CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO
VENTORI

UNION ADHOC COMPOUND


“…Why Martin?” Jezima asked softly. “Why has he done these things?”

Jezima and Meral had woken near the end of the first meeting in the MED building and almost immediately began asking for Martin. Once Delnash broke off his transmission to gather what Teniri wanted Martin had left the building, feeling the powerful pull of his grandmother and aunt calling for him. Since it was still relatively early in the morning, he met them with smiles and hugs and brought them to eat in the Mess building. Jezima and Meral both noticed the looks they received from the others in the building and it was disconcerting for them both. Neither of them had ever been looked at with the obvious reverence they saw in the eyes of so many men and women. Reverence for them, for who they were. They both knew this carried over a great deal for how they felt about Martin, but neither were they fools. They knew that they were now considered icons of a sort among these men and women and so many more that they had never seen before.


It was after they had eaten when Martin drew them over to the lake shore and they settled to the ground on a large cloth tarp that had already been laid out. That is when he began to tell them everything that was happening. It took him nearly two hours to explain to them what had been going on for centuries apparently, and he held nothing back from them, which made it all the more horrific.

Martin shook his head slowly as he held her hand in his. “I don’t know Staania.” He told her gently but honestly. “I have thought about it. Maybe he wanted to be a hero. Maybe he wanted power. Whatever the reason, it doesn’t matter anymore. Now he is simply a murderer of so many lives I cannot begin to count them all. What he created, he is responsible for what they have done. If not for him they would not exist.”


“Why doesn’t Delnash arrest him?” Meral snapped almost angrily. “Make him face these charges and answer for his actions!”


Martin shook his head. “If only it were that simple.” He said. “Lorendo may be many things but he is also very smart. Delnash can’t move against him directly because all we truly have in contrast is guesswork and some evidence. Nothing that directly shows he actually has done what we believe he has.”


“The logs from the station on Onterom?” Meral gasped.


Martin shook his head once more. “I’m sure he ordered them deleted but we have no way to prove that. All he would need to say is that the commander of the station was working on his own. He was very careful to make sure anything that was found did not tie back to him in any way.”


“You believe he has done these things?” Jezima asked him meeting his beautiful eyes. Her son’s eyes.


Martin nodded his head without hesitation. “Oh yeah.” He answered. “He’s guilty as sin in my book. Unfortunately, many of the Pralor people still look at us as inferior to them. He’s been adding to that dogma ever since he returned to Onterom. It’s one of the major points he has been using against Delnash. And a lot of the Pralor people believe him. Many won’t believe what we present because of this mentality, even with Kasdan, Radra, Delnash and others telling them different. That kind of takes away many of my options in dealing with him.”


Meral looked at him and took his other hand now. “What would your people have done Martin?” She asked softly.


Martin shook his head. “You don’t want me to answer that Tenna.” He told her. 


“Yes, I do.” Meral pressed him.


Martin took a deep breath. “Given what the evidence we have so far points to, the Union would have had him arrested and interrogated to discover what he had done and what he knew. If it was confirmed, he would have been executed within days of discovering this information. Justice is very swift in the Union. It is very thorough but also very swift and unforgiving.”


“Interrogated against his will?” Jezima asked.


Martin nodded slowly. “If that is what it took, yes.” He replied looking at her. “We have drugs that can be used. They are harsh yes, but they are very effective. Even someone with the Etheric power of Lorendo would not have been able to resist them. We would have tried to talk to him, get him to reveal what he knows, but we would have found out one way or the other.”


Jezima squeezed his hand tightly. “I understand.” She said softly. “The history of a people, what they have had to endure, this shapes their feelings and emotions. It hardens them so that they can do what they must in order to survive and prosper.”


“Our laws are harsh yes.” Martin agreed. “But we are a fair and honest people Staania. We have no desire to conquer or enslave. We only wish to live in peace and raise our children. The children of the Union, no matter their species, they are taught to respect and honor others first. To look upon others as friends first, not as enemies. We only change our tune if it is shown that a person or a people do not have the same values that we do. Then we don’t deal with them at all. We don’t try to force our ways on them or stop them from living their lives, but we do not tolerate others telling us how we must be in order to suit them.”

“Are there people like this where you come from?” Meral asked. “In the Alpha Quadrant where you reside?”


Martin nodded his head. “Yes, a few. We leave them alone and they leave us alone. For the most part anyway.”


“What of the Svorag Martin?” Jezima asked now. “Our people on Honelze must be warned! We must prepare to fight them!”


Martin nodded his head. “They will be warned.” He told her. “And Dysea, Isabella and Cirith are there to see to the defenses. We have time right now and we are using that time to try and discover all we can.”


Meral tilted her head slightly and looked at him. “You do not like being King of your people do you?” She asked pointedly.


Martin chuckled softly and shook his head. “I hate it with every fiber of my being.” He told her with a smile. There are days when it drives me malda!” He saw their look of confusion and smiled wider. “It means crazy in our language.” He explained seeing their faces change and they both smiled.

Jezima scooted closer to him. “That was my son.” She said. “That was your grandfather. He hated having so many hang on his every word. Even when he became Chief Elder he wanted nothing more than to stay at our home and play with his brother’s children.”


“Yeah I can relate to that.” Martin spoke with a nod.


“What will we do?” Meral asked now.


Martin took another deep breath. “We are trying to determine that now.” He spoke. “I have more forces moving for Manne. That is where we have established our colony out here. I cannot pull too many from the Alpha Quadrant because of events back there, and not all of our ships are equipped with engines that can get them out this far in a few days. At least not yet. We are building more of the Worker Drones in a secret facility using Avatar 41’s specs and we’ll be able to move faster as more are made. My daughter Yuriko is shadowing the Svorag mother ship as it moves towards Honelze and Androcles and my other children will be here in a few weeks with a much larger force than we have now.” He told them looking around the camp. “We did not expect to discover what we have about the Lycavorians here on Ventori, or the Tasmor. These Kintaur thugs pose another problem, more so for the Tasmor than us, but I will not leave them to deal with it on their own. Not after what they did for our people here.”


“Argh! So many things!” Meral exclaimed. “I see what you mean.”


Martin laughed. “You want my job?” He asked her. “I’ll let you have it cheap.”


Jezima burst out laughing at his expression as Meral shook her head almost violently. “By all the souls within the Rift of Time, no!” Meral almost shouted.


Martin’s smile was wide and genuine. “No one wants it.” He spoke looking at Jezima. “I have tried to give it away dozens of times and no one seems to want it.”


This caused Meral to join in the laughter with her mother as they looked at him. Jezima finally put her head to his shoulder gently and squeezed his arm now. “What can we do?” She asked him finally.


Martin shook his head. “I have only just found you.” He told them. “I will not put you in any danger. I have men coming that will protect you. Two of them for each of you. They are Hippeis Sedla. The Spartan Royal Guard.”


“What of these… these Wolves of the Blood that Dysea told us of?” Meral asked. “Are they not the Royal Guard?”


Martin lifted his hand and moved it back and forth. “In a manner of speaking, yes.” He answered her. “The Durcunusaan…”


“Yes, that is what Dysea called them.” Meral said.


Martin nodded. “That is part of their mission, yes. However, that is not their only mission.”


“What do you mean?” Jezima asked.


“There are no better trained soldiers within the Union than the Durcunusaan.” Martin told them. “All Spartans are supremely well trained but the Durcunusaan and the Hippeis Sedla, who are part of the Durcunusaan, they endure much more training than normal. It is more, how do I say this, it is more intensive, more deeply involved and far more dangerous. You must be chosen for the Hippeis Sedla. Of them few hundred that are asked each year, only three or four actually complete the training. The regular Durcunusaan conduct many different missions and varied other jobs within their purview as Wolves of the Blood, but the Hippeis Sedla have only one mission. They protect my family. That is their purpose. It is not something that I wanted or started, but it is what it is and I couldn’t change it now even if I wanted too. No one would let me. Four of them should be arriving soon and their mission will be to protect you both. That will be their purpose, above all others.”


“I do not wish this Martin.” Jezima spoke.


Martin shook his head. “But I do Staania. Tenna.” He told them softly looking back and forth between them. “I have found you now and the moment I saw you I swore to grandfather’s spirit that I would keep you safe. That is what I will do.” He smiled as he rose to his feet and pulled them both up. “Don’t worry, they are not huge, hulking brutes.” He said. “You might be very surprised. Do this for me. Times now are unpredictable and I will leave nothing to chance when it comes to you both. Nothing. You are my past! My children’s past! Our past! And our future! That is worth protecting at all cost.”


Martin turned as Atropos moved slowly up to them from the side. “Atropos?” Martin spoke.


“Chief Elder Delnash has reestablished his link Martin.” Atropos spoke. “They have found something.”


Martin nodded and curled his arms around Jezima and Meral. “Then let’s go find out.”


“…Seems Teniri was correct Martin.” Delnash spoke from his office once more. His eyes saw Jezima and Meral now standing beside Aricia and For'mya and he bowed his head slightly. “Lady Jezima. Lady Meral. It is an honor beyond words.”


Jezima looked taken aback at this but she nodded her head. “Chief Elder Delnash.” She stammered finally.


Martin leaned over the star chart table. The Command Building was also built like the MED building and now one wall was gone to reveal Arzoal and Teniri sitting side by side under another tarp that had been erected. “Ok, what are we looking at?” He asked.


“I have 27 feeding the information to Avi now Martin.” Delnash continued from his office on Artaaya. “Your Admiral Lorian is tapped in as well.”


“Avi, 27, talk to me.” Martin spoke to the thin air.


Jezima looked at Aricia. “Avi?” She asked softly. Sumar’s…”

Aricia nodded her head. “Avatar 41.” She answered. “We shortened his name many years ago and we have called him Avi ever since we discovered him.”


“Avatar 41… that was… that was my brother’s Avatar!” Meral gasped.


Aricia nodded her head with a smile. “Yes he was.”


“He speaks to them as if they are… as if they are alive.” Jezima commented. 


For'mya nodded now. “To Martin, they are alive. Just as any of us.”


Jezima turned back as she heard the mechanical sounding voice begin to speak.


-27 was able to download the data scroll retrieved from Elder Teniri’s cave Martin- Avi spoke now. –We have overlaid known star charts to compensate for linear and well as stellar drift and temporal shift. The charts before you are as accurate as we can make them-


“So enlighten me.” Martin spoke.


Jezima looked up at Aricia’s face again and into her amazing blue eyes. [He is different Aricia.] She said softly speaking in a whisper within the Etheric realm. Jezima had never seen such expressive eyes as what Aricia and the others had and the color was simply amazing to behold, just as it was in Anja and Dysea’s eyes.

Aricia smiled and nodded her head again. [This is his element Staania.] She whispered back just as softly. [This is where he is at his finest. Everything else is pushed back and the leader that he is comes out. It is the same with our son Androcles.]

-King Martin you will see the line I am tracing now- 27’s voice spoke now. –This is the course that Elder Teniri’s ship was to take in order to return to Elear. It was actively compensating for any inhabited systems and avoiding them. That is why it appears the ship is moving haphazard at times. The ship conducted its first jump here...- The Star Chart froze and a large orange dot appeared on the table. –It was a short jump to clear the main systems that were inhabited without drawing attention from those who could detect it. Only the Tasmor and Kintaur at this time-


-Though they had not yet attained space flight, both did have satellite systems that could have detected the jump- Avi added.

“Avi, 27, let’s fast forward to the important stuff.” Martin spoke, his eyes never leaving the chart. “It was possible that Lorendo intercepted this ship you said. Where?”


-Here King Martin- 27 answered as he adjusted the chart until the light blue line that was the course of Teniri’s ship intercepted with one that was a much darker blue. –The dark blue course is the one taken by a VECTOR-Class Attack Cruiser that departed Artaaya exactly twelve point six years after Artaaya was settled-


“Ok… first question.” Martin spoke. “Teniri, you said the ship left the planet you were on only a month before Delnash and the others arrived with the Scourge hot on their tails.”


“Yes.” Teniri answered from her position.


“Then how did the transport not make it out of the Echo quadrant before the surviving Pralors reached Artaaya?” Martin asked. “How many years before you reached Artaaya after discovering Teniri and the others Delnash?”


Delnash thought about that for a second. “Perhaps eight.” He answered.


-Seven point nine to be exact King Martin- 27 chimed in,


Delnash nodded. “Seven point nine then.”


“So we’ll say eight years and then another twelve and a half years before Lorendo left with this ship.” Martin said. “Almost twenty-one years. Where was Teniri’s transport for those twenty-one years before Fat boy found it?”


Meral could barely contain the yelp of laughter that she wanted to let out at Martin’s words and she squeezed For'mya’s hand tightly, who looked at her with an equally large smile.


-Without the ship’s computer core to confirm it, there is only one hypothesis- Avi spoke from the ARC ROYAL. –And there is no way to confirm it since the Elder Mother Arzoal says the computers were erased of all data when the ship returned to them-

“What is that Avi?” Delnash asked now.


-Lorendo obtained the transport’s Command Codes and was able to pause the automated navigation controls. It would have still been in range of the planet that Elder Mother Teniri and the others were on when they united with the Pralor forces fleeing the Scourge- Avi answered.


“Ok… if I was a mad scientist with a God complex, and I wanted to be a hero, that’s what I would do.” Martin said. “Talk to the surviving Pralors, find out what they had done on Elear and discover they had made some really bad monster serum. A serum that could make me a hero if I found some way to use it. Then I would somehow get the Command Codes for the ship and order it to hold in place? Avi, 27, this sound doable to you?”


-There are numerous places within that sector of space where he could have powered down the ship King Martin- 27 answered. –Several nebulas or large asteroid fields that would both protect and hide the ship-


-Until he was ready to use it- Avi echoed his fellow Avatar’s answer.


“And being the asshole that I am I wouldn’t care about the thousands of dragons that ship was supposed to be saving.” Martin said nodding his head. “Yep… sure sounds like Fat Boy.”


“To a tee.” Anja chimed in now.


“Yeah… I’m not liking him even more than I already hate him.” Martin said. “Avi, 27 keep going.” 

-This Pralor ship was under the command of Lorendo. He had been named an Elder only thirteen weeks prior-  

Martin looked at Delnash in the transmission. “Why is that significant?” He asked.


Delnash had leaned forward in his chair. “It would have meant that his orders would not have been questioned in regards to anything. At that time we were still operating off of our emergency Protocols, which gave Elders absolute authority.” He stated. “It also gave him access to everything he did not have before that. Ships. Personnel. Everything.”


“Like a kid in a candy store.” Martin muttered.


-We are unable to determine if he boarded this ship Martin- Avi spoke now. –The data suggests that he did and that he is the one that changed its course parameters, but there is no corroborating evidence to what we have-


 “Ok, but for what purpose?” Martin asked openly.

“I believe I can answer that question Martin.” The male voice echoed and they turned to see Muton entering the Command building with Anja at his side.


Anja looked at Martin as she moved up beside For'mya and they shared a soft kiss of love. “Muton was able to find the clues that got us out here Lover.” Anja said. “I figured he could probably help us figure all this out as well considering he has Pralor blood within him. Just like Miseo and all the others that came with him.”

Martin turned fully now and faced him. “Nubou lae! I forgot all about that!” He gasped.


Meral looked at For'mya and Anja. “What…?”


For'mya shook her head. “You don’t want to know. She answered with a smile.


Meral’s lips curled into a smile as she understood the implication and she looked back to Martin.


Muton moved right up beside Martin Jezima saw and no one did anything to stop him. This man was someone that apparently all of them trusted. She watched Martin place his hand on Muton’s shoulder affectionately. Anja stood on the opposite side of Jezima and saw her look of puzzlement.


[Muton is the one who protected For'mya and the twins that we told you of. Fedor and Eirene.] Anja told her in that Etheric connection. [He is Miseo’s father.]


[The one who married Eirene?] Meral asked now.


Anja nodded her head. [We owe him a debt that we can never repay.] Anja spoke warmly. [He made sure For'mya was returned to us and his son has made Eirene happier than…] Anja smiled as both For'mya and Aricia chuckled, knowing what she was going to say. [Well… he has made her very happy.] 


“I don’t know all the details of what took place, but during my free time since we began this journey, I have been trying to decipher more and more of my grandmother’s journals.” He spoke from beside Martin and set half a dozen data scrolls on the chart table with one hand while squeezing Martin’s arm affectionately in return. 


“Hit me with it Muton.” Martin spoke now.


Muton picked up one data scroll and handed it to him. “I believe this Lorendo fool picked several hundred Pralors, mostly scientists, to go to Cabelir.” Muton told him as Martin began to read. “At first I thought it was out of some sense of misplaced honor that they would return to try and fix what Arete had created. I was wrong. They went there to study them. To try and determine if they had anything useful within their genetic makeup. Something happened and they ended up being taken by these Kavgart. A few of them anyway. As I studied her journals I came to realize she wasn’t one of those original Pralors, she was the child of one of the Pralors and a Kavgart. As time passed and more generations of us were born, we looked Kavalian outwardly but we retained the Pralor gene as well. We avoided the other Kavalians and their violence. We advocated peace.”


“Bet that didn’t go over well with the rest of them.” Martin commented.


Muton shook his head. “No it didn’t. However, nothing was done to counter the influence we did have until Keleru took power.”


Martin looked at him. “Are you saying Keleru was one of you?”


Muton nodded his head. “I wasn’t sure until only a few weeks ago. I did not want to come forward to you so soon after the battle with your brother those few weeks ago.”


“You’re serious about this Muton?” Martin asked him.


Muton nodded his head. “Almost one hundred percent.” He answered. “He is not from my generation, but from a later one. Perhaps a generation or two after me. But his age right now is not consistent with a normal Kavalian lifespan. Normal Kavalians, those unaltered down through the generations and those who have not been subjected to biogenic alteration only have a normal lifespan of perhaps ten thousand years. Twelve at most.”


Martin turned to look at Anja. “Red?”


“I would have to review the data that we have collected over the years about Kavalians but I’m not going to argue with Muton on this Lover. He is more far familiar with Kavalian physiology than I am and I wouldn’t second guess him.” Anja answered.


Martin turned back to Muton. “How old is he?” He asked.


“I am sixteen thousand four hundred and nine years old Martin.” Muton answered him. “Without the skills that many of us have in altering our outward appearance, our fur does tend to hide quite a bit you know…” He said with a smile. “We would never have been able to pass for Kavalians. Keleru has these same skills but he has also been touting our advances in the medical field that he claims keep all of us healthier. Those who have confronted him directly through the years have simply disappeared.”


“My brother knew this?” Martin asked.


Muton nodded his head. “To what extent I don’t know, but he had to have known there was something was different about him. He must have…”


Jezima looked at Aricia once more. [He did not… he did not tell us about this Aricia. A battle with his brother? His brother? Out here? When?]


Aricia looked at Anja and then to For'mya quickly. [They will discover it eventually Aricia. Better it come from us.] Anja spoke softly.

[Melyanna is correct.] For'mya spoke now. She squeezed Meral’s hands. [When we are finished here… we will take you aside and tell you. I promise. You have a right to know and Anja is correct, better it come from us than from someone else.]


[It isn’t good is it?] Meral asked.

For'mya shook her head as her dark brown eyes fell on Martin. [No.] She answered. [It both broke his heart and healed him for many years of sins. If not for our son Androcles and what he did, what he made sure happened even from across the stars, it may have also taken a piece of our Martin’s soul.]


[All of you speak differently about this son Androcles.] Jezima said. [Why?]

[Androcles is the oldest of our children and sometimes it seems that…] Anja began. [It seems like Andro is…]

[A gift from the very Gods themselves.] For'mya finished Anja’s sentence with an almost reverent tone in her voice.


[Avoi.] Aricia and Anja spoke at the same time.


Martin’s voice drew them back to the main conversation.


“…it’s true, and I don’t doubt it, it’s probably why he’s such an asshole, how does all this tie in with the ship?” Martin asked.


“My grandmother’s journals say that two thousand went to this Cabelir…” Muton said lifting another data scroll. “But she only speaks of fifteen hundred being captured. I believe, and I stress I have no hard evidence to support this, I believe that the other five hundred left them on Cabelir and returned to Elear to search the mountain for anything they could find.”


Arzoal’s head came up now as she listened. “Returned with our ship Muton?” She asked him quickly.


Muton turned to look at her. “Yes, Elder Mother.”


Martin looked at Arzoal as well. “Is that possible?” He asked her. 


Arzoal nodded her massive head. “Yes! I moved our complete living and breeding caves to another continent entirely a year after we destroyed the mountain. The southern continent was the least populated and I forbid any dragon to return to our former caves or even fly over it. No one questioned this Martin, for we all knew the horrors it had wrought.”


“So if these five hundred did return to Elear then no one would have known they were there and they could have found anything.” Martin said.


“It’s obvious they found something.” Arzoal spoke again. “Something that we had not destroyed. Some samples or equipment. It’s the only way Lorendo could have gotten his hands on the original serum in order to mutate it as much as he has.”


Anja nodded her head. “I have to agree with Arzoal.” She said. “They had to have found something Lover.”

“But we don’t know what!” Martin hissed turning to look at the chart once more. The room was silent for a long moment, no one really knowing what to say as Martin stared at the chart table. At first he just lifted his hand to brush aside the overlays that were in front of him, but then Danny saw it first. They had worked together so long he knew Martin’s quirks and oddities almost better than his wives and mates. Danny rose to his feet and moved over to Martin’s opposite side.


“What you got running through that head of yours fervon?” He asked softly as everyone looked at them.


Martin held up his right left hand but continued to move the overlays around on the table. He looked up finally. “Avi?”


-I am here Martin-


“Knowing that fat fuck like we do… it’s safe to assume that he established some sort of facility to work on what they took from Elear right?” Martin asked.


Avi paused only a moment. –Given that they had only just arrived on Artaaya within the last decade and that whatever he would have found he would want to keep secret… yes- Avi answered.


“And he wouldn’t have set it up on Artaaya for fear it would be discovered.” Martin spoke to no one in particular. “Or that it could infect everyone and ruin his chances at being a savior.”


Anja broke away from Meral’s side and moved up next to him, squeezing in between Danny and Martin. “I think I see where you are going with this Lover.” She spoke.


“What would you do Red?” Martin asked looking at her jade green eyes. “If you had your hands on something that could potentially kill everyone whose eyes you were trying to be a hero for?”

“Establish a base. An outside facility away from mass amounts of people.” Anja replied instantly. “For testing, and as far away from where it could do harm as possible.”


“Of course!” Radra exclaimed.


Delnash leaned forward now as well. “I think I understand as well Martin.” He spoke.

Martin nodded his head. “He also used the time he was gone to scout possible sites to put together this facility.”


“We’re talking about…” Danny looked at the chart. “Christ Skipper… you are talking about a whole lot of territory. Hundreds of light years. Thousands.”


Martin shook his head. “No.” He answered almost excitedly. “Manda you monitoring this?”


Miranda’s cool voice came through the internal speakers and her image fluttered to life from a secondary holo emitter disc. “So far Martin.” She spoke. “And I think I know what you are going to ask.”


“What are the chances they veered off into the unknown?” Martin asked. “A Quadrant of space you have never been in before, with only one ship and almost no chance of any back up getting to you before someone bounced your ass into the next life?”


“If the ship’s commander was any good?” Miranda spoke. “None.”


“All of our warship commanders back then had either fought the Scourge or at the very least out maneuvered them to escape. None of them were beginners Martin, and I find it hard any of them would have done this.” Delnash spoke again.


“Then they would have traced their course back!” Anthylea spoke now coming to her feet.


Martin pointed at her with his finger and a large smile. “Yes! Give that woman a cigar!”


Anthylea looked taken aback, thinking that he had just insulted her, but Tobia quickly took her arm causing Anthylea to look at her. “It is a statement of respect Anthylea.” She said quickly. “A slang that they use to compliment someone.”


Anthylea looked back to Martin quickly who now had a sheepish look on his face. “Sorry.” He spoke softly. “But I’ll hang with the Tasmor anytime. You guys get it!”

“True enough!” Danny agreed.


“That is still a third of the quadrant that he crossed Martin.” Delnash spoke once more. “There must be thousands of habitable planets that he could use.”


Martin shook his head. “Lorendo is a back stabbing, murdering tukannupaee, but he isn’t stupid. He wouldn’t have set this up on a habitable planet. Too obvious. He would have used a dead planet, or something that would have killed this thing if it ever got loose.” Martin moved the overlays around once more. “Avi, 27, filter out any planet with even a remote chance that it could support life. Only along the course that Lorendo’s ship took and the transport as well until it left the quadrant. You’ve charted the quadrant right 27?”


-Extensively King Martin- 27 answered. –I am removing all designated planets or moons-


“Manda, how many SPIDER Stealth probes you got on board?” Martin asked.


“Forty-seven.” She answered instantly.


-Parameters met- 27 spoke now as the chart table in front of them shifted. –Three hundred and nineteen worlds match the requirements-


“Three hundred!” Delnash gasped. “We do not have the time or resources to search that many worlds Martin!” He told him. “Not to mention that Lorendo would discover this within days of it beginning.”


Martin shook his head. “You won’t be doing anything sir.” Martin told him. “You are just going to win that election.”


“I don’t understand.” Delnash said.


“Manda?” Martin spoke once more.


“E’dira is plotting the overlay now Martin.” Miranda replied.


Anja looked at Martin now, reaching up to turn his face to look at her. “What are you doing Lover?” She asked.


“I’m going to find this place.” Martin spoke. “I’m going to find where he made this thing and I’m going to blow it into fucking atoms!” Martin snarled passionately. 


“Lover you can’t.” Anja said. “If you find it, whatever is in the computers of this place could very well save lives. The original base formula will be there.” Anja took his face in her hands. “With that formula, Radra, Duewa and I can make a cure.”


“What then?” Martin asked her gently. “How many of our people die trying to cure others? How many do we lose to the very disease we are trying to fix? The risk is too great! I’m not willing to make that sacrifice Anja. Are you?”


Anja stared at him for a long moment, the doctor within her struggling with the soldier. Finally she shook her head slowly. “No.” She answered him softly.


Martin pulled her into his arms, crushing her petite frame to his body and Anja wrapped her arms around his waist and buried her face in his chest, inhaling deeply of his delicious mint scent as his aura swarmed around her. She shuddered in the sensations of the unquestioned love for her, for Aricia and For'mya, for all of them that came out in his aura and his resonance. All of the men and women were silent as they watched and realized what this decision meant. They were essentially condemning any who had already been transformed into Svorag to death and all of them knew it. Aricia and For'mya left Jezima and Meral and moved up beside Anja and Martin, pulsing Anja with their female auras. The three of them were the closest of friends as well as devoted lovers and more than anyone, they and their fellow Queens knew just how passionate Anja was about others. She was the one who showed the most emotion in all things, fiery and seemingly out of control at times, but always with purpose. It is why they all loved her so.


Anja looked up into Martin’s face as Aricia and Anja touched her arms. “If you do this, you have to make sure you get it all Martin.” She told him. “Leave nothing to chance. Not even a small portion of this thing can escape.”


Martin nodded. “I’ll take care of it.” He said softly.


Anja reached up on her tip toes and kissed him deeply before pulling back and nodding her head with a deep breath. “Then we will try and work on something from Arzoal’s notes that could possibly inoculate those who have not been infected. Something to delay the infection somehow. At this point anything is better than nothing.”


“Agreed.” Radra said.


“Yes.” Duewa echoed.


Anja looked at Martin. “The SPIRIT is here now. She has a fully equipped Research Lab like the one I have on Earth and Hadaria. This includes the Tasmor now so I want Perlyea and her folks involved as well Lover. Anyone with any knowledge of this thing needs to be part of this now.”


Martin nodded his head, knowing not to argue with her. “Done.” He told her seeing the looks of shock from Saydia and the other Tasmor.


Anja took another deep breath and nodded her head once more. “When this is all over, when that fat ronnus Lorendo is finally cornered and caught, you give his carcass to me! I want to make sure he experiences all the pain and suffering that he has forced on so many through the years.”

“What are you going to do to him?” Martin asked softly almost not wanting to know the answer.


“I’m going to turn him into one of his creations and then I’m going to stick him in an airlock and watch as he changes and the air is drained out of the airlock and he dies.” Anja snarled savagely before spinning around and heading out of the building, Aricia and For'mya on either side of her.


Danny stepped up next to Martin as Delnash spoke from his office on Artaaya. “Martin, why do I sense that you are no longer the largest threat to Lorendo at this moment?”


Martin couldn’t help but smile now as he watched his three Queens move out into the sunlight. “I ain’t.” He spoke calmly. “He’s done pissed off the wrong person now. Anja’s got a mean streak in her that matches my son and Aricia. And she has the skills to make sure it takes him a long time to die.”


“This is… this is not our way Martin.” Delnash spoke.


Martin turned to look at him. “He’s killed my people now sir.” Martin told him with no malice in his voice. “And he is responsible for what happened here on Ventori. How many lives did the Svorag take here?” Martin shook his head. “No… this is our problem now. We won’t move against him until all the facts are in, but when the time comes, Lorendo will answer to the Lycavorian people. To the Tasmor people and to the Pralor people.”


Wayonn nodded from his spot where he had remained silent until now. “Spartan Justice.” He spoke the words.


“Spartan Justice.” Helen echoed his words softly as she moved up beside him.


“Avoi.” Arzoal’s voice echoed in the air now. “Avoi.”

ICARAVA
DARASTRIXI HOMEWORLD

URLKRISIR MAMISS HEADQUARTERS

SULEVFU WOIUEWR CHAMBERS


Scourge Holy Elites. Disise Ioth Kilnsiri in the Darastrixi tongue. The right hand of their Queen. No one knew how many of them existed, but without fail they acted with their Disise Daariv’s full authority. (Scourge Queen)

Two of them, which was saying a great deal. 
Normal communications with the Scourge was done on a regular basis with simple the Scourge Elites that maintained a compound on their largest orbiting station. They remained out of the way most of the time, knowing that the vast majority of Darastrixi hated them. The other species that visited Icarava for trading, pleasure or business hardly ever saw them since they rarely showed their faces outside of their large compound on the space station. This was very different Issver Draque noted to himself. It had been over three hundred years since he had last seen an Ioth Kilnsiri and this could not be good for them, so soon after receiving Aviel’s message.

They stood side by side, both of them reaching 1.7 meters in height easily. Each of them was muscular to an extent on their slim bodies, not an ounce of fat showing anywhere from what Issver could tell. He doubted either of them weighed more than 85 kilos, but it was all very solid. Their double skulls were no longer hidden under the helmets which they held under their arms, their heads in the shape of a curved triangle really, with two black eyes on each upper layer of their skulls. Eyes that were not pleasant Issver knew. Each side of their head had two, small finger like appendages that twitched from time to time. This was something left over from their time as an insectoid race, but it also served to set them apart from the simple Kilnsiri soldiers for they did not have these appendages. Both of them wore a combination of armor and dark reddish robes on their bodies, and while they had areas on their belts that normally held weapons, these weapons had been removed before entering this chamber. This was something that no scourge liked to do and it showed on the faces of the two Ioth Kilnsiri.
Their skin, like all Scourge, was a dark gray in color and very moist on the outside. It was as if they had a sheen of sweat on their bodies all of the time. Whether it was some sort of gland issue with them, or a defensive mechanism, Issver neither cared nor wanted to know. He did not care for the Scourge in the least, nor did he trust them. He had agreed to their arrangement only as a means to keep the Darastrixi from a war that they would eventually lose. Of course the huge amounts of Darastrixi Hrekim (coin) that the Scourge paid him and the other members of the Sulevfu Woiuewr helped to make him exceptionally wealthy even in Darastrixi terms, and this gave him incredible influence. Issver finally took a deep breath and leaned forward in his high backed chair.

“To what do we owe the honor of a visit from two Disise Ioth Kilnsiri?” He asked finally.


One of the Ioth Kilnsiri stepped further away from the other. “I am Holy One Vajol. We are here to tell you that Queen Shara is not happy.” He spoke his voice sounding choppy and his words delivered with somewhat of a hissing noise to them. “She does not believe that you have kept to the terms of our agreement properly.”

“In what way Ioth Kilnsiri Vajol?” Issver asked.


“She believes there are those among your kind that are hiding one of the names on our list.” Vajol answered him. “You provided us this list but when we were escorted to collect this Maiden female after no verbal response was received we discovered that her home is empty. After questioning several of your kind in the vicinity we discovered she had not been there for years. And that her parents had not been living there for almost a decade.”

“This is all news to us Vajol.” Issver said calmly. “Do you happen to have this maiden’s name? Her family name perhaps.”


The Ioth Kilnsiri looked at the data pad he held in his hand. “Ti’shara.” He answered looking back to Issver once more. “Laren Ti’shara.”

Issver kept his face blank and nodded his head. “Perhaps there was some missing information that was not provided. If you would allow us to review this, we will inform you immediately of what we discover.”


“This Maiden belongs to us.” Vajol spoke. “You will discover where she is hiding and you will turn her over to us.”


“As I said, we will review this information and forward it to you immediately.” Issver told him.


“We want a list of all Darastrixi currently assigned to your ships.” The second Ioth Kilnsiri spoke now as he stepped forward.


Issver looked at him. “I do not believe we have ever met.” He spoke to him trying to remain in control of his emotions.


“This is Holy One Rekile.” Vajol answered for him. “His position is one of military leader. He commands all forces within this sector of space.”


“I see…” Issver began. “But as a matter of law, you have no authority to review our military records in any form. Our agreement does not specify that particular area. I’m sorry.”

“You deny us this?” Rekile snapped.


Issver nodded his head. “I believe that would be the word, yes.” He replied. “There is no stipulation within our Charter Agreement that has anything to do with the Darastrixi military. I will certainly forward any information that we have in regards to this maiden to you when we receive it. Is that all?”


“Now you dismiss us?” Rekile almost shouted.


“Do you have additional business with us?” Issver asked evenly. “If so, please tell us, otherwise we are very busy”


“How soon will you be forwarding this information?” Vajol asked now.

“I will have someone discover what the error is and then give you directions to her new location as soon as we have it.” Issver answered.


Vajol nodded his head. “Do not make us wait long. The Queen is already upset.”


Issver nodded his own head. “Of course.” He stated.


“Then we will take our leave of you.” Vajol spoke beginning to turn.


“Wait!” Rekile snapped. “We…”


“Will take our leave.” Vajol told him as he turned. Rekile saw something in his eye and acquiesced to follow Vajol out.


The Scourge Holy Elite left the chamber and walked a short distance away where their voices would not be heard. “Vajol they…”

Vajol nodded his oversized head. “They are hiding something.” He interrupted his words. “Yes… I noticed that too.”


“They know of this maiden and her whereabouts.” Rekile said. 


“Indeed.” Vajol agreed with him.


“Queen Shara would…” Rekile began.


“The Queen would want us to do what she put us here to do Rekile.” Vajol told him. “We are her Holy Elites for this sector of Darastrixi space. The dictators and executors of her divine will. Let us do our jobs. Do you have contacts high enough within your Converts to discover anything about this maiden?”


Rekile got a handle on his emotions and thought for a moment. “Perhaps.” He said. “I have never asked them to inform on other Darastrixi however.”


Vajol nodded his head. “Nor have I of my converts. But now we must. Something is going on and we need to find out what it is.” He said. “I hate these monsters but they have never done this before. Their actions warrant a closer look and investigation.”


Rekile nodded. “I will see to it.” He said.


“I will inform the Queen and what we are doing.” Vajol spoke. “We may need her divine guidance.”


Rekile bowed his head. “You will give her my undying love and service?” He asked.

Vajol nodded his head. “Of course, just as I will give her mine.” He replied. “She has gifted us both with fine brood offspring.”


“She has.” Rekile agreed.


“Then let us do what she bade us to do and perhaps we will find ourselves in her embrace for another night of decadence soon.” Vajol spoke.


“There is no greater place or service I wish to have.” Rekile said. “I will return in a few hours with what I was able to discover.”


Issver sat back in his chair and exhaled heavily. “This is not good.” He finally spoke aloud.


“How do the Scourge know more about our own people than we do Issver?” Nyso Mser spoke up now.


Issver rose from his chair. “Everyone remain calm.” He told them. “We do not have any real idea about what is going on.”


“I should think it is obvious!” Another Vrrarhoinpa snapped.  Lenrak Letai had been one of the strongest advocators for this agreement for it meant the Darastrixi did not have to go to war and he could enrich himself without really doing anything. “They are searching for the same maiden that Aviel Em’morr took!” 


“Calm yourself Lenrak.” Tinoz Vors spoke evenly, his deep voice sounding perfect from a dragon of his size.


“The Scourge will…” Lenrak started to say.


“The Scourge monsters will do nothing!” Another Vrrarhoinpa entered the discussion now. His name was Numalt Denran, the youngest Vrrarhoinpa on the Sulevfu Woiuewr at sixty-three thousand years old and a former Sand Strider Battalion member. “This is our world and they dare not anger us while they are here!”


“We warned that this agreement was going to backfire on us.” Nyso commented.


“What were we supposed to do?” Lenrak stammered.


“Not agree to this!” Numalt snapped.


“Enough!” Issver barked out. “We all know where we voted on this.” He declared. “It divided this very chamber for three decades! We must… we cannot have that division again.”


Issver moved in front of them. “I made some personal inquires before we met with the Scourge. Aviel Em’morr did in fact leave this very morning aboard the DARASTRIXETHE-Class Dreadnought LEVXIERIV. If I am to understand correctly, General Dytin was with him as well, for this is his Command Ship. Two other warships departed with the LEVXIERIV as well as six Mark Eight military transports configured for passengers. Those left from six different port facilities throughout Darastrixi space at the same time.”

“The Commanding General of all Darastrixi Forces has deserted us as well?” Lenrak exclaimed.


“This does not help us!” Issver roared now, motioning with his hand to another side door and watching as his senior aide moved through the door into the main chambers. “You all know my senior aide Deit Roel. I had him asking questions of certain people while we were meeting with the Scourge. We all need to listen to him now, for he has information that we need to hear!”


All of them looked at Issver seriously now and even Tinoz took on an expression of surprise and hesitancy. “Issver… what is it old friend?” He asked him. “What have you discovered?”


Issver motioned the young Jiilhoinpa forward. “Colonel… please share with us what you have discovered.” The young male moved into the center of the chambers and looked at the members of the Sulevfu Woiuewr nervously. He turned his eyes to Issver and saw him nod his head. “I have never asked you to not be honest and open with me Deit, now I ask the same for all of us.”


The Darastrixi Colonel nodded his head and took a deep breath. “I did not have much time to make the inquires that the Sulevfu Woiuewr required of me but I was able to discover much more than what Koppentotz Aviel’s message revealed.” He explained. “The Ioth Kilnsiri were correct about her name. Her birth was registered twenty-six point seven years ago by her parents, but shortly after that she disappeared. She was never enrolled for any schooling by any institution nor was she given any medical treatment by any Medical Facility. I was not able to check them all, but I did check those within the district she was born in. Her name is Laren Ti’shara, daughter to Yokra and Robati Ti’shara. And Ladur Peren, the youngest Vrrarhoinpa hatched to Chrap and Jarod Peren.”


“What does this all mean?” Lenrak asked now.


“Let him finish Lenrak!” Yeren Ir’iss spoke for the first time.


“Both Koppentotz Aviel and General Dytin were raised together.” Deit continued his report. “They were born only a half kilometer apart and lived only three homes away from each other for centuries. They were considered the closest of friends by those I was able to inquire of in so short a time. They were never apart and always getting into trouble together.” Deit looked at the members. “They were, and still are from what I can determine at least, part of the Ancient Religious Sect that still worships Wer Zezhuanth. They still honor and believe in the Ancient Scrolls left to us by Wer Zezhuanth.”

“Religious fanatics!” Lenrak exclaimed. “Perfect!”


“Simply because they still believe in the ways of Wer Zezhuanth does not mean they are fanatics!” Yeren barked.


“The Scrolls of Wer Zezhuanth have been considered obsolete for millennia!” Lenrak retorted. “No one even studies them anymore!”

The Colonel looked at the much older Darastrixi. “I still believe in the Ancient Scrolls.” Deit spoke. “I still follow the teachings of Wer Zezhuanth as well as I am able. Does that make me a fanatic as well Tiichia Lenrak?”


Issver had returned to his chair beside Tinoz and he looked at his senior aide intently now. “Deit… tell us of this Scroll. The Prophecy of the Souls.”


Deit shook his head. “I did not study the Scrolls as intently as others Tiichia Issver. I would not be the right one to tell you what the Prophecies mean.”

Issver nodded his head. “Indulge us Colonel.” He spoke.


“The Lorsvek ar Sepas, the Prophecy of Souls, it foretells of the return of the Dahakoan Tiichia Issver, just as Koppentotz Aviel told you. Wer Zezhuanth will bestow his essence to six individuals from across the stars, they will wield a power unlike any that have come before them, and it is they who will be the heralds of the Darastrixi and what is to come.” Deit spoke calmly and evenly. “Now and into the future.”


“And how many of our people still believe in these ancient teachings and myths?” Lenrak hissed the questions.


Deit met his eyes. “Far more still believe in the prophecies and myths than you might think Tiichia Lenrak.” He stated.

“Then they are fools!” Lenrak shouted. “And fanatics!”


“There are many who would call you a fool for not believing Tiichia Lenrak.” Deit spoke.


Lenrak came to his feet in a huff now and he glared at the younger Darastrixi. The look bounced completely off the military officer who glared back at the man unafraid of him. Issver stood up. “No one will question the dedication or honor of Colonel Deit in my presence!” He barked. “Not even you Lenrak. Now sit down!”


“What must we do to stop them and return them here Colonel?” Nyso Mser asked in a much more calm and respectful tone of voice.


Deit looked at him and his face and expression softened somewhat. “Stop them Tiichia Nyso?” He asked.


Nyso nodded his head. “Stop them from leaving yes. We need to speak with these children and discover what they know.”


Deit looked confused. “Forgive me Tiichia Nyso, but Koppentotz Aviel’s message clearly states that he has taken them to be united with the other Dahakoan. Two of which are known to be Lycavorian. If this happens there will be no returning so that they can be talked too. They will have far more knowledge than any in this room.”


“What do you mean?” Nyso asked. “Who are these Lycavorian? I have never heard of such a species.”


“They are a minor species from the Alpha Quadrant, but one that is on the military’s threat list because of their strength and warlike nature.” Tinoz answered.


“The Lorsvek ar Sepas states that Wer Zezhuanth has bestowed a piece of his essence to six individuals across the stars.” Deit told them. “When they are united, his essence will be complete and all six of them will receive his blessing and wisdom. His life experiences. They will know what path they will take when they are united together. At least that is what the prophecy states in my interpretation of it.”

“Issver we need to…” Lenrak began to talk quickly and Issver held up his hand to quiet him before he began.


“I have already dispatched three of our cruisers to intercept General Dytin and return these two individuals to Icarava. Yobhakcho Darrod Nilich is an excellent officer and I have worked with him before. (Major) General Dytin trained him. He will not fail us.” He spoke lowering his hand. “Those involved will face justice for whatever crime we deem they have committed when they are returned. Right now I suggest that we quickly discover why it is that the Scourge are so interested in this single maiden female. I want scholars from every branch of the government gathered and I want the offices and computers of Koppentotz Aviel, Chalith, the head of the Livaiji Sulevfu and all of his senior staff seized and gone through by these scholars for whatever information they can find. We will meet again in twelve hours’ time and go over what we have discovered, for at that time we will need to tell the Scourge something. That is all the time I can reasonably stall them.”

“And what if they do not like the answers we give to them Issver?” Lenrak asked.


Issver met his eyes. “Let us wait and find out what we need too and then go from there.” Issver told him.

Lenrak paused for a moment and then nodded his head.


Issver rose to his feet. “Then we are done for now. We will reconvene in twelve hours my friends.”

PREMONITION 
SEPTEMBER 8TH 2575 0500 HOURS

TWENTY-FOUR HOURS TO PRALOR STATION


Mari sighed in blissful delight as Deion’s lips and nose nuzzled the back of her neck and ears lightly while his powerful arms curled around her body to grasp her large breasts and pull her tightly against his equally naked body. The warmth generated by his body was incredible and now that he had turned her, she would also begin to exhibit a higher body temperature. This meant that unless it was very cold, they no longer needed anything more than a simple sheet to cover their naked bodies. Mari still could not believe the events of these last weeks and months, but she was sure of one thing. Having Deion’s arms wrapped around her was something that she could no longer live without. Her tiny frame fit against his like the matching pieces of a puzzle. He had chosen her, of all the females in the universe, he had chosen her. And she had chosen him. Now that she was also wolf, this meant far more to her than anything. Not only did their bodies mesh together seamlessly, but their minds had become almost one as well. Whatever else it meant, this fact told Mari that they were meant for each other by something that was far beyond their comprehension. A year ago this type of relationship would have terrified her, but now she embraced it. His kisses, his touch, his aura, it made her complete. 


Now that she was wolf and his wife and mate, he had been schooling her in the intricacies of being wolf whenever they had the chance. The first time she shifted her form she could not get her four legs under her at all. She flopped around on the deck for nearly fifteen minutes, Deion trying to help her but knowing she needed to find her own way as well. She knew it had to be a laughable experience for any who saw it, and this made her feel embarrassment, but surprisingly, not one person laughed at her. Finally it was Deion, his brother Denali and Sadi and Ne'Veha who had stood around her on all sides in their wolf forms and steadied her as she got accustom to standing on four legs. Once she had command of that, it was off to the races. Mari simply loved being in her wolf form because of the freedom she felt. Within hours she was running throughout the landing bay as gracefully as a wolf five times her age. She learned very quickly and this only added to the premise that she was meant for this. At least to her.


Also, now that she was wolf, her sexual drive was much higher. Her desire for Deion was so powerful and pure since he had turned her and they had been making love as often as time allowed, and doing so in places she would never have imagined. Even as large as his manhood was, it fit within her depths as if it had been made specifically to fill her. It helped that she was so tiny, barely reaching his shoulders with her head when they were standing next to each other, and he could and did carry her all around when she was impaled upon his manhood, loudly whimpering and squealing out her enchantment. She loved the feel of him, the taste of him, the smell of him, and when he pulsed her now with his male wolf aura Mari became almost wet at her center instantly. Her entire body would ignite with a desire and burning she had never felt before, her nipples becoming like hard nubs, her whole body becoming charged with sexual energy. Outside of their bed when he pulsed her with his aura, it was with the utmost love and respect and honor and it allowed Mari to bask in the knowledge that he belonged to her totally. Last night had been no different and they had made each other howl in delight for several hours before falling asleep in each other’s arms. This is how he woke her up now, and it made her feel simply divine.


“Are you awake?” Deion whispered in her ear.


Mari chuckled playfully. “How could I not be with your lips dancing across my skin.” She answered him.

“Pen enyla forn Mari Leonidas.” Deion whispered into her ear.


His words, spoken with such emotion in them, caused Mari to shudder in bliss and she rolled over on the bed, folding her body against his as she took his face in her hands and stared at his beautiful face. 

“Pen enyla forn Deion Leonidas.” She told him with bright green eyes and a wide smile. “More than I could ever put into words.”


This made Deion smile and his arms pulled her tighter. He reached up with his hand and used one finger to pull some of her brownish red hair from her cheek. “What?” He asked her. “You look like you have a question.”


Marti shook her head. “No, not anymore.” She answered. “I did… I wondered how I could feel for you what I do and feel it so completely. But I haven’t since you turned me. I can feel it within you, smell it within you. Technically you are not even eighteen years old, yet I know within you is a wisdom far beyond such years. It makes me love you so much more.”



Deion smiled. “Not if you ask my mothers or the Feravomir.” He said playfully. “I’m trouble and always have been. Just like Andro.”

Mari matched his smile. “But you are all mine.” She said.


“Yes I am.” He said brushing his lips over her forehead. “You… I know you have had relationships before Mari… but you only hide one from me. I have claimed you as my wife and mate, and you belong to me, you do not need to be afraid of what you share with me. I will not feel threatened if you had feelings for another.”


Mari nodded her head. “I know. It’s not what you think though.” She replied. “No man, no one has ever done to me what you do Deion. It is beyond glorious.”


Deion’s eyebrow lifted. “No man?” He asked her with a sheepish grin. “Is there… is there something I should know about you Mari?”

Mari slapped his face playfully and smiled at him. “Igord!” She hissed at him. “There was a woman. A Tasmor.”


“Like those my father and mothers are with now?” He asked.

 
Mari nodded her head. “I was with my mother for several months on their homeworld. There was a young woman, she was my age, and she was… she was beautiful Deion. She was the daughter of their leader, the Sovereign Regent. Her name was Emylea.”

Deion rolled over onto his back pulling Mari with him. She settled on to his chest as he used his arms to pull them into a sitting position with his back against the wall and Mari settled her hips onto his lap and sat up. She could feel his soft, but still exceptionally large cock press against her center but Mari knew instinctively that nothing would happen now. She was his wife and mate now and he would be able to sense when it was time for them to give pleasure to each other, and this was not one of those times. His hands came to rest on her hips and he looked at her intently as she dropped her hands to his expansive and insanely muscular and well defined chest and simply dragged her fingers across what was now hers completely. His skin, his abdomen, his chest, his entire being.


“It was strange really…” Mari continued then. “Almost from the first moment I met her I could feel that we would be together. She felt it too. She told me as much one night after…” Mari looked at him and saw that his face was genuinely listening to her without other typical male thoughts going through his mind. This was one of the many reasons that Mari found herself so utterly vexed by him. Most Pralor males of his age would have been concerned only with finding their own satisfaction any way they could and they wouldn’t have been able to carry on a cognizant conversation with ay woman. Perhaps it was because he was wolf, and these normal late teen urges had no effect on him. He spoke and thought like a fully grown man of many years. Of course, it helped that he shared the memories and values of both his parents, passed to him through their Etheric bond as all Lycavorians did with their children. 

“With her it was almost like it is with you Deo. It was passionate and intense and it made me feel free and happy. Emylea too. We talked of so much when we were together, we are very much alike.” Marti told him completely unafraid to share her feelings with him.

“Have you kept in contact with her?” He asked finally. 


Mari shook her head. “Relations between the Tasmor and my people were not very good to begin with. They didn’t trust us and we really didn’t do anything to change that. For Emylea to continue a relationship with me after we had left would not have been good for her. Once mother and I left we only spoke once. As much as we hated it I think both of us realized that there could be nothing between us, no matter how much we may have wanted it.”

“You cared deeply for her then.” Deion spoke. “It comes out in your voice.”


Mari nodded. “Like I told you, we were so much alike it was scary sometimes. We became the very best of friends so quickly that it shocked many people. When other Tasmor found out we were sleeping together Emylea didn’t care. She even flaunted it more. I didn’t mind either.”


“Did she get into trouble? After you left?” Deion asked.


Mari shook her head. “No.” She answered with a knowing smile. “Kind of hard to get into trouble for doing exactly what her mother was doing?” Mari saw the confusion on his face and smiled. “My mother was sleeping with Emylea’s mother Saydia and her lover Anthylea at the same time. And Anthylea is a Tasmor Breeder.”


“Oh.” Deion said confused. “What does that mean?”


“The Tasmor are an almost entirely female species.” Mari said. “They have males but their numbers are very few. Over the generations some Tasmor females evolved into Breeders. They have male and female organs, but the male parts are the more dominant with the Breeders. My mother told me…” Mari blushed slightly. “My mother told me that Anthylea was quite well endowed and was exquisitely good at using it.”


“Oh… I see.” Deion stammered as he sat up a little straighter. “I think.” He looked at her. “Emylea was like this? One of these Breeders?”


“What? Oh no!” Mari replied her eyes going wide as she realized what he must have thought. “No!” She exclaimed. “Gods no!” She leaned forward and kissed him deeply. “No Deo my beautiful man, you are the most superbly gifted specimen of a man that I have ever had and I will never want more than that. Or desire another.”


“That’s good.” Deion told her with a shy grin. “Mari you did not need to hide this from me.”


Mari smiled and nodded. “I know.” She replied. “Part of me… I guess part of me did not want to let go of what Emylea and I shared now that I have found you.”


“Then don’t.” Deion told her causing her to look at him with wide eyes.


“What?” She gasped.


“Does this Emylea feel the same way for you Mari my love?” He asked her.


Mari stared at him with those gorgeous eyes and shook her head. “I… I haven’t spoken to her in almost two years Deo. I don’t know.”


“Did she make you happy Mari?” He asked.


Mari met his eyes as he sat up and his arms pulled her closer to him. She naturally encircled his broad shoulders tighter with her arms and stared in to his eyes. “Not as happy as I am now Deo.” She told him. “Nothing could make me happier than being with you now and forever more.”


Deion smiled. “I don’t doubt that Mari. You tell me that in your scent and your aura and your resonance. Just as you make me happier than I have ever been or will ever be. But I am not so selfish with my love for you that I would take from you something else that makes you very happy. This Emylea is not another male, and it wouldn’t matter even if she was one of these Breeders as you called them, she is still a female. Is she not?”


Mari nodded her head. “Yes, of course.”


“Mari you are wolf now.” Deion told her. “I am in your blood just as deeply as you are in mine. Neither of us will, we could not want another of the opposite sex. No man could make you feel as I do and no woman can make me feel as you do. Because we are wolves and mates this is not possible unless one of us dies and our bodies change once more back to normal.”


Mari smiled at him and leaned close to run the tip of her tongue over his lips. “Desiring only you for the rest of my life? Never even considering another? Oh, I like that Deo my love. I like that very much.” 


Deion grinned. “Then if there is something still there when you next meet her Mari, do not be afraid to show it.”


“And you… you would do nothing?” She asked. “You would not want to be with us both?”


Deion shook his head. “You are all I will ever need.” He told her. “I know there are ways…” He looked away shyly. “I have heard my six mothers speaking in private when they did not know I was there. I have heard them say that they can make each other feel things that my father cannot. This does not make them love him any less, it makes them love him more.”


Mari reached up and traced his jaw with her finger. “You are so very different Deo.” She said softly. 


“That is a good thing I hope.” He said.


Mari laughed softly and kissed him once more, loving how his arms crushed her close and he quickly dominated their kiss, causing her blood to begin to warm. She could feel it clearly now and it never ceased to amaze her. He pulled away before his kiss could incite them both and he smiled at her.


“As much as I would love to feast on you now, both of us need food.” He told her. “And we need to ready ourselves for our mission.”


Mari nodded quickly and got her feelings and desires under control. It was one of the very first things that Eliani and Sadi had shown her once she became wolf. She could reign in her desires and keep them in check even when around Deion and his aura was swarming her senses in a non-sexual way. “You are correct.” She said with a deep breath.


Deion shifted on the bed and threw his legs over the side and stood up easily with Mari wrapping her legs around his waist and smiling at him. “Then we must shower and go eat.” He told her as he began to move across the small room carrying her as if she weighed no more than a feather. “When we are done with this mission I intend to have nothing but desert for days.”


Mari grinned and squeezed him tighter. “As long as I am able to partake as well.” She told him.


Deion smiled as he stepped into the shower. “That is very much my intent.” He said. “Yes, indeed.”


“…Do such a thing Koppentotz Aviel?” Andro growled out the words as he trembled with anger.


The Mark II Neural Booster was fully active in the cargo bay of the PREMONITION where they had the most open space. Andro, Dorian, Elynth, Ryner, Sarlana and Murano were present in the cargo bay together as Andro initiated the communication with Laren and Ladur. When it activated, they discovered that their soul sister and brother had also gathered a few others with them, among them Koppentotz Aviel and General Dytin. Laren had filled them in quickly on what had transpired so far, including what Aviel Em'mor had done, though neither she nor Ladur seemed particularly upset about this.


“Forgive me Androcles but I felt I had to.” Aviel answered him honestly. “As a member of the government I felt it my obligation to let them know what was happening. I did not give specifics, but they had to know that all of you exist. That you have returned!”


“It was foolish and arrogant! What were you thinking?” Sarlana snapped now looking at him in the Etheric generated transmission. “They will be looking for you now!”


Androcles looked at Laren in the transmission, seeing her dual colored azure and cobalt eyes dancing in the light happily. “Arande?”


They saw everyone where she was turn to look at her with wide eyes as Andro spoke in the ancient Lycavorian language that none of them understood. “Pen taine tye fervon. Ladur mornar pen fes.” I trust him brother. Ladur and I both.)

“Forn wen inniel arande? Fervon?” (You are sure)


Ladur nodded his huge head this time. “Evell wen, jainn.” He answered. (We are yes)


Andro nodded his own head then. “Eana pen gur taine inalo forn fes.” He said evenly. (Then I will trust in you both)


That is when the young Darastrixi pushed away from the wall and moved closer to the group. They had seen him in the transmission but said nothing for no one made to introduce him. He seemed very fit, as had most Darastrixi that they had seen so far, but he appeared to be more thickly muscled than Aviel or Dalis for instance. He appeared to be in excellent physical shape and his movements were measured and careful. A military man if Androcles had to guess, and a well-trained one.

“Why do you speak in a language we cannot understand if you wish us to trust you?” He spoke looking at the image of Androcles in the transmission. His deep but even voice carried a tenor of suspiciousness and distrust in it.


Dytin looked almost horrified that he had spoken in such a manner. “Yobhalcho Dariel, you are out of line!” He spat. “You will stand down immediately!”


Dariel looked at his General. A man he worshiped and had for decades. “Inidra Dytin, you tasked me with a mission. I cannot do that mission if I do not know what is going on. Who are these individuals and why is there a Darastrixi among them? Why am I reduced to being the protector of a child maiden?”

Laren whirled on him. “I am no child!” She snapped. “Or would you like another lesson in objective reality?”


Andro looked surprised but it was Dorian who spoke now. “You assigned someone to protect her?” He asked. “I bet that didn’t go over well.”


“No, it did not.” Dytin agreed.


“Inidra Dytin, Laren does not need a protector.” Dorian told him not seeing Laren’s face light up in pride at his words.

Dytin looked at Dorian with what could have been a lopsided grin. “Yes, I am beginning to see that Dorian.” He answered.

In the few times he had spoken to the brothers he found them to be honest and very open. They would be considered children in age, at least to a Darastrixi, but Dytin Cadat knew the two young men before him had seen more combat than even most of the Sand Strider battalions. Their eyes betrayed far more knowledge and experience with death than most would ever know, the same eyes he saw within Laren and Ladur. It was Sarlana who settled things with the young Darastrixi Yobhalcho.


 “Yobhalcho Dariel?” She spoke soothingly. “Are you any kin to Jaerl Dariel?”

Matum Dariel looked at the Darastrixi woman in the transmission with surprise in his eyes. Though seven hundred and thirty-nine years old himself, he was still considered to be what would amount to a teenager in most cultures. He had been orphaned at a young age, a mining explosion having claimed both of his parents. They were newly joined and he was their only child at the time. He had become a ward of the Darastrixi people and as with most wards of the state he was given to the military. Matum grew with the Darastrixi military as his family. He knew nothing else and he excelled at all he did. He didn’t know it, but Dytin had taken notice of him early in his career, and quickly had him transferred to the Sand Strider Battalions. It was here that Matum had truly come into his own and Dytin had watched as he had carved a name for himself. An officer with an exceptional record but one who was also very reserved. His men were his life and he took care of them, forsaking all other things. He had no life outside of the Sand Strider Units and this is what made him so rigid. It was his only failing.


“He is my… he was my grandfather.” Matum answered softly.


“And a finer example of a Darastrixi does not exist.” Sarlana told him.

Matum continued to stare at her. “My grandfather died many thousands of years ago in the Vile Time. I never knew him or my grandmother.” He spoke, his words holding an angry tone to them. “How could you know my grandfather unless…” His eyes went wide. “You are…”

Sarlana nodded her head. “I am the same as your grandfather was young Matum. And your grandmother. They were two of my closest friends. And I am over four hundred thousand years old. Four hundred and forty-two thousand to be exact. But don’t tell anyone I said that.”


“You are… then you are Doraanar!” Matum gasped in shock. “Only another Doraanar would have known my grandparents!”


“And know them well I did.” Sarlana spoke. “Your grandparents and I would meet every three days on the Concourse for dinner.”


“You are the last of the Doraanar!” Matum gasped aloud his face now more animated than Dytin had ever seen him. His dazzling Paris green eyes fell upon Dytin. “Inidra we…”


“Matum… did your parents trust in what your grandparent’s role was?” Sarlana asked him.


Matum nodded his head. “Oh yes Doraanar!” He answered. “I was very young when… when my parents passed into the next life, but I do remember them speaking with great reverence of the Doraanar!”

“Did you trust in them?” Sarlana asked.


“Of course!” Matum answered.


“Then I ask that you trust in me now.” Sarlana spoke. “There is much going on that you do not understand I know. This knowledge will come to you in time, but now is not that time. You trust your general?”


“Yes Doraanar.” He replied. “Without question.”


“Then trust in what he is doing and what he is asking of you.” Sarlana told him. “And when we are all together you and I will sit and speak of times past and I will tell you what is happening young Matum.”


Matum Dariel nodded his head instantly. “As you wish Doraanar.” He said reverently.


Sarlana looked at Andro and nodded as she lifted his hand and placed it on his chest. “I will speak with Matum when the time comes.” She said. “His grandparents were dear friends to me and he will know his history now. You and Dytin need to plan for the unexpected now.”


Andro nodded his head. “Thank you Doraanar.” He said softly.


“It will be just as important to me as it will be to him.” Sarlana said. “The time grows near Androcles and I feel odd now. Just as you and Dorian described to me. And it is growing more powerful.”


“Like we are getting closer to it?” Murano asked her seeing her eyes shift to look at him.


“Yes.” Sarlana said. “Exactly like that.”


“Your continued interaction with us as Praetorians is bestowing to you our ability to sense the Scourge.” Murano said. “The feeling is getting stronger because we are getting closer to their territory.”


“It is not a pleasant sensation.” Sarlana said.


“No, it is not.” Murano agreed.


Sarlana took a deep breath. “Then do what you must, but Laren and Ladur come before all else. You know this. All of you.” She watched the three of them nod and she nodded her own head. “I will be speaking with Sadi and Ne'Veha in the cockpit if you need me. They are such pleasant company along with your other wives and mates.”


Andro watched as she walked out of the Mark II Booster’s core and then he looked back to Dorian, who was smiling. “She got you fervon.” He said.


“I am pleasant!” Andro protested.


Dorian chuckled. “About as pleasant as a bad case of Folcani Avian Fever.” 


Laren’s burst of hysterical laughter when she heard that drew their attention back to the transmission and those in it. All of them were looking very confused except for Laren.


“Inidra Dytin, what are the possible responses that the Sulevfu Woiuewr can implement.” Androcles asked with an embarrassed smile.


Dytin stepped closer. “I have trained most of our officer Corps these last centuries Androcles. I know what they will do and who they will send after us. I developed most of the tactics that we now use.” He told him. “Knowing them as I do, they will send two, perhaps three ships after us. They will need to push fast and hard with the advance we already have. All nine of our ships are now in a long range patrol formation but…”


“Wait… nine?” Andro gasped. “I thought you were only coming with one! Where did nine suddenly come from? Why do you have nine ships? How many people are we talking about here?”


“My three warships and six transports.” Dytin answered him. “Each transport has roughly five thousand people on them.”


“Thirty thousand!” Murano stammered.


“I could not ask them to leave their families behind!” Dytin barked. “We…”

Aviel touched his arm and moved up beside him. “Androcles, there are many of our people who believe as we do. We follow the way of Wer Zezhuanth and…”


“His name is Dadrien.” Dorian spoke now.


Aviel blinked his eyes. “What? You… how could you know this? His name was lost so long ago and we…”


“Not lost Koppentotz Aviel…” Dorian said. “Simply forgotten. We have not forgotten.”


Aviel was stunned into silence as were all of them as they stood in the transmission with the exception of Laren and Ladur. “And the Dahakoan will have his knowledge and will so that…” He said softly. He turned as Laren came up beside him and took his arm.


“So that we can return what was once lost.” She finished the statement for him. 

Aviel looked at her intently. “You have known child?” He asked.


Laren nodded her head as Ladur moved closer. “It was not yet time to reveal this.” He spoke. “Now it is time.”


Aviel turned back to Andro and Dorian. “Dadrien?” 


Andro nodded his head. “Yes.” He told him. “What were you going to say?”


Aviel shook his head gathering his thoughts. “I was… yes… there are many among our people who follow the Scrolls that Dadrien left for us Androcles. However, we are not looked upon in the same light as the majority.”


“You are oppressed?” Andro asked.


Aviel shook his head. “No, nothing like that.” He answered. “Most would consider us odd. We adhere to his teachings while balancing his word with the present and the future. We make others uncomfortable because they have forgotten most of what he taught us and left for us.”


“And the Scourge despised him.” Dytin added quickly knowing that Androcles would understand that above all else.


Andro met his eyes. “They would actually come after your families?”


Dytin looked at the deck where he was and then back to him. “I do not know for sure. Our leaders have capitulated to the Scourge for so long that they might not see it the same way we do. They either do not see what the Scourge are doing or they are turning a blind eye hoping to keep the status quo.”


“General… there is no status quo with the Scourge.” Murano spoke now. “You either become part of them or you are enslaved. Many of your own people died trying to protect mine. They will not forget this!”


Dytin nodded his head. “On that we agree Praetorian Murano.” He told him. “Aviel and I, many of us, we believe it is only a matter of time before the Scourge move against us in force. Next year, a hundred years, or a thousand years from now, it does not matter. They will come for us when they have the power and numbers to do so.”

“And they would have no qualms about coming after your families to discover what they know.” Andro said with a nod. 


Dytin nodded. “We could not leave them Androcles.”


“I understand.” He said quickly. He lifted his P1 and began typing on it. “I will not have innocents put in harm’s way while we do this. Will they fire on their own ships?”


Dytin shook his head slowly. “That I do not know. I would say it depends on how much pressure the Scourge put on them. There is one of their Holy Elites based on our largest space station. So they always have a presence and can attempt to monitor what we do. He was usually the one who facilitated the transfer of our Maiden females.”


Murano moved up close to Androcles now. “Just the one?” He asked.


Dytin nodded his head. “That we know of. That have a detachment of normal Elites on the station but they rarely come out of the compound we allow them to use. Anything else they may have within this compound we do not know about. I have had my men watching it for centuries but now that I am gone…”


“Are they the same as…?” Murano began to ask.


Dytin nodded once more. “I know what you are going to ask and yes.” He told him. “They have changed very little since you fought them in the last war. Their looks are more refined and they seemed to be more intelligent now but they are essentially the same. The normal Elites are more muscular now and they can operate as independent units as well.”


“Then they have evolved?” Murano asked.


Dytin nodded again. “From when you last fought them yes, but since discovering what Aviel showed me, the experiments they have been doing on those Maiden females that they take, I do not know.”


Andro looked up and focused his attention on Dytin. “General, send all the transports and two of your warships to the coordinates Laren is giving to you now.”


Dytin turned as Laren came up beside him and was typing on the data pad that she had. Androcles had passed her the information through their Etheric connection easily and she held it out to him. He looked at the pad briefly and then to Androcles. “For what purpose Androcles?” He asked.


“Those coordinates are across the border and out of Scourge space.” He spoke. “I will have added protection waiting there to meet them. When they arrive tell them to hold position for exactly one hour. My ships will be there first and they will not be able to detect them. They will use that hour to insure that you were not followed. Once they have determined it is safe, they will contact your lead ship and then escort you to a safe haven. All of your ships have Quantum Drive cores, yes?”


Dytin nodded. “Yes, of course.” He looked at Andro. “Your people have developed them as well?” He asked with some surprise.


Andro smiled. “We have come a long way since discovering my grandfather’s ship on our old homeworld.”


Dytin smiled. “So it would appear. Far more than what our scholars ever envisioned it appears.”


“They will escort you to where the rest of our main force is waiting.” Andro told him. “When we are done at the station, we will join with them and continue on to meet my father and mothers.”


“Wait… we must…” Dytin began to speak but Laren took his arm.


“I will explain to you what will happen Inidra.” She said softly. “There is much going on that all of you will be made aware of.”


Dytin didn’t hesitate Andro saw and this more than anything made him far more at ease. “So be it.” He said. “I will order them away within the hour.” He told Andro.


“We will talk in detail when we are together General.” Andro told him. “I give you my word.”


Dytin stood a little straighter. “And the word of a Dahakoan is his honor.” He spoke. “We will see you soon Dahakoan Androcles.”


Andro disengaged from the Mark II Booster and the holographic surroundings all faded to reveal the cargo bay once more. Elynth and Ryner rested on the deck only a few feet from them as he turned to Murano.


“Murano?” He asked.


“The Holy Elites are the conduit to the Scourge Queen.” Murano told them. “The normal elites are simply soldiers. They will be commanding whatever forces that they have near the Darastrixi homeworld. That they are maintaining a presence on one of their space stations tells me that their goal for the Darastrixi is the same as for all others. They intend to conquer them if they do not obey and do what they want.”


Then it is safe to assume that they probably have other forces waiting? Elynth asked.

Murano looked at her and nodded his head. “More than likely Elynth.” He answered. “If they have not taken their planet before now it is because the Scourge fear them. The losses they would incur trying to subjugate the Darastrixi are probably staggering. They are far less spread out than the Pralor people were, but most of their population can be drafted to fight if need be. This is something we do not have.”


“Then pulling Laren and Ladur out now was the correct thing to do.” Andro stated.


Murano nodded his head quickly. “Oh yes.” He said. “If they have been taking Darastrixi maidens and conducting experiments on them, it is for only one reason. Somehow they have discovered that Laren and Ladur exist or they believe that they exist. They know what they are, just not when they would arrive if this has been going on for some time.”


Andro nodded his head as he looked around. “We need to speak with my father and Wayonn.” He said. “Sister? You and Ryner?”


“Give us three hours Andro.” Elynth answered. “Both of us need to eat to replenish our reserves. We will need the extra energy if we initiate a Mark II Booster to your father from here. We have never tried one from so far away.”


Murano nodded his head. “As will I. I was only able to have coffee before we did this one.”


Andro nodded his head. “Agreed then. Dorian, Murano and I will join you back here in three hours.”

“Can we establish one from this distance Androcles?” Murano asked. 


Andro nodded his head. “There is really no distance limit. You know how the Boosters work. Let’s just hope the Feravomir, Wayonn and a few of my mothers are nearby when we activate it. It will be far easier to hold the connection if they are.”

DARASTRIXETHE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT 
LEVXIERIV (ENCHANTRESS)

“…Pralor people are not as dead as the Scourge would have us believe.” Laren told them as they sat in the forward lounge closest to the bridge.

This news brought everyone in the small lounge to attention very quickly. Dytin had summoned Nahko, Dalis, and Laren’s parents to the meeting as well as Matum, Chalith and Shalu. Ladur was beside Ch’teven in the next room which was much larger and provided more comfort for the Vrrarhoinpa species of Darastrixi. Most Darastrixi ships were built in such a way, with the wall between the two rooms open so that they could partake in different meetings such as this. 


“Laren what do you mean?” Aviel asked with wide eyes.


“The Praetorian Murano who you have spoken with is not the only survivor of the Scourge decimation of their species.” Laren told them. “Towards the very end many survivors took to the stars and ran. They were able to gather over the next few months until there were many ships full of Pralor survivors. They wandered for many years until finally settling where they are now. The Doraanar has been with them for most of this time, among the surviving Darastrixi of one of the seed missions that we allowed them to conduct with our people. They did not know who she was and she never told them, but they have been protecting her for millennia. And she has been helping to guide the surviving Pralors and our Darastrixi brothers and sister for all of this time.” 


“By the will of Dadrien…” Nahko gasped. “Where?”


Laren shook her head. “I cannot reveal that information, I’m sorry. Not now.” She told them looking at Dytin. “You understand Inidra Dytin of what could happen if this knowledge became known to the Scourge?”


“You do not trust us?” Matum asked almost indignantly.


Laren met his eyes with no back down in her. “I know everyone in this room and I have for many years or for several months, with the exception of you.” She stated confidently. “I have kept this knowledge from them for all of that time. Do not misinterpret your importance Major. I do not need your protection nor do I want it. This information is a sacred trust that I keep with my soul brothers and sister.” 


Dytin looked at Matum and motioned with his head. “Of course...” He stated coming to his feet. “We do not need to know where Laren.”


“When we are with Androcles and the others we will discover this for that is where we are going.” Laren told them looking at Dytin. “Very far from here. You trust them Inidra?”


Dytin nodded his head without hesitation. “They are Dahakoan Laren, just as you are. There is no mistaking that. Yes I trust them. I wouldn’t have come this far if I did not.”


“But why?” Dalis asked now. “Why so far away? We will not be able to influence anything that happens on our world.”

“She is safest with her Soul Family.” Robati spoke now looking at her daughter. “At least right now. As are we all.”


“The last of the Doraanar among the Pralor people for all of this time.” Dalis spoke softly shaking his head. “They have been protecting her and done so without question or even the knowledge of who she truly is. It makes what we did… what we allowed to happen even more vile.”


Laren nodded her head. “There are several among the Darastrixi and a few Pralors with them now that know who she is but they are sworn to secrecy.”

“We can do nothing to change the past and none of us had a say in what was done.” Aviel spoke. “We must concentrate on the future now. Once the Scourge realize that Laren and Ladur now exist, that the Dahakoan have returned to us and they now possess the power of the Pralor Praetorians as well as the power of the Dahakoan, they will stop at nothing to kill or capture them. For us, for our families, as far away from Darastrixi and Scourge space is the best thing right now. At least until we are ready and Laren is fully cured.”


“Cured?” Matum spoke now. “What do you mean Koppentotz Aviel?”


Nahko looked at the young Major. “Laren is dying.” She told him. “Her body’s cells are breaking down on a molecular level. Right now the only one who can save her is her sepa dask. Her Hadarian Soul Mother.”

Dytin nodded his head. “And that is why we will do exactly as Dahakoan Androcles has instructed us. It is obvious to me that these men and women, those with him, they have seen far more combat than any in this room, including myself. Now is not the time to question them or their strategies.” Dytin looked at Matum. “Major?”


Matum thought briefly of his conversation with Sarlana and then nodded his head. “On my honor Inidra.”


Dytin nodded his head. “Good. Matum… you will choose twelve senior Sand Strider. They will accompany us to the station. The Dahakoan has provided us with a new type of body armor but there is only enough for twenty of us. Once you have chosen the men, prepare a single transport for when we transit to the station. Everything must be perfect from here on out. I will deal with the ships if they come.”


“The station has been deserted for millennia Inidra.” Matum spoke. “Should we not bring more security?”


Dytin shook his head. “No. Twenty and no more. We will not need more.” He looked at everyone. “We must remain united now. For everyone’s sake.”


The internal COM unit in the lounge burst into life. “Inidra Dytin, we are being hailed by Darastrixi ships. A Yobhakcho Darrod Nilich is commanding.”

Dytin smiled. “Yes… exactly who I thought they would send. Very well… I am coming to the bridge.” He looked at them. “Now it truly begins my friends. Now it truly begins.”
VENTORI 

UNION ADHOC BASE CAMP



“…Says that the Tasmor blood provides the cure Beloved.” Aricia spoke from where she stood beside him in the Command Building with Danny, Thoti, Julie and Colin on one side of the chart table and Saydia, Anthylea, Drenia on the other side. “She and Perlyea confirmed it just before I returned to the surface. The molecular structure and genetic materials all point to this.”


Martin looked at her standing beside him and waggled his eyebrows at her. “You are getting good at this medical stuff you know.” He spoke to her.


Aricia beamed a smile back at him because of the praise and the way his aura made her body tingle. “Well… Anja does say that the more people with medical knowledge around you the better. You do have a propensity for getting into trouble Beloved and we would much rather you remain in one piece.”


“That’s only so you can use my body!” Martin hissed.


Aricia’s azure eyes glowed with happiness. “Of course… why else would we want you healthy? You do make us sing so Beloved.”


Martin looked at Danny. “You see this? No respect.”


Danny grinned and flipped his hand up to slap Martin in the back of the head. “Like anyone will buy that.” He stated. “Even after all these years I still don’t know what they see in your ugly ass.”


“My charming personality.” Martin said with a large, fake smile that he tried to stretch from ear to ear.


Danny shook his head. “Like anyone with half a baked brain will believe that.” He muttered.


Saydia and Anthylea could not help but burst into laughter at this display and the expression that Martin’s face was in. Despite centuries of upbringing and history, Saydia Daret found herself becoming very comfortable in the presence of the males in this room and around the camp. None of them looked at her as a potential bed partner in order to further advance their family or status. The men she had interacted with among the Lycavorians and the many other species she had seen had been nothing but respectful and honorable. They honored her position as leader of the Tasmor and went out of their way to insure she was provided with everything she needed or wanted. Saydia also knew Anthylea was also rapidly becoming comfortable in their presence for she had let her guard down ever so slightly when around these men. Normally Anthylea was utterly possessive of her, a fact that made Saydia shiver in delight, but she also knew that these men and women were very different from what they were used too. 
Saydia looked at Anthylea out of the corner of her eye and the memories of the previous night came rushing back to her. Ten hours they had shared with Tobia in their bed, the most time they had had together at one point ever. All three of them had been so passionate and intense, and it pleased Saydia to no end when both she and Tobia were servicing Anthylea, seeing her thrash on the bed before them or reaching for the pinnacle of pleasure while making love to one of them. Last night had been the most pleasurable of nights, for they had not been afraid to try things they had never thought of before. Tobia’s excitement affected both of them for she had let all of her desires and inhibitions out and did not hold back one bit. This made Saydia and Anthylea even more intense and passionate as well and the three women fed off of this energy until they collapsed in Anthylea’s embrace, her organ flaccid and all of them utterly drained. They had laid in each other’s arms simply talking them, Tobia telling them of Murano and the future she now believed had been given back to her. Saydia and Anthylea could tell that this emotion is what made Tobia so passionate and they had smiled knowingly at each other for it was the same emotion that coursed through them for each other.
Martin waved his hand at Danny. “Bah… what the hell do you know?” He spat.

Aricia simply stood there and smiled while she reached across the chart table for a data pad and picked it up. “These are the details they put together quickly.” She told him holding out the data pad. “Anja said it was a very fast workup of how they believe the drugs are being used. This Hecerkal infuses their bodies with a compound that heals them very quickly…”

Danny nodded his head. “Yeah we saw that in the fugly we fought.” He said. “Even our blades weren’t any good really.”

Aricia nodded in agreement. “Anja and Perlyea agree that only massive damage will slow them down enough to actually hurt them. This is something our normal weapons will not do. Explosives are the best way to deal with them now but not everyone is as skilled as Colin at throwing grenades.”

Colin looked up. “It’s not really a big deal. Skipper, I can throw together some classes for our people and the Tasmor. We have lots of training rocks here and I can have our entire complement of G24s shipped down and get them distributed.”

Martin nodded. “Do it.” He said instantly. He looked at Aricia. “Saaraurano?”
“The second compound, this Ledralye, this makes the beasts easier to control for short periods of time, but it also makes them very unstable.” Aricia told them. “The third drug, this Tintor, its only use from what Anja can determine, is to make the creatures’ metabolism work faster and speed the drugs through their systems quicker.”

“And they need our blood because of its natural immunity to the effects of addiction?” Saydia asked.

Aricia nodded her head. “Yes. They have found trace amounts of Tasmor blood in all three of the creatures killed at the research site. Apparently, though it does not make it any less vile, it is not needed in large doses because of the way it is used and that is why far fewer Tasmor have been taken. However, it also requires a steady dosage so that these monsters do not become affected by the addictive nature.”

“Christ we…” Martin began to speak.

The Command Center suddenly became alive with dazzling white blue flashes of Etheric power.

“Shit!” Martin declared as his senses lit up and he recognized the powerful Etheric resonance of his sons instantly. They had focused on him exclusively and the communication was coming through very fast. “Saaraurano, its Andro and Dori… they are initiating a Mark II Neural Booster communication! And it’s a powerful one too!”

“Martin…!” Aricia barked out as she began moving for where Saydia and Anthylea stood with looks of shock on their faces. “The Tasmor! They do not have natural Etheric shields! Andro does not know this and it will damage their brain synapses!”

“Sibfla!” Martin exclaimed as he realized it just as Aricia was yelling at him. He burst forward without question and reached Saydia just as Aricia reached Anthylea and Danny grabbed Drenia.

The three Tasmor woman were then engulfed in something that none of them had ever experienced in their lives. The Command Center became alive with the white bluish light and the images of four individuals and two of the dragon beasts came into view. The entire area around them began to glow in this same light and the room shimmered and changed even as they watched. The Etheric power needed to engage a Mark II Neural Booster was something that very few individuals had. Martin and Torma could do so easily on their own, as could Androcles and Elynth; their Etheric power could not even be charted by normal means. Aricia could engage a Mark II booster with one of her fellow Queens as long as it was a short range transmission. Aside from that, only Helen, Arzoal and their children could engage a Mark II Booster, and then only if they had added help from their dragons and others.

Saydia, Anthylea and Drenia could only gawk in astonishment as the figures shimmered once more and became as clear as if they were in the same room with those they now saw. Saydia’s blue eyes were wide as she stared at the image of the two young men who could only be sons to Martin Leonidas. They looked so much like their father it was uncanny. Both of them had the same black hair and height, as well as the exquisite muscular definition from what she could tell. Both of them however, they had breathtaking blue eyes that truly shone within the Booster’s cone and Saydia could not help but gasp at how incredibly handsome both of them were. The third man she did not know but he was older and obviously a Pralor by the uniform he was wearing.

Saydia’s hands went up quickly to where Martin’s were placed on her shoulders and she gripped them tightly as her head pounded and her heart raced. This was not a time for old habits she knew. Whatever was going on would have adversely affected her, Anthylea and Drenia and Martin and Aricia had taken steps to avoid this without thought.
“Breath evenly Sovereign Regent…” Martin spoke to her in a soothing voice. “I am shielding you from most of the effects but it will be a moment before the pounding in your heads clears.” Martin could hear Aricia telling Anthylea the same thing as she had grabbed her arms just as the full power of the booster came to bear.
“Father? Mother?” Androcles asked with a confused look on his face.

Martin squeezed Saydia’s shoulders. “Once initiated you need to remain unless you have the Etheric ability to leave, which you don’t. Aricia, Danny and I will shield you while it is active but I’m sorry, you are kind of stuck in the loop now.”
Saydia nodded her head quickly. “I… I understand!” She gasped. “Gods… can all of your people do this?” She asked in amazement.

Martin shook his head as his hands slowly lifted from her shoulders. “No.” He stated flatly. “And my son knows better than to initiate one without checking first!” He growled at the image of his oldest son. He looked back to Saydia as he came around in front of her. “Are you ok?”

Saydia nodded her head quickly still holding his hands. “Yes… yes I think so.” She stated with wide blue eyes. “The pounding is… it is almost gone.”
Martin looked at Aricia who quickly reached out with one hand and placed it on Saydia’s arm so that he could turn fully and look at his sons.

“Speak fast boy!” Martin snapped. “Why would you initiate a Mark II without checking first? Especially with your brother, Elynth and Murano in the loop! Do you know how badly that will zap someone who is not Etheric?”
“Forgive me father, I did not have the time to check if you were alone.” Andro stated calmly his azure eyes settling on Saydia and Anthylea in the transmission. Martin detected a twitch in Andro’s check when he focused on Saydia for a few seconds longer and then he knew for sure. 

Martin looked back to Saydia and Anthylea. “Saydia, Anthylea, meet my oldest and youngest sons. Andro and Dorian.” He looked back to them where they now stood directly in front of them within the Etheric projection. “Both of whom know better than to do what they just did.” He said sternly. “This is Sovereign Regent Daret and her First Colonel Anthylea.”

Andro bowed his head slightly to Saydia who was looking at him intently. “My sincere apologies Sovereign Regent. My father is correct and I did not check before initiating this type of communication.” Andro looked at his father. “Father you…”

Martin held up his hand. “I’ll deal with it.” He stated knowing what Andro was going to say. “I’ll explain it to them.”

Saydia looked at him. “Explain what?”

Andro looked at his mother in the projection and his face broke into a smile as he looked into her matching azure blue eyes. “Medwaw.” He spoke affectionately.

Aricia’s eyes were just as bright and her smile just as dazzling. “Aur Ketos.” She said as Martin turned to Saydia once more.

“Are you open to new things?” Martin asked her almost casually a small smile on his face.

“What… what do you mean?” Saydia asked. “Will this affect us somehow?”

Martin sighed heavily. “Because of the way this happened and the power needed to do it, you, Anthylea and Drenia will now have a limited Etheric resonance and the ability to use it.”

“What?” Anthylea gasped with wide eyes. “You mean like you and the Queens?”

Martin shook his head quickly. “Not on as deep a scale, no.” He answered her. “That couldn’t happen unless one of us bites you and the virus within us floods your system. You will be able to…” Martin shook his head once more. “Anse Andro…!”

“Father this is important!” Andro told him. “We need your advice and you may wish to call for the Feravomir and Wayonn. This has to do with…”

Murano spoke for the first time now. “Martin this has to do with the Scourge.” He stated. “We need to speak with you.”


“…you sure Murano?” Wayonn asked.


Saydia and Anthylea were standing close to Aricia, still holding onto her arms. Her presence was a steadying balance for them since this was so new. Martin had indeed called for the woman they knew as Helen and Wayonn. The moment they entered the Etheric Booster Communication, they felt the massive influx of power and Aricia had gripped them tightly. She had apparently told Helen and Wayonn that they had been included in the transmission by accident and they had entered the Etheric projection slowly so as not to make too much of a disturbance. For Saydia Daret, it was the most fascinating experience she had ever been part of in her life. Nothing could compare to this, and while Drenia seemed to be tolerating it, she and Anthylea were relishing in this new and exciting instant. It was one of those moments in your life that you could never have imagined and Saydia was soaking it up. Whatever they were talking about was taking place far from here and did not concern the Tasmor, or so she thought, so instead she simply watched Martin Leonidas’ sons. Saydia had seen large predators on the worlds the Tasmor occupied, and both of these young men moved exactly the same way. There was a confident and lethal grace to their movements, a sense of purpose that told everyone around them that they would not bother you if you did not interfere with them. If you did, then they would kill you in a most violent way. They exuded the same confidence and the same aura of leadership that their father had and they were so young. She took note that Androcles was taller than Dorian, but only slightly so, but he was much more thickly muscled. The definition was exquisite even under the loose clothes they both wore, but it was Andro’s eyes that caught and held her attention. They were identical to his mother’s beautiful eyes, yet they were so much more alive and dancing with the light. For a fleeting instant Saydia found herself thinking what a Tasmor child with eyes like his would look like since most Tasmor were born with dark eyes. Her daughters Emylea, Rena, Faydia and Inara were exceptions to this rule she knew, as she was, but their eye color did not match the bright, near glowing eyes of Androcles Leonidas.


Saydia shook her head and pushed these thoughts aside and began to take more of an interest in what they were discussing. She watched as the older man in the transmission nodded his head.


“Yes.” Murano answered. “Our plan is excellent and so far we have seen no signs of any Scourge even remotely in the area. We are only a few hours from the station now. Armen has SPARTA'S WRATH shrouded and moving in a similar pattern half a light year behind us. We have the Darastrixi ships on long range sensors and just as Andro instructed they have broken off the transports and two warships to move for the new coordinates he gave to them.”


“The cache is intact?” Wayonn asked now.


Murano nodded again. “The Worker Drones we sent ahead have just started to broadcast back to us and they are seeing no signs of activity. They will not begin to power the station’s areas until we are almost there, but from the images Sadi and the others have seen, the station has been deserted for centuries. Even millennia.” 

Martin looked at his sons. “You didn’t tell me you were going to go into Scourge space boy!” He snarled looking directly at Andro.


“It was the quickest and most efficient way to retrieve Laren and Ladur.” Andro replied. “You know that we could not leave them.”


“I know that!” Martin snapped. “But we have felt them Andro. You know this. They seemed to have stopped for now, but we don’t want to nubous provoke them! Not when we don’t know why.”


Andro nodded. “I know father.” He told him. “Laren is reasonably sure they do not know anything yet. The Darastrixi elders protected her and Ladur viciously and they are certain that no knowledge of their existence came out. The Scourge don’t know what they are father and if what Murano says is true then we still have a big advantage.”


“The Queen was no military leader Martin.” Murano spoke. “She was a Praetorian Mage. And to Xaxon no less. He would not have shared his military knowledge with her in any sort of fashion. Considering what he did to her, I don’t believe that he even cared for her at all. He most likely considered her a nuisance. This could also account for her hatred for us.”


Wayonn looked at Martin. “Murano is correct Martin.” He said evenly. “He always had her doing ridiculous things in order to keep her away from him. Probably to hide what he was truly doing. Many of us scorned him for treating her in such a way, but no matter what we did he never changed.”

“Where are you sending them?” Martin asked.

“That is what I needed to talk to you about.” Andro answered. “I can’t send them back to the Alpha Quadrant. There is too much turmoil there with the Kavalian War and Tenna Deia does not need the added pressure of hiding them.”


Martin nodded. “Agreed.” He said.


All of them felt the powerful Etheric resonance fill the connection and they turned as Tobia moved into the cone of the transmission. “Send them to Artaaya.” She spoke calmly, though her voice faltered as she looked upon Murano.


Murano’s eyes grew wide and he came forward. “Tobia!” He gasped.


Martin looked at her and motioned her forward with his head. “Go ahead.” He told her.


Tobia stepped up beside Martin as she stared at Murano. He looked even more handsome than she remembered him and his features were even more lean and developed. She felt the tears well up in her eyes and then they were rolling down her cheeks as she smiled at him.


“Murano.” She managed to choke out the word.


“Tobia… why did… why did you not tell me?” Murano stammered. His voice held no anger or discontent in it she noticed and this made Tobia’s heart grow happy. She thought he would be angry for not telling him and that he would hate her.


“I did not… I did not want to pressure you into something that you could not commit too.” Tobia answered. “You were so torn and filled with shame that…”


Murano moved closer, almost standing in front of her in the transmission now. “She is so much… she is so much like you Tobia.” He spoke with a smile. 


“She has your stubborn streak.” Tobia told him.


Murano smiled now and they could all see his eyes were moist. “Yes, yes she does.” He said softly. He blinked several times and looked back to where Andro and Dorian were watching. All of them saw Andro nod his head to him and smile. Murano turned back to Tobia. “I have never held to anything tighter to my heart than I did my love for you Tobia. I did not want to…”


Tobia stepped forward until she was almost touching the Etheric projection of Murano. “I know Murano my love.” She said softly seeing his eyes grow wide at her words. “I know.”


“Mari is… she is a Praetorian Tobia.” He said. “She…”


Tobia nodded. “I know that too.” She told him. “She is well?”


Murano nodded his head. “She has become wife to Deion Leonidas Tobia.” He said and all of them could detect the note of pride in his voice. “She has become like him!”


“You knew?” Tobia asked in surprise.

“My own stupidity may have blinded me to my love for you, but once I discovered Mari was…” Murano stopped and he looked at Martin. “Her face and eyes hold a light within them that I have never seen before Martin. Your son loves her until it takes her breath away. Thank you.”

Martin shook his head holding up his hands. “I had nothing to do with that.” He stated with a grin. 


Murano looked back to Tobia. “Tobia we…” He began. “I want what I never thought I deserved Tobia. I want to be… I want to be a family. If you… if you will have me.”


Tobia shuddered gently now and they watched as Saydia moved up behind her and took her shoulders. Tobia’s hands went to hers and squeezed as she looked at Murano. “I will have you Murano.” She said with a strangled voice. “I have never stopped wanting you Murano my love. Never!”


Murano’s face brightened when he heard that and he smiled more than anyone had ever seen him smile before. “We will be there soon Tobia.” He told her. “I will hold you in my arms once more and I will never let go again.”


“You had better not!” Tobia told him with an equally large smile. It took her a moment to regain her composure and she turned her head to share a kiss with Saydia not caring who saw. It was a kiss of thanks and friendship and caring. She looked at Martin once more. “Send them to Artaaya Martin. They will be safe there.”


“What about…?” Martin began to ask.


Tobia shook her head. “We have come a long way from those times Martin.” Tobia told him. “Most have learned to leave the past where it belongs, and many know of the deaths the Darastrixi suffered when they fought this order. Those who died trying to protect our people. This is not something that will ever be forgotten.”


Martin nodded slowly and looked at Andro. “Andro?”


“I will see to it father.” He said.


“Get Laren and Ladur and get here quick boy.” Martin told him. “We’re gonna need you son. Outnumbered takes on whole new meaning with what is coming at us.”

“Father, only the 82nd and the Durcunusaan Scout Ready Brigade is travelling with me on SPARTA'S WRATH and the KINDRED SOUL. I can send the Durcunusaan Division on to you now if you wish.” Andro spoke. “We won’t need them out here and all missions in and around Vanari space are complete.”


Martin nodded his head. “Do it son.” He said. “MJOLNIR’s HAND, NORMYA’s LIGHT and the SPIRIT arrived with their Strike Wings yesterday and I will pull their detachments.”


“Father…” Andro spoke again and Martin lifted his head to meet the eyes of his oldest son. “Why have you not hit this ship yet? I have studied what you sent to me, and a coordinated attack with the ARIZONA and the ARC ROYAL and their Wings could severely damage this ship enough to stop it. Or at the very least damage it enough to slow it down. If you combine the Pralor ships and the Strike Wings of MJOLNIR’s HAND, NORMYA’S LIGHT and the SPIRIT OF HADARIA you could do it.”


Martin shook his head. “The risk is too great.” He answered. “We’d have to fight off the forty odd warships that they have protecting this thing and then…”


“Father!” Andro snapped causing Martin to look at him once more. “It is not like you to let these monsters continue on unmolested or unchallenged. What are you not telling me?”


Martin felt everyone shift their eyes to him and he looked around slowly. Only Danny and Wayonn were not looking at him, they were simply looking at the floor. Everyone else was staring at him and he felt the tug on his arm and turned his head to look into Aricia’s beautiful eyes.


“Beloved?” She spoke softly. “What is it?”


Martin sighed and shook his head. He turned to look at Wayonn. “Tell them Wayonn.” He spoke.


“Martin…” Wayonn began.


Martin shook his head. “I should have known better than to try and hide it from him.” Martin jerked his thumb at Andro. “He’s too much like me. Tell them. It would have come out eventually when we started asking for volunteers.”


“Volunteers for what?” Murano asked now.


Wayonn looked at Murano and pushed off the table he was leaning against. “Your sister Yuriko discovered something during her scans.” Wayonn spoke now. “It was deep within the bowels of the ship and she did not have any idea what it was. She forwarded it to us in one of her reports several weeks ago. Kasdan knew right away what it was. Your father, Uncle and I have been fine tuning a plan ever since.”


“A plan for what?” Andro asked now as his face became concerned.


“The Svorag Mother Ship, for lack of a better definition to describe it, is using a Pralor engineered Reverse Fractal Quantum Dark Matter power core.” Wayonn told him.


Only Murano and Andro knew what he was speaking about and both of them stepped closer in the transmission. “Wayonn no!” Murano gasped.


“I thought… I did not think Dark Matter could be harnessed in any way.” Andro spoke. “When the WIMPS meet they destroy one another.”


Wayonn nodded. “Unless they were asymmetric. Our scientists discovered a way to alter Dark Matter WIMPS during the First and Second Scourge War so that they were asymmetric and therefore the WIMPS would not destroy one another when they collided. According to Kasdan and his history files it was tested once and the ensuing explosion killed over a hundred of our most promising scientists and wiped out the equivalent of three city blocks. The program was canceled and the materials destroyed. Or so they all thought.”

“Are you saying the Svorag completed the program?” Murano asked.


Wayonn nodded slowly. “We don’t know how they got the details to the program but they have managed to fashion a crude Asymmetric Dark Matter power core that is operating on that ship.”

“Lorendo?” Murano asked.


Martin shook his head. “No… Kasdan doesn’t believe this is Lorendo’s doing. If the records are accurate and we have no reason to think they aren’t, he wasn’t even part of the program on a peripheral level. They got it from somewhere else.”


 “Where?” Andro asked.


“That doesn’t matter right now.” Martin said. “What does matter is if Yuriko’s sensor scans are accurate the thing is as unstable as all hell. If we attack that thing without shutting down the core first, it will probably cause an overload.”


“And if it overloads?” Aricia asked now.


Andro looked at his father with wide eyes. “It will cause a Black Hole to form within the ship. A massive Black hole and it will…”


Wayonn nodded. “Kasdan estimates it would be the largest Black Hole ever recorded in anyone’s history and it would be powerful enough to destroy every form of life in most of this Quadrant. The gravitational flux would be so powerful it would drag planets from hundreds of light years away into its core, destroying them and all life on them. Artaaya, Honelze, Nepneu, all of the Tasmor worlds, the Kintaur and most of the less developed species. Everything would be killed.”


“Nubou lae!” Andro gasped.


Martin nodded his head. “That’s about what I said son.” He told him. “Getting sucked into the largest Black Hole in the universe is most definitely not the way I want to go.”


Andro looked at his father. “A surgical strike?” He said softly.


Martin nodded his head. “Two teams, assault from two different sides, with the purpose of shutting the core down. Once it is shut down then I can blow it straight to hell. Danny, Wayonn and I have most of the details worked out and Kasdan has just about finished a way to shut it down. We’re close, but not there yet.” 

“Father, send for more troops then.” Andro told him quickly. “We have time. If we need to do this before we destroy the ship then we need to hold Honelze.”

Martin shook his head. “Yes I know, but no, I won’t pull more troops from where they might be needed. Pian is going to occupy most of their forces once he ramps up the pressure, but Keleru is a sneaky bastard and I’m not taking any chances with his hairy ass.” Martin looked at his son. “Iama’s father is preparing the defenses around Honelze with his Pride and a whole bunch of Pralor security Forces. Akor’dris and Bae’diraz are giving them extra Drow training and they are taking to it like a fish to water.”


“How many can you field father?” Andro asked him.


“Including the 82nd with you and whatever else we can scrape together…” Martin looked at him. “Just over two hundred thousand.” Martin grinned. “With another five hundred thousand and our air power we could clean their clocks on the ground or at the very least, hold them long enough to shut down the core. As it stands now, it’s iffy.”


“Can the people of Honelze fight?” Dorian asked.


Murano looked at Dorian. “Most of them are simple miners and farmers Dorian.” He answered without any malic in his voice. He turned back to Martin. “But if you ask them Martin, they will fight. Honelze has become their home and we Pralors are tired of running away from our homes. Reach out to them now. Have people sent there to train them. Even a few weeks of training can be better than nothing.”


“I agree Martin.” Tobia echoed Murano’s words. “We need to tell them. We cannot wait until the last minute like when our Empire fell. Tell them what they are facing… what we are facing and they will fight.”

“I have gone over the defensive plan you sent father.” Andro spoke again. “Carina as well while she transits to Manne with Moneus and her Command Team. Murano and Lady Tobia are right and Carina would recommend it right away and you know this. Even if you are only able to train a few thousand of them, they can release our Spartans to fight and take over the security duties.”


Martin nodded his head. “I don’t really have much of a choice do I.” He said.


Aricia stepped up beside him now. “No we don’t Beloved.” She said softly.


Martin nodded his head again. “Ok… what ship is she on?”


Andro smiled. “RAVEN’S WINGS.” He answered.


“Imror’s ship?” Martin asked with wide eyes.


Andro nodded his head. “Admiral Ceneu cut loose his entire BIP. They should be getting to Manne by tomorrow sometime.”


“That man just does not know when to stay away from us does he?” Martin said with a shake of his head.


“His wife told Carina that he enjoys the excitement too much.” Andro said.


Martin nodded his head as his spirits lifted somewhat. If he was going to die fighting, then he would do so surrounded by those who thought like he did and would fight to the last breath in their bodies. “Ok… I’ll speak with Carina and see what other surprises we can put together. I’ll also send her what Danny and I have put together for the assault on this Mother Ship. Get your asses in and out without causing trouble son. I need you and your team with me and my group on this. We’re the only ones with the training to pull it off.”


Andro nodded his head. “As it stands now, we will have Laren and Ladur within thirty-six hours and then we will turn for your location.”


“Don’t stop to sight see you hear?” Martin told him with a smile.


“We won’t father.”


“Murano…” Wayonn spoke now. “If you… if you encounter any Scourge you can leave none alive to warn the others of us.”


Murano nodded his head confidently. “I know Wayonn.” He spoke. “And we won’t, you know that.”


“We’ll be bringing some surprises of our own father. “Androcles spoke again. “You will like them if what Murano tells me is true.”


“Do they go boom?” Martin asked with a twinkle in his dark brown eyes.


Murano chuckled. “Oh yes.” He said. “Very large booms.”


“I like big booms.” Martin said.

VENTORI

SAYDIA DARET’S PRIVATE QUARTERS


“…Were concerned Sovereign Regent, for your safety, after we heard of the Kintaur attack and the subsequent....” The Chief of the Tasmor Defense Ministry spoke from the table. “Captain Drenia was not very forthcoming with details.”


Saydia nodded her head as she looked at the nine remaining members of the Tasmor Quorum, minus herself and Perlyea. “I ordered her to be vague for a reason.” She said. “And there was no attack after we arrived. The Kintaur found something that they liked more than battle.”


“What was this?” The woman asked.


Saydia smiled. “Living.” She answered simply.


The Chief of the Tasmor Defense Ministry was someone who Saydia had grown up with for many years. They were very close friends and had no qualms about sharing information and knowledge with each other through the years. Seran Echen was a truly loyal friend to Saydia and the two women were often seen about within the many markets in the capital of Visay on Danerav their homeworld. Seran was also one of the more forward thinking Tasmor. Someone who believed that the Tasmor needed to change with the times as they grew as a people.


“They do seem to care about this very much.” Seran stated. “The vile dogs.”


“I am sure all of you have seen the reports that Captain Drenia has been sending on my orders.” Saydia spoke. “It is time we made the first of many decisions in the upcoming weeks and months.”


“You should return to Danerav Sovereign Regent, so that we may properly debate these things that you have discovered.” Another Tasmor spoke now.


Saydia shook her head. “I will not be returning just yet Vesara Athcer.” Saydia told them. “I am still in talks with the Lycavorian Queens over many things and I cannot leave yet.”


“You are the Tasmor Sovereign Regent and you should not be mingling with these new Lycavorians.” Vesara spoke. 

“I am in no danger whatsoever.” Saydia told them.


“How do we know that?” Another woman spoke now.


“Ardal Kaend, you have known me almost as long as Seran.” Saydia spoke. “You have served as the Tasmor Chief Engineer for over two hundred years. Do I look under duress to you? In any way?”

“Well… no.” The woman answered.

“Because I am not.” Saydia said. “I have been treated with the utmost respect and honor among these men and women. The building I am now in are private quarters built just for me. The other Tasmor with me have a large and spacious building as their own, nothing luxurious by any means but very comfortable and workable. You have not seen what these people have done in only a few short days. They have erected what amounts to a small city here on Ventori. Portable buildings, power, computers, it is quite amazing.”


“This brute and self-proclaimed Lycavorian King threatened to kill you and everyone with you!” Vesara snapped.


“That brute as you call him, he shielded us from the Kintaur when they arrived here in force looking to capture or kill us! He imposed his own ships in defense of ours! He told them if they wanted us they had to go through him! And there is nothing self-proclaimed about his status as the King of the Lycavorians. I have seen their history files and I have seen the way the Ventori Lycavorians have treated him.” Saydia looked at the nine women. “All of you know me. You know I am not easily impressed, but what I have seen here these last days is wondrous in nature.”

“They wish to take our entire Lycavorian work force.” Vesara spoke. “The ore from the mines will cease. We will have to return to automated mining and this is not as efficient. This is one of the stipulations we had with the Lycavorians from Ventori Saydia. You know this.”


“The Lycavorians who we rescued from Ventori offered this to us and all of you know that.” Saydia told them. “It was never a stipulation of us helping them. They wanted to repay us for what we did and this was the way that they could. I will not allow this selfless act to be used against them.”


“You…”


“I am Sovereign Regent of the Tasmor people!” Saydia barked angrily growing impatient with them. “I will decide how we will proceed! That is how it has always been and that is how it will remain until such time as the Tasmor Quorum can vote to change our laws and do so successfully and with the full support of our people! As is our law!” Saydia moved closer to the monitor. 
“Listen to me all of you, they have already offered medical knowledge and equipment decades more sophisticated than anything we have ever seen. Perlyea is now working with Queen Anja, she is only half wolf, and she is also Hadarian. A species of healers within their Union and her skill and knowledge is majestic to say the least. They have already discovered why our people have been taken by the creatures that have plagued us these last few years. They are called Svorag. In just five days here we have discovered more than we have in centuries!”
“You are among other species as well?” One Tasmor asked stunned.

Saydia nodded her head. “A dozen different species just that I alone have seen. Our people speak of others on their ships in orbit above that I have not seen. The Lycavorians are not the only ones within their Union my friends, and it is vast. Over nine hundred worlds and nearly thirty-three trillion lifeforms form their Union. And Martin Leonidas is their King!”
This news brought all of them up short for they had never heard of such an extensive Empire anywhere.


“Saydia what about weapons?” Seran asked. “Engines and shields for our ships? What about these things. These are what we need.”


Saydia nodded her head. “I know Seran, and this can still be discussed, but first…” she lifted her hand and held up the data pad. “This is the first official medical report Perlyea has submitted since meeting the Lycavorians. It officially states that the Gene Therapy treatments she and her staff developed from the willing Lycavorian donors are a complete success. They worked!” Saydia saw their eyes go wide at this news as she knew they would. “Queen Anja has confirmed this with Perlyea at her side and conferring with her through the entire process. According to Perlyea, Anja said it was never a matter of if it would work, it was only a matter of when. It seems it takes different times with different species and their genetic makeup, but she assures me that the Tasmor will lose none of their dominance. The therapy is just that and any Tasmor who wish to take the treatment will be allowed to do so. Even when the treatment is complete, the changes that will have occurred will amount to only two percent of the Tasmor genetic framework. It is all very confusing for me but you will be able to read the whole report in full when you arrive.”


“Arrive?” Seran gasped now.  


Saydia nodded her head. “King Leonidas has graciously offered the use of one of his best ships to come to Danerav and pick all of you up and bring you here.” Saydia told them. “I have accepted. I believe once you see what I have seen you will think as I do.”


“Sovereign Regent this is highly unusual.” Ardal spoke.


Saydia nodded. “I know, but it is also the only way to insure that you and I have the same information and make our decisions based on this.” She told them. “If, for whatever reason, you chose not to get on that ship, which will arrive in eight hours roughly, then I will take that as your resignation of your position on the Quorum and move to have your replacement chosen as soon as possible.” Saydia saw the looks of astonishment on their faces and she smiled at this.
 
“Someone tried to kill me; and not just me, but two of my own daughters as well! My youngest daughters! The Kintaur knew we would be here, and they knew we would respond to the distress call. I am going to find out how and who betrayed me and my daughters and was willing to hand them, and me, to the Kintaur.” Saydia lifted another data pad. 
“This is my first decision after receiving and reviewing Perlyea’s full report on the Gene therapy treatments. As of right now, I am fully abolishing the Tasmor law that dictates to me who must share my bed. I will no longer take males who I have no feelings for into my bed simply to meet some archaic law about the advancement and continued dominance of our people. If you had seen what I have seen in just these last days you would see how laughable this law is in the face of what is out there among the stars.” 
This caused Anthylea to look at her with huge eyes and a stunned expression on her face as she listened to Saydia continue and her heart raced with adoration and love at the words that came from her lips next. 
“I am also issuing this very same decision for every Tasmor Breeder among our kind, including my own daughter Faydia. They will now be able to choose who they take into their bed and have children with and love. This will no longer be dictated by some silly need to keep our species strong. Perlyea’s report states that all Tasmor can take this Gene treatment as I have told you and we will never have to worry about the Tasmor vanishing from the stars. Do not fight me on this, for if need be I will take it directly to our citizens and you all know how they will respond.” Saydia looked up at them. “My second decision based on this very same report is this… I am officially announcing my Union to First Colonel Anthylea Tomar. After what I have seen out here, I will no longer deny myself the love and emotion that is rightfully mine. That is the right of every Tasmor regardless if they are a Breeder or not. I have loved Anthylea with all my heart for years now and I will not hide this anymore. If you do not like it, I do not care. That is how it will be from now on.”

Saydia lowered the data pad and looked at their shocked expressions. “There are many more changes that we will need to institute if the Tasmor are to survive the coming years. We can either make them together, in the best interests of our people, or I will leave all of you behind and go directly to our people and do what they wish.” She told them firmly. “I will meet you when you all arrive for we have much to do.”

Saydia switched off the monitor before they could respond and took a deep breath before she turned to look at Anthylea who stood there dumbstruck. Saydia’s eyes filled with love as she looked at her. “Now we will see who is serious about the advancement of our people.” She told her.
“Saydia you…” Anthylea could not find the words and Saydia stepped right up to her.

“Did you think for an instant that once Perlyea discovered this and told me that I would let it pass?” Saydia told her. “This knowledge is huge Anthylea. It will have an enormous impact on our people.”

“I know but…” Anthylea stammered.

Saydia reached up and caressed her cheek with her long fingers. “I have loved you from the day you entered my life Anthylea Tomar. Now… now the only one who will share my bed is you. Now the only children I will bear will be our children.”

Anthylea did the only thing she could really think of at that moment and she pulled Saydia into her arms and kissed her with every ounce of passion and desire she had within her. Since meeting Saydia Daret, she had only ever wanted one thing and that was now hers. Saydia melted into her arms and responded to the kiss with equal fervor. It was a long, passionate kiss that lasted for several moments before Saydia pulled away with a flushed look to her cheeks. She reached up and traced Anthylea’s moist lips with a smile. 

“We have more to do today my love.” She said softly. “But tonight I want you to take me in every way possible that your mind can imagine.”

Anthylea smiled sexily. “That is quite a bit you know.” She said lustfully.

Saydia laughed and kissed her quickly. “Good.” She slid her hands down and took Anthylea arms. “Come… it is time to usher in the future of our people and it begins with us.”

VENTORI COMMAND CENTER

“Exactly when were you going to share this information?” Helen barked at Martin from across the table. 



Martin sat with Danny and Wayonn on either side of him, Anja, Aricia and For'mya on the right of Danny. Kasdan and Tobia were sitting beside Wayonn. The holographic image of Carina Leonidas was beside Kasdan on his right, the emitter allowing for them to see her sitting at whatever table she was sitting in front of on RAVEN’S WINGS. Yuriko was beside her, transmitting from OMEN THREE in a similar transmission cone.

“What was I supposed to tell everyone?” Martin spoke now. “Oh, by the way, we can’t destroy this planet killing ship because if we fire at it, the ship’s really nasty Dark Matter Core will blow up and form a Black Hole that will kill all of us anyways?”


“Martin you…” Helen began to retort but he leaned forward and looked directly at her.


“Helen, I didn’t tell anyone because I didn’t know what to do.” He spoke calmly.


This caused Helen to pull up short and stop her words, blinking in surprise. “What?” She finally gasped.


“I didn’t know what to do.” Martin said more gently now. “Jesus, I’m not all knowing! Do you think we want to go aboard that thing and wander around with all those fuglies trying to eat us?”

Everyone saw Danny shake his head quickly. “I know I don’t.”


“Of course not!” Helen hissed back. “But anse un Martin! You are King!”


Martin rose to his feet angrily. “I know that!” Martin barked out. “Someone reminds me of that every fucking day! I am no better than the next man or woman who picks up a weapon and fights! The day someone tries to put me on a pedestal, I am done!”


“Martin you…” Helen began but Wayonn closed his hand over her arm.


“He is right Helen.” He said softly.


Helen looked at the table and shook her head. “You are so much like your father that it drives me utterly insane!” She snapped.


“I’m going to take that as a compliment.” Martin told her with a grin.


“You are an insufferable midaeus!” Helen barked at him.


Martin nodded his head. “I know.”


Carina Leonidas took this moment to lean forward in her chair from the RAVEN’S WINGS. “Feravomir, it is a sound plan and it can be done. Androcles has already proven this and been successful.”


“I know that child, but your brother is just as downright reckless and stupid at times as your father.’ Helen spoke. “Sometimes more so.”


Carina smiled in the transmission. “Well, I can’t debate that.” She said causing Martin to look at her in the transmission with wide eyes. “But they are also the only ones who could pull it off.”


“Is this really the only way Lover?” Anja asked him now.


Martin shook his head slowly and returned to his chair. “We’ve been tossing ideas back and forth for a couple of weeks now Anja. We just don’t see any other way around it. If we don’t manually deactivate that core, we can’t touch the ship.”


“There is no way to do it by remote?” For'mya asked now.


Kasdan was the one to shake his head and look at For'mya. “For'mya, I have run dozens of simulations and none of them have been successful. We can’t predict what kind of security surrounds the core, what sort of defensive measures they will have in place around the core, and there is no way to guess what type of computer encryption we will encounter. The variables are just too many to attempt a remote shutdown.”


“You can shut it down if you are in front of it though right?” Aricia asked him.


Kasdan nodded his head without hesitation. “Yes. And with Mari with us, bypassing security overrides will be child’s play. She is a genius in Computer Algorithms and Mutating Numerical Viruses. From there it is just a matter of tapping into the core and shutting down the individual systems in the correct order. Yuriko has been able to get some very detailed scans of the core chamber and the equipment they are using. It is crude, but very effective, and only a brute force attack will work. I have designed the computer program already and now I am just tweaking it. Once Mari arrives we can determine the final activation sequences and the steps needed to initiate the shutdown.” He looked around. “But we have to be plugged into the main engineering computer of the ship, and so far we don’t know which Pralor Computer System is operating the engineering systems or if it is a combination of several. The only way to correctly determine that is to be in front of it.”


“And we have to be correct.” Martin said.


“If you aren’t correct?” Helen asked.


Martin looked at her. “Then it won’t matter, for any of us. No one will survive this thing if it overloads Helen. No one. Not even germs.”


“What happens when you shut it down Beloved?” Aricia asked.


“We jettison it out of the ship.” Martin spoke. “And then For'mya, Tina and Endy snag it with the STRIKER.”


“Me?” For'mya gasped.


Martin grinned. “What… you didn’t think I was going to do this without the very best people I have do you?” He spoke. “Anja and Aricia are part of our team and you, Tina and Endy are going to get us there and then grab this thing when we spit it out.”


“What do we do with it when we have it?” For'mya questioned him with wide eyes. “I don’t envy dragging a potential extinction level Black Hole along behind my ass you know.”


“And a beautiful ass it is.” Martin spoke with a grin.


“Carians Lover…” Anja declared. “We’re talking about an extinction level event here and you are fantasizing about For'mya’s ass!”

Martin looked at her. “Yours and Aricia’s too, if it makes you feel any better.” Martin told her with a wide smile.

“Pervert!” Anja exclaimed softly.


“Mother you would only need to get it out of the immediate area.” Carina spoke once more a smile lingering on her face at their antics. “Half a light year at most. It will be enough so that our capital ships can move in and systematically take this Mother ship apart.”

“We need to do this. We don’t have a choice.” Martin said now, everyone turning to look at him. “Even with Andro's troops and ships we are going to be hard pressed to hold them on the ground. The faster we take this thing down, the better off we will be, trust me.”

Helen met his eyes. “Why do you say that?” She asked.


Martin sighed heavily. “It’s going to be down and dirty on the ground. They will breach the walls. In order to do this, we have to wait until they begin to land troops. That way they will be distracted enough for us to get in almost unseen. The longer it takes us, the more troops they put down. It’s not going to be pretty folks, I won’t lie to you. We’re going to be pretty badly outnumbered.”


“I believe I may have a solution to your problem King Leonidas.” The female voice said causing all of them to turn and see Saydia and Anthylea standing beside Atropos.


Martin looked at Atropos as Aricia came to her feet. “Brother?” She asked. “This does not have to do with the Tasmor people.”


“Everyone needs to hear this arande.” Atropos said.


“Hear what?” Martin said. “Forgive me Sovereign Regent, but Tasmor ships will not be anything but cannon fodder in this battle. They just aren’t advanced enough.”

“But this does concern the Tasmor King Leonidas.” Saydia said. “If you fail, these monsters will eventually come for us, isn’t that right?”

Martin blinked and thought about that for a second. He finally nodded his head. “Yes I suppose they will.” He said. “I won’t allow you to put you people into harm’s way with those odds however.”

Saydia shook her head as she moved further into the room at Atropos’s urging. “I know our ships would not be of any use.” She answered. “I was thinking more of something else.”

“Like what?” Martin asked.

“One million seasoned Tasmor ground troops. All fully trained and tested in battle with the Kintaur.” Saydia answered. “That is the amount you said you needed in order to insure you don’t lose on the ground correct?”


Martin glanced at Anja and Aricia before moving around the table to stand in front of her.
“Please don’t take this question the wrong way, but why would you put that many of your people at risk to help us? You don’t even really know us.”


Saydia smiled brightly feeling happy and free for the first time in her life. “We… the Tasmor are not even close to you in technological advancements but…”


Martin held up his hand. “Sovereign Regent… committing troops to this battle will not encourage me to share our technology with you more than we already are. Too much new technology too fast is more often than not harmful to a people. It takes away the…”


“The satisfaction and purpose of discovering it for yourself.” Saydia spoke. “Yes… I agree. I am not asking for technology in return for troops.”


Martin glanced at Anja and Aricia before looking back to Saydia. “Then what are you asking for?”

“I have decided that I want my people to flourish.” Saydia said calmly. “Anja already started this when she helped Perlyea to discover that the gene treatment she developed with the help of your people from here on Ventori does work for the Tasmor. This discovery will allow my people to go into the future when not so long ago I did not think we had a future.”


“That doesn’t answer my question.” Martin said.


“I wish to petition you directly for inclusion into your Union.” Saydia said evenly seeing his eyes go wide. “I wish a future for my people as I told you, and that future must begin with allies. Allies that will help us to grow, but not seek to control us. Allies that will stand with us in times of need and who we can stand with in their times of need.”

Aricia rose to her feet now with equally wide eyes. “Saydia, pardon me, but I thought you said the Tasmor Quorum is not as open as many of those with you now. That they are more close minded and backwards than you and many of those who believe as you do. This is what you told Anja and I several days ago.”


Saydia nodded her head. “Yes I did, and that is true. Many of them are too set in their ways and only a show of trust and commitment to us would convince them. But I believe I know something that will persuade them that an alliance of friendship, cooperation and trust with your people holds the brightest future for our people. If you agree to it of course.”


“I don’t like being blackmailed.” Martin said.


Saydia shook her head quickly. “This is not what you think.” She stated quickly. “I still offer our assistance to you, the troops and whatever else you may require, regardless of what you decide, but this is the one way I know of that will show my people and the Quorum that we will be looked at as equals and not subordinate to a far away Empire.” Saydia said. “That we will have a say in everything just as your Union members do now. We are alone out here King Leonidas and we have had to become like we are in order to survive. That is not how I want us to go forward.”


“So what are you asking for?” Martin asked her in a neutral voice not sure what she was driving towards or if he would like it.


Saydia handed him the data pad. “This.” She replied.

