
The DARASTRIXETHE-Class Dreadnought was nearly nine thousand meters in length and armed with the most advanced weaponry, shields and engines that the Darastrixi had ever developed. Only thirty-four of these ships existed due to an agreement with the Scourge to keep the manufacture limited to a set number. All of the senior Darastrixi military leaders knew that it was only a ploy to keep the Darastrixi as a minimal threat to them and they were stunned when their ruling government had endorsed and agreed to it. To counter that fool agreement, the Darastrixi military poured all of their vast knowledge and skill into building these ships to be able to combat any threat to their people and still survive. It would take a concentrated Scourge attack to think of destroying one of these ships and the cost to the Scourge would be very high indeed. 
Much higher than they believed and Inidra Dytin Cadat had made them even deadlier during his tenure as Chief of the Darastrixi military. (General)

Dytin had handpicked each and every officer and crew member of this ship and the three MALAKTA-Class (ETERNAL) Fast Cruisers that were its main escort. He had trained all of the officers and many of the crews had served with him for centuries. They were also solidly loyal to him and followed the same philosophy that he and his blessed wife did. The same philosophy that made them almost outcasts among their own people. A philosophy that billions of their people followed in secret because it was considered old and fruitless in its teachings. Over the last weeks, thousands of family members of his crews had been secreted away to one location in preparation for this very moment. Dytin was a career military officer and always planned for the unexpected. When Aviel contacted him only ninety minutes ago to inform him that the time had come, Dytin did not hesitate. He gave the order that would send thousands of their people into the unknown and quite possibly make all of them criminals.


“…Status of our ships?” Dytin barked out turning his head as the doors to his bridge opened and he saw Aviel move onto the bridge briskly, Nahko clinging tightly to his arm a look of anxiousness on her face.


“All crew members are aboard General.” The voice responded. “They are awaiting our order.”


“And the transports?” Dytin asked.


“All of them have sent the signal and are awaiting the final order.” The voice replied again.


Dytin nodded his head in approval as Aviel moved up beside him. He had chosen his men well and now that was paying off in a big way. The six transports would be departing from six different locations to avoid drawing attention to them. It was not uncommon at all to see the Darastrixi military transports moving thousands of men and women in training drills and this would look to be just that to the unknowing.


“Just under two hours.” Dytin spoke looking at Aviel. “Better than I expected.”


“So we are ready?” Aviel asked


Dytin nodded his head. “Are you prepared for what we are about to do Aviel my friend?” He asked. 

Aviel met his gaze evenly. “Are you old friend?”


Dytin took a deep breath and nodded his head without hesitation. “The Lorsvek ar Sepas is upon us. All we have believed for centuries is here. Yes, I am ready. They could very well brand us traitors Aviel.”

Aviel nodded his head in agreement. “Or heroes. Depending on your point of view.”


Dytin looked at him and laughed softly. “Indeed.”


All of them turned when the doors to the bridge opened once more, but this time the two security officers always posted outside the doors were tossed back into the bridge and sent hurtling across the bridge to slam painfully into the bulkhead. Dytin’s eyes were wide until he saw the reason for this. Laren strode onto the bridge with barely a pause, her multicolored eyes blazing in anger. Dytin watched her and was once more struck by the almost surreal beauty of this child. She wore a simple tan jumpsuit that did nothing to hide the lush, womanly figure she had, her black hair pulled into a long braid and draped over one shoulder. Many members of his bridge crew were getting their first look at the Dahakoan and to say they were shocked was an understatement. They knew that she existed, but almost none of them knew Laren was a female. She did not appear fully Darastrixi and this was obvious by the soft skin that replaced and then merged with the even softer colored scales along the edges of her face and down her neck. With all eyes upon her, Laren marched right over to where they stood and it was Nahko who broke away and grasped her arms gently.

Dytin Cadat had met with Laren once, traveling to the Livjiai Sulevfu facility under the auspice of an historical records search for the Sand Strider Battalions. At first he was no different than Aviel, but soon he had warmed up to her and after only a few hours of speaking with her he too had become enraptured. Her eyes and demeanor, and that of Ladur spoke of wisdom and knowledge that they should not have had. Her physical appearance aside, her body was a combination of Darastrixi and something else, Lycavorian more than likely Nahko had told him and this was the first thing that others noticed. Besides her breath stealing beauty. Dytin had always believed deeply in the Lorsvek ar Sepas, it was the cornerstone of philosophy that he and his wife had followed and bestowed upon their children. Just as Aviel and Nahko had done. Just as so many others had done. Yet seeing Laren before him now, the rebirth of the Dahakoan, and after speaking with her and Ladur for nearly seven hours Dytin had become a true believer.

“Laren what is it?” Nahko gasped knowing that only she would be allowed to touch her in any meaningful sort of way. Aside from quick greetings with others in the usual Darastrixi fashion, Laren allowed no one who was not female to cling to her for any length of time unless it was something she wanted.


Laren was staring directly at Dytin and he suddenly became very uncomfortable by this. “I do not need a babysitter!” She snarled almost angrily.


Dytin looked stunned and he moved closer to her. “I do not understand.” He spoke. “What is a… babysitter Laren?”


“The officer from your Sand Strider unit who met Ladur and I in the landing bay!” Laren hissed. “The pompous one!”


Dytin nodded his head. “Matum Dariel. A Yobhalcho within the Strider Battalions. His skills are unmatched and he is a fast riser within the ranks. Well respected and liked.” (Major)

“He is arrogant and pompous!” Laren snapped. “He told me I was to do exactly as he said. That Ladur was to remain in the pens with other Strider Vrrarhoinpa. That he would accompany me wherever on the ship I went. Will he watch while I relieve myself as well? Or while I sleep? I will not be penned in as I was at the Livjiai Sulevfu facility. I wish to explore and see things that I have never seen! And no nubous igord will stop me!”

Dytin looked shocked at Laren’s use of another language, one he did not understand, but the meaning was unmistakably clear in her tone. He glanced at Nahko with questions in his eyes.


Nahko grinned sheepishly. “As time has passed and she has grown closer with the others in the Etheric realm, her ability to use their language has improved immeasurably.” She said.


“So it would seem.” Dytin spoke. “Do I wish to know what name she used to call my officer?”


Nahko shook her head quickly. “Probably not.”


Dytin chuckled and moved even closer to Laren now. “And where is Yobhalcho Dariel now if I may ask Laren Ti’shara?” 


Laren calmed somewhat and lowered her eyes briefly. “I… I left him with the medical technicians outside the landing bay.” She answered almost shyly. “He tried to restrain me and…”


Dytin then did something that Aviel would not have dared do without first asking her. Aviel had spent much time with them since discovering they existed and Laren had grown quite comfortable in his presence. She didn’t hesitate now when he greeted her in the Darastrixi fashion and nor did he, but Aviel would always wait an extra second for her to initiate the greeting just to be safe. Dytin reached out and took Laren’s hand from Nahko and placed it over his heart while at the same time he placed his large hand over her chest and leaned over to touch her forehead with his own. Amazingly, Aviel saw Laren’s body relax somewhat, the tension leaving her lithe frame as Dytin held the greeting until Laren relaxed completely and she looked at him shyly as they parted and their hands dropped lower but remained touching.


“Forgive me Laren Ti’shara.” Dytin spoke softly. “That is my doing.”


“I do not need someone to protect me Inidra.” Laren spoke now, her voice even and calm as she looked at him. Laren had spoken with her brothers and her father before meeting him and all of them had nothing but words of respect and honor for Dytin Cadat, more so her father who had actually served under his command several centuries ago. When they had spoken, after he had gotten over the initial shock of seeing her, he had spoken to her as an equal in everything. This had only confirmed her father and brother’s words and Laren had no doubts that she could trust him in every way.


“You and Ladur are Dahakoan Laren.” Dytin spoke, both of them hearing the soft gasps from many different men and women on the bridge. “You will be looked at differently. Now that you have come aboard, word will spread quickly that you are among us.”


“I am still me!” Laren protested. “Ladur is still himself! We wish to sit and watch the stars as they go by! We wish to walk and see this wondrous ship! I do not need some silly male who thinks he is better than me telling me what I can and cannot do!”


Dytin’s lips curled into a smile. “You did not hurt him too badly did you?” He asked knowing of the skills that she possessed. 

Laren smiled shyly once more and shook her head. “More his pride than anything else.” She answered.


“He misunderstood my intent.” Dytin spoke. “I never meant to restrict you while here. I meant for him to escort you so that you did not get lost and so that others did not swarm you with attention. Your disposition when confronted with this is known to Aviel and Nahko and the others, but not those you are now among.”


“I have gotten better!” Laren defended herself and Dytin nodded his head with a small laugh. 


“Yes you have child.” He spoke. “And for that I am thankful. I do not need half my crew going to the infirmary to treat their injuries.”


“I do not wish to be treated differently.” Laren told him. “I don’t want others looking at me as if I am an oddity.”


“You are Dahakoan.” Nahko spoke now. “You are different Laren. As is Ladur. That can never be changed now.”


Dytin saw her eyes and the brief sadness in them and he squeezed her hand causing her to look at him. “Once we are gone from here and I am sure that no one follows us, I will give you a tour of my ship.” He told her seeing her eyes light up in delight. “Ladur as well, and your parents if you wish.” He lifted her hand in his and squeezed it even harder. “I will make it so that you have as normal a life as you can while in my care Laren Ti’shara. And I will speak to the major about how to interact with you, but I must insist that he escort you. You can go where you wish anywhere on this ship, but allow him to come with you, if for nothing else, in case you get lost.”

“You would do this?” Laren asked.


Dytin nodded his head with a smile. “I’m sure your father would enjoy it and just being able to walk somewhere besides the halls of the Livjiai Sulevfu will please your mother to no end.”


Laren smiled now and nodded her head. “I would like that.” She spoke.


Dytin matched her smile. “Good. Then give me an hour. Two at most and I will join you in the forward lounge.”

Smiling brightly Laren nodded and turned around instantly and began to walk off the bridge. Aviel stepped closer to him and Nahko and nodded to his longtime friend. “You handled that well my friend.”


“Perhaps.” Dytin spoke as Nahko looked at him.


“She allows you to greet her in the manner of our people with no hesitation.” Nahko told him. “That is no small feat. Only with Aviel and Dalis Sulryn does she not hesitate.”



“Dahakoan she may be,” Dytin spoke softly. “But she is still a young Maiden who wants to experience all that she can. Yet she knows she cannot because of who she is. Of who Ladur is.”

Nahko turned to the doors Laren had exited and then back to Dytin. “It will be better when she is with them.” She said softly. “She will not feel so alone and out of place.”


“Yobhalcho Dariel is the finest hand to hand combatant that I have ever seen.” Dytin spoke once more. “No one has been able to best him in decades. And she defeats him as if he is but a child.”


“I believe she gets that from the other Dahakoan.” Aviel spoke now.


Dytin nodded his head. “And it makes me shudder to know that there are warriors out there who can do these things.”


“Frightened old friend?” Aviel asked.


“Terrified is a better word.” Dytin answered.


Aviel chuckled softly. “Then at least I know I’m not alone.”


Dytin shook his head. “No, you are not alone. We are ready and the unknown awaits, so you are not alone.”


Aviel nodded his head. “Then let us do what we came to do.”

VENTORI

UNION ADHOC BASE

1.5 KILOMETERS OUTSIDE JORLARI


Being wolves, sleep was not something that was needed as often or as much so it was no surprise to Wayonn when he found Martin that morning by the shore of the large lake with an ever present mug of Aricia’s coffee in his hand. As with Wayonn, who had been addicted to the beverage ever since being introduced to it, Martin drank the coffee like it was water. He wore only his lower body armor now but Wayonn could detect the recent scent of mild soap in the air mixed in with the scents of honey and lavender and coco telling Wayonn that Anja and Aricia had shared the shower with him. Wayonn knew Martin had smelled him coming long before he got close but waited until he was settled to the ground beside him before speaking.

“Wayonn.” Martin spoke looking at him. “I can’t begin to thank you enough for…”

Wayonn held up his hand with a smile. “You would be thanking me for something which has brought me almost as much joy as it has for you Martin my boy.” He spoke. “Discovering that they lived was a dream I never imagined.”


“Me neither.” Martin echoed softly.


“They could not stay awake could they?” Wayonn asked with a smile.


Martin shook his head with an equally large smile. “Meral was babbling out questions that didn’t make any sense when I finally ushered them off to bed.”


“I wish to thank you for allowing me to be part of that.” Wayonn said.


Martin met his eyes. “You were like a brother to my grandfather.” He said. “There was never a question of whether or not you would be there. You should know by now that I consider you family. That we all consider you family.”


Wayonn nodded his head. “I have not felt this alive in millennia Martin.” He told him. “It is glorious.”


Martin nodded his head. “It sure is.”


Wayonn looked out over the lake. “You have not told them I take it?”

Martin shook his head. “I’m trying to figure out how to do that. It’s not every day you are told that you think a Pralor Elder is the reason they lost a son and a brother. And that you have some pretty good proof to back up that theory.”


“It is not a theory Martin.” Wayonn said. “He is responsible.”


“I know.” Martin agreed. “But I’m still trying to bask in the sensations that they are actually here and alive.”


Wayonn smiled at this and nodded. “I as well.” He replied. “They will have to be told however. About the Svorag too.”


Martin nodded once more. “I know.”


“You spoke with Dysea before she returned I take it?” Wayonn asked.


Martin looked at him and nodded. “Lycavorians from Ventori with a Pralor warship?” He said. “That can’t be good. What was your perception of them?”


“Confused. Shocked.” Wayonn answered immediately. “They were not expecting us to be on that ship. And they certainly were not prepared to see two who had been turned by Alpha wolves. As with those Lycavorians here, they appeared to believe all Alphas were long dead.”


Martin nodded. “That’s what Melda Min said as well. Which means they were expecting the corvette to be piloted by Pralors.”


“We left under cover of darkness and all of us were wearing cloaks. There is no way they could have known who or what we were.” Wayonn spoke. “They were being watched before we ever got there.”


“The question remains… why?” Martin said. “And who else knows who they really are besides Tobia.”


“Tobia would never tell anyone Martin.” Wayonn spoke quickly.


Martin shook his head just as fast. “No, I don’t believe she would either.” He told him. “Someone else knows who they are though and it wasn’t Delnash. We’ve come too far for him to play games now. He knows it and I know it. Our fates are entwined now.”


“To what end?” Wayonn asked softly.


Martin nodded his head. “That’s a good question.” He looked at Wayonn. “Nalmos said they believed that the Alphas had died out over a hundred thousand years ago. If the records you were able to inspect from SPARTA'S WRATH are accurate then the Pralors brought them here around that same time. These Lycavorians you and Dysea saw were shocked to see you for the same reason. What does that tell you?”


Wayonn met his eyes. “That Alphas were among them when they first arrived here on Ventori.”

Martin nodded his head. “And if that is the case, then where did they all go?” Martin said. “If they were here when our people were first brought to Ventori by the Pralors, then where did they all go? They didn’t just pick up and move away. Instinct alone would have made them stay here and protect and carve out a life with the Beta wolves.”


Wayonn nodded. “Agreed.”


“Who trained these Lycavorians to fly a Pralor ship?” Martin asked. “The Lycavorians here were barely into the industrial stage when the Svorag struck. A hundred years at most. There’s no way they trained themselves to fly that ship. And like Avatar 27 told you and Dysea, there is no way they took that ship while it was in space. Not to mention that this ship is one built at the shipyards on Nepneu according to what Delnash sent to Dysea after you spoke to him.”


“You are suggesting that Pralors gave them the training?” Wayonn asked.


“Who else could?” Martin said. “No one out here has the tech that you do, or the know how to use it.”


Wayonn met his eyes. “Lorendo?” He gasped in shock. “But why? For what purpose? He despises our people! This is evident in his actions and words.”


Martin nodded his head. “And more than one despot in history has used people they consider beneath them to accomplish their goals.”


Wayonn thought about that for a moment and then nodded his head slowly. “In that you are correct.” He agreed.


“There are far too many coincidences and they all point back to that fat fuck Lorendo.” Martin spoke. “He has his pudgy fingers in more dirt than anyone knows about.”


Wayonn looked out over the lake. “Murano should have let you kill him on Onterom.” He said softly.


Martin shook his head. “Then we would never have found out what he is responsible for.” He answered. “Or what he is still involved in. We…”


Martin felt the familiar tingle against his shields and recognized Anja’s resonance instantly. Each of his wives and mates had a unique resonance that he had burned into his memory and each of them could enter through his Etheric shields because of this. It allowed them to communicate seamlessly with each other.


Lover?


Anja, what’s wrong? Martin asked detecting the slight inflection in her voice.


Lover you had better come to the MED Building. We have discovered some things that you and Wayonn will want to see.

Martin looked at Wayonn who could detect the tremors in the Etheric realm of their very private conversation but not the content and he was looking at Martin intently. On our way.


“Anja and the others have found something.” He spoke as he rose to his feet.

Wayonn rose instantly. “Why do I not like the way you say that.” He asked.


Martin shook his head. “Something in Anja’s voice.” He told him. “I didn’t like it.”


Wayonn shook his head as they began to walk back towards the base. “We just can’t seem to catch a break in any way, shape or form.” He stated.

Martin grinned. “Welcome to my life.” He said.


“…confirm the last DNA sequence Perlyea?” Anja spoke from the terminal in front of her.


The ADHOC Medical Building was standard for Union forces across the board, but the one they were now in had been transferred to the ARC ROYAL by Androcles’ order from the stores on the SPIRIT OF HADARIA. Andro knew very well his Hadarian mother loved to tinker and do off hand research and the ADHOC Medical Buildings assigned to the SPIRIT all had an additional section that was used strictly for scientific research and other medical needs. The Research Section had one solid wall of computer stations, several medical beds and a number of different Medical Research Consoles as well as just about every piece of medical equipment that existed. All of them had access to the single Hadarian Combined Core 1200 Series Medical Computer. Perlyea was standing beside Duewa at one of the Research stations while Anuk and Radra were sitting at two different computers a few feet from Anja’s main station. 


Duewa pointed to one of the smaller screens in front of where they stood and Perlyea glanced at the screen. She ran her finger down the smooth screen, adjusting something and then nodded her head and looked up.


“The last sequence matches! Ninety-nine point six percentile.” Perlyea spoke up. “These instruments are amazing!” She declared with the look of a child with a new toy. 


Anja spun around in her chair and looked at them. “Then that is all of them.” She stated.

Perlyea nodded as she picked up and looked at the data pad and then stepped around the research station. “Yes. All of the Tasmor are confirmed to have come from a Light Pickett Frigate that was lost six months ago. We thought it taken by the Kintaur in an ambush along our border.”


“Total crew?” Anja asked her.


“Fifty-three.” Perlyea answered.

The main door to the MED building opened and they all turned to see the Durcunusaan officer lead Saydia, Tobia and Anthylea into the main room, followed quickly by Namiri and Emylea. Anja and the other wolves in the room could immediately detect the heavy scent of sex and Anja hid her smile. The three women looked tired and their clothing appeared to have been thrown on quickly, but much to their credit and poise however, none of them appeared ashamed in the least that it was obvious they had been enjoying each other’s company. Anja was like most Lycavorians, turned or pureblood, in that it did not matter to them who a person chose to spend their nights with or what they did. Tobia was Mari’s mother yes, and her love for Murano was still very powerful, but they were not mated and Tobia had the right to seek comfort wherever she chose to seek it until she could be with the one who her heart called for. Obviously she found that comfort with Saydia and Anthylea and this did not bother Anja in the least. When Martin was not with them, she and her fellow Queens found comfort with each other as often as they could.


The back entrance to the MED building opened now as well and Martin and Wayonn were through the door quickly, followed by Danny and Julie. Anja rose from her chair and moved over to greet him and he leaned over to kiss her warmly as his arm curled around her waist. For'mya had gone with Dysea to the ARC ROYAL very early this morning so that she could requisition more supplies and it left just her and Aricia with Martin this morning. They had shared a very loving few hours after For'mya and Dysea had gone, a few hours that Aricia and Anja were still quivering in bliss over. He could and did love them more thoroughly than they thought possible at times. They then shared a long, warm shower together, a shower where Martin had simply adorned their bodies with soft licks and kisses of love as he washed them. They then they had returned the same action to him, licking and kissing his powerful body all over as they washed him. 


Martin drew back from their kiss and Anja ran her long fingers over his bearded jaw in affection while she stared at his handsome face. “What’s going on Red?” He asked finally.


“You have to make me a promise first.” Anja told him.

Martin tilted his head sideways when she said that. “I’m not going to like this am I?” He asked. “You only ask me to promise you something when I am not going to like what you are going to tell me.”

Anja smiled. “No Lover.” She answered. “Not by a longshot. Neither are you Wayonn.”


“I feared that was the case.” Wayonn spoke softly.


“Anja what is this all about?” Tobia asked from where she stood next to Saydia. Anthylea had moved over beside Atropos along the side wall.


Martin detected her scent at that moment but like Anja he didn’t outwardly show that he could tell what she had been doing. It was none of his business and she and Murano were not married. At least not yet. Tobia had made it very clear how she felt about Murano and what she intended once they were reunited, but if she could find comfort with the two Tasmor women then Martin and no one else was going to begrudge her that.


“Everyone should sit down.” Anja spoke calmly. “This is going to take a little while.”


“Where’s Aricia?” Martin asked.

Anja held his hand as she led him over to the table. “She will be joining us shortly. She is bringing down the reason that we discovered what we have so quickly.” She saw the confused look in Martin’s eyes and squeezed his hand. “Trust me.”


It was still very early and most of the camp had not even risen yet, so coffee, hot tea and Danishes were already arranged on the large conference room style table. Anja waited until they had all taken chairs and then she sat on Martin’s left side, the chair to his right empty for the moment until Aricia arrived. She looked over to Perlyea who sat beside Anthylea.

“Perlyea… you should probably start us off.” Anja spoke. She glanced at Martin. “I gave full access to Perlyea to use our equipment and she and Duewa worked through the night on the information that our people were sending in from the two sites.”


Martin nodded his head. He almost never questioned Anja when it came to medical matters or what she chose to work on. She could talk circles around him in that regard and he knew it. “Ok.” He said with a nod.


Perlyea slid the data pad across to Saydia in front of Anthylea. “We have discovered where our people came from Sovereign Regent. All of them were part of the crew of a light frigate we thought ambush and taken by the Kintaur along our border six months ago. We have confirmed the identity of the seven Tasmor that have been recovered from the first site. King Leonidas’ forces only just secured the lower levels of the second site a few hours ago. There are two teams of our people working with the Lycavorians to restore what information we can.”

Anja looked at Martin. “Kasdan is working to restore full power to the second site. He had to remotely shut down the power reactor in order to deplete the oxygen within the lower levels. It needed to be restarted cold and that happened an hour ago. He should have it back up to full power by mid-morning.”


Saydia looked up from the data pad. “If our people were not taken by the Kintaur then who took them?” She asked softly. “We received the automated emergency beacon but when we sent additional ships to investigate the frigate was gone. No traces of it were ever found.”


“We don’t know what happened to the ship Sovereign Regent…” Perlyea spoke. “But we do know who took our people.”


Saydia looked at her. “Who?” She demanded.


Anja looked at Martin. “The Svorag took them.” She told him. “All of them.”

“The Godzilla looking lizard fuckers took them?” Danny spoke now leaning forward in his chair with wide eyes.


Saydia looked quickly at Tobia who shook her head just as quickly. “You do not want to know.” She told her in a soft voice.


Martin leaned forward in his chair as well now and he looked at Anja. “Red, tell me you are joking.” He said. “Taking a ground station on a planet is one thing. Bombing the cities on Ventori and then invading with ground forces doesn’t take a whole lot of coordination, but you are talking about a precise, surgical operation to capture a ship while it is in space. That takes planning and the people with the proper skills to execute it.”

“Androcles did it.” Anja stated confidently. “And he took a ship five times the size of this frigate.”


This news brought looks of astonishment from the Tasmor that were present, especially Anthylea, Namiri and Emylea since the three of them were among the finest trained Tasmor ground fighters that lived. Even they knew that to conduct such an operation, the planning and the skills needed had to be utterly perfect.


“You can’t compare what Andro did with this!” Martin protested. “He and I have been working on that plan for over five years. We had it refined down to the last second. We trained countless hours on the execution for it! The Svorag aren’t… they just aren’t capable of that level of execution. At least not from what we have seen.” Martin continued to look at Anja and saw the set of her jaw. “Are they?” 


Anja nodded her head slowly. “And I would have agreed with you Lover.” She told him holding out the data pad to him as Perlyea handed one to Saydia and then Tobia. “Until I saw this. Kesyla left her decryption program running last night. It got to the security core data banks about five hours ago. This is what was discovered.”

Martin watched on the small screen as half a dozen Svorag moved through the entrance of what he now knew was the first research site. All of them were walking quite normally, not slouched over as all the other Svorag they had faced, and all of them held Pralor data scrolls and the miniature P1 Pralor computers.

“We were shocked as well Martin.” Kesyla spoke from her chair beside Anuk. 


“There are logs as well.” Perlyea spoke now. “Logs detailing the assault and taking of our ship. Among other things.”


“I was right all along Martin. And this time I wish I wasn’t.” Anja spoke once more causing him to look at her. “Lorendo had no idea what he was doing when he made these monsters. And because of his pompous and holier than thou, attitude he lost control of the research being done.”


“I do… I do not understand.” Saydia spoke up now. “The Pralor people are responsible for making these monsters!”


“You encountered them before Saydia. Perlyea told me you have. They have taken your people before?” Anja spoke to her.


Saydia nodded her head slowly. “Almost two thousand in the last decade.” She answered with wide eyes. “This is one… this is one of the reasons that relations with the Pralor people were never truly pursued, aside from their other faults. We suspected that they had a hand in creating these monsters and unleashing them against us. Now you are telling me it is true!”

Tobia was about to answer when Anja shook her head instantly and kept Tobia from trying to defend her people. “No… not the Pralor people Saydia Daret. One Pralor man. One very fat little ronnus with a God power complex.” Anja told her quickly. “Delnash had no idea Lorendo was doing this.” She told her. “None of the other Pralor people did. This kind of work is banned in their society just as it is in ours.”


Saydia looked at Tobia. “Tobia this is true?” She gasped.


Tobia nodded her head relief filling her. “Any type of genetic alteration was banned from our society when we settled on Artaaya. The decision was unanimous.” She explained.


Saydia looked back to Anja confused. “But isn’t that what we did when Perlyea used the Lycavorian DNA?”


Perlyea shook her head. “I did not alter their DNA Saydia. I only enhanced it and made it compatible with our own on a more robust nature.”

“Isn’t that the same thing?” Saydia asked.


It was Anja who spoke first now, speaking up for the woman who she had grown fond of very quickly. In many ways Perlyea reminded Anja of herself and Duewa, and that is why they worked so well together.


“There is a huge difference between altering and enhancing genetic material.” Anja spoke. “It is a thin line I will admit, but ultimately it is the product that determines how it will be seen. I have reviewed Perlyea’s work Sovereign Regent, and to be honest it is brilliant work within the scope of what the Tasmor technological advances can give to her. And it worked.”


Anthylea’s eyes grew wide and she came to her feet now. “It… it worked!” She gasped. Her head snapped around when she felt Saydia grasp her hand tightly her own eyes wide.


“Perlyea?” Saydia stammered. “Is this… is this true?”


Perlyea nodded her head. “I can relate to you the details at a later time Regent Daret, but for now we must remain focused on this problem, for it does involve our people now.”


Saydia nodded her head. “Of course. Yes.”


Danny looked up from the pad that she had given to Martin, who in turn had handed it to him after looking at it briefly. “Anja, these are not like the fuglies we tangled with on Twelve Alpha or Onterom.”


“No they are not.” Wayonn spoke from where he stood just behind Martin. “Anja they are walking fully upright and…”


Anja nodded her head before he could finish. “They have evolved.” She spoke. 


“Come again Red?” Martin asked now.


“It’s what Lorendo was afraid of and what he has been trying to hide Lover.” Anja said. “He lost control of the initial experiment, probably due to lax security and medical protocols, but he lost control of it. It may have taken decades or even centuries given the time frame we know the Pralor people have been dealing with them, but the ultimate conclusion is he lost control of at least a major part of the whatever idiotic experiment he was attempting and it got loose. Once he could no longer control it, he tried to cover it up and erase he had any part in it.”

“Onterom?” Wayonn asked softly.


Anja nodded her head. “If I had to guess, after viewing what logs Avi has been able to decrypt from the station, the infected Pralor scientists there had full knowledge of what they were doing. That is why he killed them.”


“Once he discovered Anja and Duewa had revealed the basis for a cure, he could not afford those in stasis on Onterom to reveal what they had been working on.” Radra spoke up now.


Martin nodded his head. “I got all that.” Martin said. “He’s a squirmy, rotten piece of sibfla and he’s so dirty I wouldn’t touch him with a ten foot pole. What does that have to do with this?”


“He admitted that some of the Svorag were showing signs of retaining their memories from before they were infected.” Anja said.

“Yeah so?”


“They haven’t begun to just retain their memories Lover.” Anja told him. “Like I said, they have evolved. They are evolving. And creating more of themselves.”


“Come again?” Martin almost shouted. “How the hell did we find all this out in just the last few hours?”


The soft buzzing sound caused the Tasmor to jump slightly as the soft bluish white light of a Teleporter filled the corner of the MED Center and then was gone, leaving Aricia holding tightly to the arm of the breathtaking blond woman. Jacina held Aricia’s arms and steadied herself while taking deep breaths. Martin stood up from the table and moved to them instantly, grasping both of their arms gently. “Saaraurano?” He questioned her. 


Aricia looked at him with those gorgeous azure blue eyes and she smiled. “Beloved, you remember Jacina.” She said.


Martin nodded. “Of course I do.” He answered looking at Jacina. Her long blond hair looked healthy and radiant while her dazzling blue eyes were bright and alert. The Fleet uniform didn’t do much to hide her incredible figure, and Martin knew Jacina had drawn the interest of many young wolves on the ARC ROYAL who found her enticing even after what had happened to her.


Jacina looked at him and smiled as best she could. “King Leonidas.” She said in greeting.


Martin grinned at her. “Takes some getting used too, I know.” He told her. “Deep breaths helped me get rid of the nausea pretty quickly.”


Jacina nodded and did just that, drawing in another half a dozen deep breaths slowly that made the nausea all but disappear. She glanced at him with happy eyes then and smiled. “Thank you.” She said.


Martin reached up and placed his large hand against the side of her cheek and hair. “What are you doing here?” He asked. 


“I came to help.” Jacina answered.


Since her brazen rescue from the Svorag by these very men and women Jacina had found new purpose in her life with them. She steadfastly refused to return to Artaaya for fear of her life, especially after discovering what Lorendo had done to their comrades and friends. Both she and Recia had elected almost immediately to remain on the ARC ROYAL. Their recovery had been arduous, more so for Recia due to the extent of her transformation, but both of them were completely free of the Svorag virus thanks to these people. While Recia chose to remain alone most of the time, Jacina had spent considerable time with Aricia in these last weeks. They had become very good friends of a sort, both of them feeling a special connection that they neither understood nor cared why it had happened. Spending time with Aricia also meant spending time with Martin, Anja and For'mya and the other Queens before they had departed. When with them all together, Jacina felt an unnatural sense of peace wrap around her. She felt so comfortable with them, almost as if they were her family. Her own mother and father had been to the ship several times to visit her, but overcoming nine hundred years of lost time wasn’t easy and they were proceeding slowly so as not to overwhelm their daughter. The love they had for her was still powerful and without question and they spoke almost every day via the QCR, but at this moment Jacina felt far safer and more comfortable with Aricia and the others and both her parents agreed that she should stay on the ship for her own well-being and safety. Jacina had even begun to get back into working in the ARC ROYAL’s Research Labs and was thoroughly enjoying the new lease on life that they had given to her.

Martin looked confused and he looked at Aricia. “I don’t understand.” He said just as Anja came up alongside him.


Anja didn’t hesitate and kissed Jacina on her cheek affectionately while taking her hand. “You want to know why we have the answers we do.” Anja said. “She is standing right here.”


“Now I am really confused.” Martin said.


It was Aricia who now snapped out with her hand and slapped his face playfully while her eyes shown on him with love and adoration. “Then sit down Beloved and we will explain it.” She told him. Everyone chuckled softly at this action and Helen couldn’t help but shake her head from where she stood beside Wayonn. 

Aricia had found something unique in Jacina. It was friendship yes, but not on such a deep level as she shared with her fellow Queens. This was different, almost as if Jacina was a member of their family but on a level like Sadi or Ne'Veha. Almost like a daughter in some ways. This emotion had passed to all of them over the course of a few days and it was not something that they had let slip away. All of them felt Jacina had been put among them for a reason, that reason had just not been revealed yet.

Martin returned to his chair still very confused and he looked at Danny who also had questions in his dark eyes. Martin shrugged his broad shoulders as Anja pulled Jacina over to the table beside her and Aricia took her spot to Martin’s right.


“Sovereign Regent allow me to introduce Jacina.” Anja spoke once more. “She is a Pralor as you have no doubt have guessed. We rescued her and another researcher from Onterom. She had been infected by the Svorag there but we managed to discover a cure for that strain of the virus that helped her to recover fully.”

“You and Duewa found a cure.” Radra spoke from her chair. “Take credit where it is due Anja.”


“Will this cure work for everyone Queen Anja?” Saydia asked.


Anja shook her head. “Unfortunately no. The Svorag virus is very virulent and mutative in nature. In order to consider making a serum that will cure everyone, we would need the base formula that was originally used to create them. That we don’t have. What Duewa and I needed to make the serum for Jacina and Recia was in the computer banks on the station. Combined with what we had from our other encounter we were able to fashion the serum. It was luck really.” Anja smiled briefly as she ushered Jacina to the chair beside her. “Anyway… Jacina was assigned to the Pralor Research Station we discovered there. Not all of the Researchers that Lorendo had there were privy to what he was really doing, but all of them were working on the project in some manner.”


“I was… I am a Botanical Molecular Biologist.” Jacina told everyone in the room. “My specific field was Botanical Molecular Genetics and how to improve the genetic structure of different botanical species to make them stronger and healthier.”


“Red?” Martin asked now looking at her.


“Jacina was in the MED BAY on the ARC ROYAL last night for a standard checkup.” Anja spoke. “Duewa had returned prior and was working on the formulas we discovered in the computer cores at the first Research Site. She happened to see what Duewa was working on and recognized the genetic formulas and enzyme protein codes.”

“So?” Martin asked once more.

“My work on Onterom was focused on one plant.” Jacina told him. “This particular plant, a flower actually, was discovered to have different healing properties within its genetic coding that were unlike anything we had discovered before. I was tasked with breaking down the core DNA molecules and separating them. I was told it was to infuse the many different species of fauna on Artaaya with a more robust ability to survive and to help crops to grow faster and produce more.”


Perlyea nodded her head. “We have done this on Danerav Sovereign Regent.” She spoke now. She looked at Martin. “To improve crops and such. We took aspects of certain plants and added it to the irrigation methods to improve durability and productivity of other plants. It was quite successful.”

Jacina nodded. “That was what we thought we were working for as well.” Jacina said looking at her briefly. “Recia, myself and others like us.”


Jacina felt Anja’s hand on her shoulder and glanced at her to see her smiling warmly. The touch of her hand was warm and it immediately put Jacina even more at ease. She took a deep breath and turned back to look at the others seated at the table.


“We did not know what was happening in the levels below us.” Jacina spoke. “All we were told was that additional experiments were being performed using our information and samples in order to make a viable compound that we could use on Artaaya and our other colonies. One that would work on all the different samples from the three worlds. When I saw what Duewa was working on I asked her about it. When Duewa told me, I realized what was really happening on Onterom and what we were doing.”


Martin leaned back in his chair shaking his head and he looked at Anja. He saw her nod her head in confirmation and he felt the pit of his stomach twist and become hollow. “Same old story Lover. Just different players.” She said softly.


“Fuck me.” Danny hissed knowing just what they were talking about instantly.


Almost everyone at the table were looking at them with confusion on their faces not really knowing what they were talking about or referring too. Perlyea was the one who leaned forward finally and asked the question.


“Anja? What are you referring too?” She asked.


Anja met her eyes. “It is something that humans and vampires from our homeworld Earth were fond of playing with a long time ago.” She replied. “Biological Warfare. Vampires used these weapons on Martin’s homeworld many millennia ago and killed billions upon billions of men, women and children. They brought this knowledge to Earth and humans found many more diabolical uses for it.”


Martin leaned forward once more looking at Jacina. “Jacina… what is so special about this plant you were working on. Why would they need it?”


“Once broken down into the base plant DNA, we called it the Teyalan Flower, it was in three separate components.” Jacina explained. “We were allowed to name these components since it was entirely new to the Pralor people. The first was Hecerkal. This was the medical component, the healing portion of the plant. A hundred times more powerful than anything the Pralor people had discovered before to assist in crop formation and seeding life. Even a plant that was nearly destroyed by fire could be revived and returned to its natural state within hours using this component. The second component was Ledralye.” Jacina leaned forward with worry on her beautiful face now. “King Martin you must understand we did not know what…”

Martin held up his hand quickly. “You are in no way the owner of any blame for what was created from your work Jacina. You, Recia, all of your colleagues, you were all victims and you were used.” Martin tilted his head slightly. “Delnash?”


“I concur completely Martin.” The voice spoke and the heads of the Tasmor whipped around when they saw the holo disc in the corner burst to life and the form of Delnash sitting at his desk appeared, shimmered and then became crystal clear. 


“Chief Elder!?” Radra gasped from her seat.


Delnash nodded his head to her. “It is good to see you again Radra.” He spoke.


“And you Chief Elder.” Radra responded.


Delnash’s eyes turned to settle on Saydia. “Sovereign Regent Daret… I cannot begin to apologize to you and to the Tasmor people for the colossal failure of diplomacy that is the fault of the Pralor people. I was not aware of the challenges facing your people because I was never told of them. Radra was never told of them. It was kept from us by others when we should have known better. Please accept my pledge to you that things will be very different moving forward into the future.”


“I…” Saydia’s eyes were wide in shock. “I do not know how to respond.”


“No response is needed.” Delnash told her. “It is the Pralor people that need to make the first gesture and we will. As soon as we discover fully what is happening, for it now seems to concern all of us, which is why Martin included me in this transmission.”


Saydia nodded. “Of course.”


Martin looked back to Jacina. “Jacina… keep going.” He told her.


Jacina took a deep breath. “The second component, Ledralye. When separated from the other properties of the Teyalan flower, it is a hideously addictive compound and an extremely powerful psychotropic and mind controlling drug. The tests we ran indicated that the addiction rate was over ninety-eight percent after only one small dose. After the second dose, a hundred percent. Recia was working on that but I know she discovered that once in the bloodstream, a constant daily dosage was needed in order to keep the individual from going completely insane. These were only models that she ran, and it is the reason she flagged this component as totally unusable for our purposes. Or so we thought. She was in charge of destroying the samples that were taken from the plants; she would have one of Elder Lorendo’s people from the levels below sign for them as pending destruction and then put that in the logs.”


“We confirmed this with the logs we were able to recover from the station Martin.” Duewa spoke now. “She signed over nearly three thousand five hundred samples for complete incineration to Lorendo’s people in the lower levels over the course of six years. The records she kept match exactly the number to which Jacina separated.”


“They were using it?” Martin asked. “For what?”


Anja shook her head. “Hold that thought Lover. Jacina, tell everyone what the third component was.”


“We designated it as Tintor.” She answered. “It is an extremely powerful stimulant. It is what allowed the Teyalan flower to flourish in even the harshest of conditions. It made the Teyalan flower so resistant to many natural forms of what would normally kill flowers of this kind. The extraction and separation of the components took months to fully complete even with our finest equipment because the elements were so tightly woven together. Once completed however, each Teyalan flower could produce over a hundred doses of each compound.”


Anja lifted her P1 and typed on it. “Our people tested the space monster you, Danny, Colin and Pablo fought, and the two that were suffocated after Jacina told Duewa about this. All three of them were loaded with this Ledralye and Tintor. There was a self-releasing mechanism inserted into the shoulder of each one these things and each one was on a time delay. Given the amounts that were still within the capsules, had we not killed them, it could have lasted for at least a decade.” She looked at Martin. “Their systems were also flooded with this Hecerkal.”


Martin’s eyes were wide. “I didn’t authorize that Red!” He exclaimed.


“No, I did.” Anja stated confidently. 


“As hard as that thing was to kill, how do you know it was really dead?” Martin snapped. “That fucking Svorag wasn’t really dead!”


“Its cells were regenerating Lover,” Anja told him. “But it had no brain functions and they were not regenerating. You stick to what you are best at Lover, curling our toes in our bed and killing shit. Let the rest of us do our jobs.” 


Danny and Helen were the first to burst out laughing at this retort from Anja and that quickly became infectious. It served to release the tension in the room that was building and Martin sat there looking suitably sheepish. It was Wayonn who brought everyone back to reality.


“Anja, while all this information is very informative…” He spoke up. “What does it all mean?”   

Anja took a deep breath. “That’s the bad news.” She stated. “Given what we have now discovered from the Research site logs from both stations we are certain of several things. The Svorag have evolved far more than that idiot Lorendo ever thought. They are retaining the memories and skills they had before they were infected and turned as well as their higher brain functions. They are able to use those skills now. They knew those research stations were here Lover.” She looked at Martin. “And there is a reason why they came here and why the Tasmor are involved.”


“Shit.” Martin hissed.


“The Teyalan Flower is only found on this planet King Martin.” Jacina now spoke up. “It cannot be grown off this world and from all the reports it has never been found anywhere else. We tried to grow it in our labs using dozens of scenarios and all the samples died. That is why new samples were delivered to Onterom every month.”


“If I had to guess, and I’m pretty sure I would be accurate, many of those who were infected on Onterom were part of Lorendo’s group that knew what they were really doing there in that place.” Anja spoke softly. “Which means that they would have retained the memories and knowledge of their past lives and then passed that down to the next generation of Svorag. As everyone saw, they are walking upright now and obviously are able to use higher their brain functions since they were the ones who were conducting the experiments in these two sites.”


“And how does this affect the Tasmor?” Saydia asked.


Anja looked at Perlyea, who then turned to Saydia. “The Tasmor are immune to the addictive nature of the drug Sovereign Regent. It is why our people were taken as well Saydia, according to the logs we seized. We cannot become addicted to this drug due to our physiology but unfortunately we are not immune to its effects. It is also why so few Tasmor have been taken compared to Pralor and Lycavorian. The blood of one Tasmor could provide thousands of doses to counteract the addictive elements.”

“Gods of the earth Perlyea! They are… they are draining our people of their blood!?” Saydia gasped. “Are you certain?”


Perlyea nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered. “We don’t yet know why, but it has to do with what is being done to the Lycavorians and the Pralor people both.”

“As of right now there are no known Tasmor who have been infected and turned.” Anja said. “At least according to Perlyea. That is why we can only assume there is another reason they need the blood of your people.”


“Why only Pralor and Lycavorian Anja?” Delnash asked.

“I could take a guess.” Anja said. “It would only be a guess.”


“At this moment I would say I trust your guesses as opposed to most people’s facts.” Delnash spoke.


Anja looked at Martin. “Let us have it Red.” He told her.


“If, and I stress it is a big if, Lorendo was trying to develop a species just as vile and abhorrent as the Scourge, a species he could control that would help him to combat the Scourge, perhaps return and take back the Pralor Empire, then he would only use Pralor and Lycavorians as hosts. That is for the natural Etheric ability that we possess.” Anja spoke now.


“But only Praetorians have ever shown the ability to affect the Scourge.” Delnash spoke. “Normal Pralors and Lycavorians do not have the level of Etheric power or control to affect them.”


Anja nodded her head. “Unless he has somehow found a way to harness that Etheric level.” She said looking directly at Martin. “Or he knew of what Sumar did by merging the Pralors with Lycavorians and the benefits that could bring.”

“What?” Martin gasped. “Are you saying he knew where my grandfather was? That he was somehow monitoring him?
“It’s possible Lover.” She told him. “If he knew what Sumar had done, if he knew that his blood would remain pure and be passed down through the generations? That our emotions are what fuel the Etheric abilities within us. If he knew this and is still trying to find a way, so that he could somehow regain control of what he has obviously lost control of, he would obviously come after the only place he knew where Lycavorians were and where no one would notice he is still playing God.”

“And this is why we stopped monitoring the Lycavorians here on Ventori.” Kesyla spoke softly. “We knew they were here when we arrived in Artaaya’s planetary system but we stopped monitoring them within a decade after settling there. On Lorendo’s orders.”

Anja nodded her head. “I don’t believe in that many coincidences.” She told them. “He was playing God even when you got to Artaaya. Trying to be a hero.”


“Anja are you saying he somehow let those on Onterom become infected?” Radra asked now with a look of horror on her face.


Anja nodded her head solemnly. “Yes, probably.” She replied. “And when he did, that is when he lost control of the overall experiment. Jacina and Recia and the other researchers who were not privy to the whole basis for their experiments probably told him of the danger that this flower represented but he was either too stupid to see it for himself or he chose to ignore their warnings and continue anyway. Now the Svorag are operating all on their own and he is trying to both cover it up and use it.”


“All of this still does not explain how he created the original virus.” Radra spoke. “If he even did.”


Anja shook her head. “He didn’t create this.” She said confidently. “In all of the samples that we took from Onterom’s computers that Duewa and I have studied, whether they were Pralor or Lycavorian, all of them had the same core gene enzymes.”

“What does this mean?” Delnash asked.


Radra was the one who leaned forward as realization hit her. “There is an originating donor species?” She gasped.


Anja nodded her head. “Or a single donor.” She stated. “I don’t care what his many degrees are in, Lorendo is just too fucking stupid to make something like this on his own. He got this from someone or something. And that is part of the reason why he has lost control of it. He’s got a serious God complex and he thinks he is smarter than everyone else.”


“They were creating those things here.” Duewa spoke now looking at Martin. “The three we found were left behind to protect that site. The Svorag plan to return Martin.”


“There are more of those space monster fuckers out there?” Martin snarled with wide eyes.


Duewa nodded her head. “Probably in very large numbers based on the bodies and the data we have been able to recover so far.”


“And they will return because of the flower?” Jacina said now. “When they next bloomed fully. In order to harvest them. Honelze is only a stop in order to take more hosts.”


Martin rose to his feet. “Fuck me!” He shouted loudly.


The room became silent as he paced quickly back and forth. No one would interrupt Martin Leonidas when he was like this for fear of incurring his wrath. Even his wives and mates would not interrupt his train of thought when he got like this. His mind was a beautiful thing and he could process information faster than any of them had ever seen. Anja and Aricia knew, just as Danny, Helen and Wayonn knew, his mind was now working overtime as it processed different scenarios. He turned suddenly back to Anja. “You said there is a donor or something.” He asked looking at Anja directly. 


“Probably Lover.” Anja answered. “Something we haven’t seen yet.”


“Man this just keeps getting better and better!” Martin barked. “Is it something out here Anja? Some species here in the Echo Quadrant? Some infection or disease?”


Anja shook her head. “This is not a naturally occurring disease Martin.” She answered him. “This was created. It is a mutative infection designed to do exactly what it does.”

“Aside from the species we have in our databanks, we know of no others that exist in this quadrant of space. It is one of the reasons we chose to settle here.” Delnash spoke now. “We were quite thorough Martin. Sovereign Regent, the Tasmor have been here far longer than us. Have your people discovered or do you know of anything even remotely like this?”


Saydia shook her head quickly. “No. Never. Not in any History Cron that I am aware of.” She answered hesitantly looking almost guilty about something. “But we…”

“It doesn’t matter.” Anja spoke up interrupting her. “The Tasmor are just not capable of making this. Duewa and I have gone over everything with Perlyea the last few days in regards to their abilities Lover. They just do not have the technological capability that this thing would need to be created.”


Martin met her eyes. “Who does?” Anja glanced at Radra quickly and then back to Martin. “Red?”


Delnash leaned forward in his chair within the transmission. “Do not be afraid to answer Anja Leonidas.” He spoke. “As I said earlier, at this moment I trust you more than most of my own people.”


Anja sighed heavily. “This was made by a Pralor.” She answered finally. “Or a Scourge, but I don’t know enough about their scientific capabilities to make that determination.”


Martin looked instantly to Wayonn. “Wayonn?” He asked.


Wayonn shook his head. “Xaxon was very specific in what he was trying to do.” He replied. “He was a monster yes, but he was not trying to create them. We have seen the results of his earlier work and then his final attempts. We fought them both at the end of the first war. None of them resembled these creatures in any way and Xaxon’s Mage, the Scourge Queen, she did not have the knowledge that Anja says this would need to be made.”


Martin noticed it first because Helen was his Praetorian Mage. A slight tilt of her head and shudder of her body. He felt her throw up incredibly powerful Etheric shields around her mind as her dark eyes narrowed. Aricia noticed it first with Martin and she followed where his gaze was, followed quickly by Anja and then Danny. 


“Helen?” Martin asked softly.


Helen’s head turned slowly to look at him. “Martin this… this disease was created by a Pralor.” She spoke slowly and evenly as she met his gaze. 


Anja looked at her now. “Helen how can you be so sure?” She asked.


Martin shook his head. “No.” He said softly, his tone of voice one of sadness.


Helen lifted her right hand and waved it off to the side. The Tasmor were the only ones to jump as the entire side of the building they were in with no computers along the wall began to retract quickly, exposing the interior of the building to the exterior. Bright sunlight filled the interior as the figures of three dragons appeared outside the wall now. Martin felt a sinking feeling in his gut when he spied Arzoal’s flame red scales and her bright eyes. Beside her was Teniri on one side and Isheeni on the other.


Arzoal moved closer to the now retracted wall and settled her massive body to the ground gracefully. She wore a dark brown collar like strap around her neck which held one of the devices Kasdan had made for the dragons on Artaaya. She had been practicing with Teniri for days now and had grown quite good at projecting her voice outward through this device. Her eyes settled on Martin as he moved around the table and moved up in front of her without the least bit of fear.


“Arzoal?” He asked her as he lifted his hand up.


“My talks with you and Androcles have done so much to rid me of the burden of shame I carried for so long Martin.” She spoke. The device created a soft voice with a slight lilt in it that reminded Martin of an English accent. “It is you and your son who made me see beyond the shame I accepted. I cannot keep it hidden. I felt Helen’s emotions while we trained with the dragon warriors that came with Teniri. I inquired of her what was happening and she allowed me to see with her eyes.”


“Are you certain?” Martin asked.


Arzoal nodded her massive head. “Yes.”


“Certain about what Arzoal?” Anja asked as she moved up beside Martin.


Arzoal met her jade green eyes. “You are correct Anja.” She spoke. “This vile pestilence was created by a Pralor. It was created a very long time ago and I had thought that I destroyed it forever. I was wrong. I recognized the genetic formula when I saw it through Helen’s eyes.”

Anja’s eyes grew a little wider. “Arzoal how can you be so sure?” She gasped.


“For one simple reason.” Arzoal answered. “I helped to create it.”


Everyone who was not in a command role was politely asked to leave and then Martin and Danny lifted the table and moved it closer to the open air side of the Medical Building. A massive tarp had been thrown up over the top and poles erected so that Arzoal, Teniri and Isheeni could rest and remain out of the direct sunlight. This also served to make Delnash’s image in the transmission much clearer. It took her over an hour to bare her past and her soul to those she considered her family.

“…So now you know.” Arzoal spoke softly. “Everything I told Androcles and Elynth that day on Cranae Island, I have now told you.” Arzoal’s eyes settled on Martin who had been pacing slowly for the last thirty minutes. “Martin?”


Martin stopped and looked at her for a long moment. “What possessed you to tell them that day?” He asked finally.


Arzoal shook her massive head. “I don’t know to be honest. Perhaps because even then I sensed that they are what Sarlana says they are. Dahakoan. Perhaps I could feel the dragon blood within him. That within his chest burns the heart of a dragon. Does it matter now?”


Martin shook his head. “No.” He answered softly. “I suspected much of what you just told us. I just never said anything.”

“Why?” Arzoal asked. “You of all I have known in my years, you deserved to know.”


Martin shrugged his broad shoulders. “I figured you would tell me when it became time for me to know. When you knew I had to know.” He told her. “I didn’t think it would be under these circumstances however.”


“Nor did I.” Arzoal spoke. “This thing I helped to create… it has touched so many lives. Taken so many lives.” Arzoal turned her head to look at Saydia. “I cannot begin to tell you how much I regret that it has now involved your people Sovereign Regent Daret.”


Saydia looked up at her and shook her head. “This is not your doing.” She spoke calmly. “I will not judge you, no one should judge you for decisions you made to respond to events that took place so long ago when we were not there to experience it ourselves.”


“I agree.” Delnash spoke up now as well.


“Arzoal you are sure this is the formula?” Anja asked her now.


Arzoal nodded once more. “Yes. The base formula has been altered in many ways but it still retains enough of its base genetic markers and coding for me to recognize it. How it came to be in Lorendo’s hands is beyond me. The mountain on Elear burned for three days. I sent the strongest Firespitters I had back twice to make sure it burned Anja. Everything was destroyed when we finally returned after the fires were out. Every piece of equipment he used, every data bank, every data storage unit. We destroyed everything Anja. Then we buried it.”

Martin looked at Anja. “Red?” He asked.


Anja looked at Arzoal once more. “Arzoal this was brilliant work.” She said with a touch of awe in her voice.


“Anja!” Helen exclaimed.


“No! That’s not what I meant!” Anja quickly retorted. “The basis for the work was brilliant! Not what he made from it! Not what he did to it! Something like this could have saved thousands of lives. It could have been the basis for any number of cures to any number of diseases!”


Duewa moved up next to Anja now. “She is correct Helen.” She spoke. “Arzoal’s base work could have been the catalyst for so much.”


“But it wasn’t.” Arzoal spoke. “Arete turned it into something so vile that it should be unspeakable. He was brilliant but he was a monster as well. We just did not see that until it was too late.”


“He was a disciple of Xaxon.” Delnash spoke now. “And we all fell under that man’s veil. Even Sumar admitted this during his trial. It is why we punished him the way we did. This is not your fault Arzoal. None of it.”


“Perhaps Chief Elder… but it still does not explain how Lorendo was able to acquire it.” Arzoal said.


“Our ship!” Teniri exclaimed now and all heads turned to her.

“Teniri, what do you mean?” Delnash asked.


“We set it to return to Arzoal and those left on Elear a year before you discovered us but it did not return to her for over nine thousand years!” Teniri spoke. “Long after we had settled on Artaaya.”

“What are you saying Teniri?” Arzoal asked her now.


“What if Lorendo discovered our ship?” She asked.


“How is that even possible?” Delnash asked. “We made countless jumps after we had discovered you on that planet.”


Teniri nodded her head. “Yes we did, but without a crew we were only able to program three jumps into the onboard computers of the ship. Those jumps were to take it back to Elear over a period of two years. The rest of the time it moved at sub light speeds. The four Pralors who returned with us are the ones who set the course.”

“That’s a bit of a reach Teniri.” Martin spoke.


“What other possible explanation is there King Martin?” She asked him.


“Teniri has a point there fervon.” Danny spoke up now.


Teniri looked at Delnash’s image. “Delnash… send one of your Guard to the Dragon Council on Artaaya. Have them speak with Nekins and tell him to retrieve the data scroll from my cave. It will contain the course we set for the ship. Have him bring it to you. If somehow Lorendo was able to speak with the four Pralors who returned with us, he could have discovered what took place on Elear. And how to find our ship.”


“Can’t we just ask them?” Helen spoke now.


Martin shook his head. “No.” He answered quickly. 


Delnash nodded his head. “Martin is right. If we approach them directly then he might realize what we are trying to discover. I will send Garan’s second in command. Martin give me thirty minutes to see this done.”

Martin nodded his head. “We’ll be standing by sir.” He answered just as Delnash’s figure disappeared from the transmission. He turned to face Anja. “Can you do anything with this info Red?” He asked.


Anja shook her head. “I’m afraid not Lover.” She answered. “Arzoal could give us her work, what she is able to remember, but it would not do us any good without the mutative gene alterations that Arete performed after he tried to kill her and she was still within the egg waiting to hatch. Duewa, Anuk, Kesyla, Perlyea and the rest of us can give it a whirl but I wouldn’t hold my breath.”


“Give it a try.” Martin said.


Anja nodded her head and turned to head out of the MED building through the doors behind them. Saydia took this moment to rise quickly to her feet and moved to follow her. She caught up with Anja by the doors just as the others exited.


“Queen Anja?” Saydia spoke.


Anja turned to look at her as she stopped and she smiled. “Sovereign Regent, I’m not real big on formalities. You can call me Anja.” She said.


Saydia smiled in return and became even more comfortable. “Then I am just Saydia.” She said.


“What can I do for you?” Anja asked.


“Before you… you did not allow me to finish what I was going to say.” Saydia said to her softly. “I just need to make sure that you understand…”


Anja stepped closer to her. “That the Tasmor evolved from the Kintaur?” Anja asked her softly and saw her eyes grow wider. “That the Tasmor chose to go down another path and that is what caused the schism between your people?”


Saydia looked at her with wide eyes. “How did you…?”


“I’m pretty good at reading genetic markers.” Anja told her.

Saydia moved closer to her. “No one knows how it happened.” She said softly. “Perlyea says it was just the natural evolution of the Kintaur, and we were the result.”


Anja nodded her head. “Perlyea is probably very correct from what I have seen.”


“It took centuries but eventually those who had evolved into the Tasmor fought to leave.” Saydia said. “We succeeded and the Kintaur have hated us ever since. As Sovereign Regent, only I know this part of our history. It has been this way since our inception. Even many of the Kintaur that live do not know the real history.”


Anja nodded her head. “And there is no reason anyone else has to know. At least not right now.” She told her. “It won’t change what we think about the Tasmor people, and it certainly won’t change what Martin thinks.”


Saydia tiled her head to the side. “What does he think?” She asked softly.  

“He wants you to trust him.” Anja said. “There are many differences between our peoples but he doesn’t care. He thinks the Tasmor are honorable and very capable. I think he has shown that no matter the differences we can still work together.”

“He has.” Saydia nodded.


“His bark is worse that his bite Saydia.” Anja said.


“Excuse me?” Saydia asked with wide eyes.


Anja chuckled. “Forgive me.” She said quickly. “It’s an expression among our people. It means don’t let his outward appearance frighten you. Martin is one of the most compassionate men you will ever meet.” Anja took Saydia’s hands in her own and squeezed them. “He will want you to remain here for the briefing, but know that this information about the Kintaur will not be made known by any of us. It is something that the Tasmor deserve to know I think. Perhaps not now, but at a time in the future when it will be accepted.”

Saydia nodded her head. “You are right.” 


Anja smiled. “Whatever we are able to find Perlyea will let you know as soon as we find it out.” She said.


“Thank you.” Saydia said. “Thank you for everything.”


Anja nodded and released her hands before continuing out the doors. Saydia turned back to look at those standing by the open wall. Anthylea was talking with the towering giant with ebony skin who they knew as Danny. Martin stood beside the huge dragon Arzoal with Aricia, Wayonn, Tobia and her daughters as they spoke. What Saydia saw before her was inspiring and she witnessed it then in that moment. The change had already begun and if what was arrayed before her now was any indication, the Gods of her people had heard her prayers and this was their answer.


Saydia Daret didn’t hesitate and moved back towards them and into the future without a moment’s hesitation.

ICARAVA
DARASTRIXI HOMEWORLD

URLKRISIR MAMISS HEADQUARTERS
SULEVFU WOIUEWR CHAMBERS

Ten Vrrarhoinpa and ten Jiilhoinpa made up the Commission of Twenty and the Ruling Body of the Darastrixi people. The Urlkrisir Mamiss. None of them had been a member of the Sulevfu Woiuewr for less than twenty thousand years, eighteen of the twenty having been members for over fifty thousand years now. All of them were entrenched in routine and this meeting was anything but routine. The last time they had gathered under an Emergency Session had been a time that all of them wanted to forget. It was the time when they decided to betray their Pralor allies and friends under coercion from the Scourge. A time most of them wanted to forget.

There were two co-leaders of the Sulevfu Woiuewr, one Jiilhoinpa and one Vrrarhoinpa, both of whom were conferring with each other as the remainder of the Sulevfu Woiuewr took their spots around the massive chamber. It was in the shape of a half circle, all of them sitting on one side and leaving the area in front of them open allowing for the hundred or so seats and two different podiums that faced their table. They were becoming impatient and this showed in their mannerisms. They were not used to being summoned to their own chambers. It was a female Jiilhoinpa who stood up and looked at their co-leaders.


“Issver Draque, why have you summoned us here?” She spoke now. “There has not been an Emergency Session in over forty thousand years! What could be so important as to draw us away from our activities? And why is there an Emissary from the scourge in the anteroom?”


Issver Draque was nearing two hundred and eighty thousands years of age and was as intelligent as he was handsome in a Darastrixi manner. He had lost his wife of over a hundred thousand years a decade ago and now there were thousands of young Maidens vying for his attention in the hopes he would make them his next wife. He looked at this Vrrarhoinpa co-leader Tinoz Vors, his deep brown scales shiny and full of life, and his flame red eyes alert and full of intelligence. Tinoz nodded his massive head.


“Let it begin.” He spoke in a deep voice.


Issver nodded his head and looked at the data scroll in his hand one last time before moving out in front of the table that held his fellow members. He waited until all of them had focused their attention to him.


“Yes, I called for this Emergency Session.” He spoke evenly. “We have a grave situation that has arisen that needs our immediate attention. The implications of this could have dire consequences on the future of our people.”


“What has happened Issver?” The woman who had spoken first asked. Her name was Yeren Ir’iss and she had been a member of the Sulevfu Woiuewr for the last hundred and six thousand years. She was also one of the most outspoken of the Darastrixi anywhere.


“I awoke this morning to this message being delivered to my home by a senior military messenger.” Issver spoke as he lifted his hand and they all saw the data scroll. “He told me it was most urgent and it came from Koppentotz Aviel Em’morr.”


“Aviel Em’morr?” Another of the members spoke. “He is the senior Koppentotz under consideration to replace me when I retire next year.”


Issver nodded his head. “That is correct. He sent this to my home and it is something all of you need to see. It relates directly to why a Scourge Emissary is now outside these very chambers.”


“Issver… what is happening?” Another member now asked.


Issver held up the data scroll and plugged it into the podium. “I will let you all see for yourselves.”


The image of Aviel Em’morr appeared in the holoimage on the main floor of the chambers and he began to speak.

“Issver Draque… it is with both a heavy heart and a sense of joy that I leave this message for you. A heavy heart for what I have discovered you and the Sulevfu Woiuewr have taken part in and allowed for so many centuries and a sense of joy for what I have discovered. I did not want to believe it at first, I did not think that our own leaders who are so revered would allow such a thing. Apparently that is not the case. You and the Sulevfu Woiuewr have allowed the Scourge to take our Maiden females for centuries. Allowed them to take our maiden females and conduct hideous experiments on them. Allowed them to be defiled in a way that does not even become believable until you see what I have seen. You and the others on the Sulevfu Woiuewr had to have known this is what they would do. And if you did not, all of you should be ashamed to even call yourselves Darastrixi.”


“What is the meaning of this?!” Another member of the chamber roared coming to his feet. “Issver… you bring this whelp before us immediately! He will answer for these foul and preposterous words!”


Issver looked at him. “If only that was possible right now.” He stated. “Sit down now and continue to watch.”


“The Sulevfu Woiuewr has allowed the Scourge monsters to take our future from us! To degrade them and turn them into experiments so horrendous it cannot be put into words! You and the others have allowed this under the auspice of a political exchange to try and better relations with these monsters, but you never took the time to ask why. Why would the Scourge want our maiden females?” Aviel shook his head in the recording. “The respect I held for you and the Sulevfu Woiuewr was without question. I, our people, we entrusted you to lead us. To make things better. All you have done with your actions is to secure your own positions and to ultimately bring the demise of our people into view without even knowing it.


“The Scourge have been taking our maiden females because they were looking for something. They were looking for something in order to use it against us. To bring about our defeat. All of you are aware of the Lorsvek ar Sepas, the oldest myth among our people. It foretells of the return of the Dahakoan.  Wer Arytissi ar wer Zezhuanth. The Warriors of the Ancient.” Aviel shifted slightly in the recording. “I tell you now… the Lorsvek ar Sepas is happening. It is taking place right now. I have known of two of the Dahakoan for several months now, a young Darastrixi Maiden and her Vrrarhoinpa. They are what the Scourge are searching for. They want them in order to experiment on them and find a way to use their gifts against our people and so many others across the stars. I will not allow this. We will not allow this. We have taken Laren and Ladur off Icarava in order to unite them with the other four Dahakoan who now exist, two of which bear the title of Vrelvel Sargti. Talon Guardians of our people. Bestowed to them by a Darastrixi Elder Council made up of those we allowed the Pralor people to seed on other words. Vrelvel Sargti Issver! Those souls given the sacred duty of safeguarding our kind for all time. They are also Dahakoan. I have spoken with them Issver! Seen them! And a more ferocious force I have never seen in all my years! They wield the power of the Pralor Praetorians of old, as well as the Dahakoan of our people! As do Laren and Ladur! That is why the Scourge wanted them! Can you imagine what would have become of our people had the Scourge succeeded? Can you imagine what you and the other Sulevfu Woiuewr would have brought down upon us if this had taken place? Untold death and misery! The same misery and death we allowed when we cast our Pralor brothers aside like so much trash all those years ago! Only this would have been directed at us!” 


They saw Aviel shake his head in disgust and look to the side as if he was talking to someone and then he turned back to the recording device.


“I am taking them away from you Issver.” He continued. “I will not allow you to bring about the demise of our people. I cannot. I am recording this for you in the hopes that you will see that the path you have laid before our people is wrong. We have forgotten most of what made the Darastrixi great, and I hold you and the Sulevfu Woiuewr responsible for this. I will take Laren and Ladur to be with their fellow Dahakoan Issver. Do not follow us, do not attempt to find us, for two of the Dahakoan are Lycavorian Issver, bonded to two Vrrarhoinpa that have not been raised among our kind, Vrrarhoinpa that have different values. Dahakoan that are as different from their ancestors as the night is to day and they wield a power we cannot begin to imagine. They will not abide what you and the others allow to continue and one day, one day they will return to set the Darastrixi free. Who will you and the Sulevfu Woiuewr follow on that day Issver? Will you side with your people or will you side with those who only wish to see us destroyed? The choice is yours Issver. Choose well, for the Dahakoan of this time, they will be unforgiving in their justice. Choose well my old friend.”   
