CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE
DARASTRIXETHE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT 
LEVXIERIV (ENCHANTRESS)

Dytin entered his bridge with Aviel and the others in tow. He ushered them over to the side and out of the way as he made for his command chair. “Report!” He barked out.


“Inidra, three IKLISS-Class Cruisers bearing 359 point 2 and closing.” The female voice replied immediately. “The KAPRAL is hailing us sir. This Yobhakcho Darrod Nilich is growing impatient.”

Dytin nodded his head as he sat down in his chair. “No doubt.” He spoke to no one in particular. “He always was intolerant of being kept waiting.” He turned to the woman who was his First Officer and perhaps his most trusted aide. “Nodra, did our transports make the jump?” He asked.


The female Darastrixi turned from the podium like control panel she stood behind and nodded her head. “Yes sir. Our escorts joined with them and then they all jumped away to the coordinates you gave.” She looked at her two monitors. “They should arrive within nine hours.”


Dytin nodded his head as he turned back. “Excellent. Let’s see what Yobhakcho Darrod has to say shall we. Put his communications through.”

“Stand by.” The male voice spoke now. “Transferring to main holo platform.”


The figure of the Darastrixi male came into existence then, his tan and brown scales healthy and stretched over a muscular figure. His orange hued eyes were narrow and slightly slanted inward giving him a stern look whether he wanted it or not. His eyes focused on Dytin as his end of the transmission came through to his ship. “Inidra Dytin.” He spoke.


Dytin smiled at him. “Yobhakcho Darrod, it has been a long time.”


“Yes it has.” Darrod spoke.


“What brings you all the way out here Darrod?” Dytin asked as he leaned forward in his chair. 


“You know why I am here Inidra!” Darrod snapped. “The Sulevfu Woiuewr has ordered that I assume your command and return all of your ships to Icarava. Koppentotz Aviel Em'mor and all those with you will be arrested and detained for questioning. All members of the Livaiji Sulevfu on our homeworld have been detained and are being questioned. You will order your other ships to return from where you sent them and then you will relinquish your chair to me.”


Dytin shook his head. “That will not happen Darrod and you know it.” He said calmly. 


“You defy the Sulevfu Woiuewr!” Darrod barked.

“I defy those who claim to lead our people with honesty and integrity.” Dytin spoke once more. “The Sulevfu Woiuewr have neither.”

Darrod looked at him with wide eyes. “What you speak of is heresy!”


“Heresy?” Dytin spat at him as he stood up. “Since when is it heresy to speak ill of the Sulevfu Woiuewr? When has it ever been wrong to question the decisions and dictates of your government? The government you trust to lead your people.”


“You do not question the Sulevfu Woiuewr General, you are inciting dissidence!” Darrod snapped. “You have stolen three warships and six transports! You have left Darastrixi space and are now within Disise space! You are in restricted territory! The treaty with the Disise states that we are not to enter any part of their territory! We…”


“Treaty?” Dytin snarled. “The Sulevfu Woiuewr did not sign a treaty, they capitulated to the Scourge out of fear! Fear of losing their positions of power! We allowed the Disise to butcher millions of Pralor men, women and children! On our homeworld! Those of us who protested this action and resisted were butchered by our own people! That is what the Sulevfu Woiuewr ordered done!”


“General, whatever history…” Darrod began to speak.


“Do not speak to me of history boy!” Dytin roared cutting him off and shocking even those members on his own bridge with the emotion that his voice carried. “You were not even a wet spot on your parent’s sheets when the Sulevfu Woiuewr ordered thousands of our own people to be executed! Their only crime was trying to protect those we called friends and allies! Do not dare speak to me of history Darrod Nilich, for you know not what you spew with your words.”

“I am under orders to return you and the other criminals Indira!” Darrod spat. “Do not force me to use measures which would make me disrespect you!”


“So we are criminals now are we?” Dytin snapped.


“You act in disregard for the dictates of the Sulevfu Woiuewr!” Darrod barked. “What do you call that?”


“I call that freedom.” Dytin answered. “To believe in something more than what the Sulevfu Woiuewr tells me I can.”


“What nonsense is this?” Darrod barked.


“The Lorsvek ar Sepas is upon us Darrod.” Dytin spoke. “The Dahakoan have returned and one day soon, the Sulevfu Woiuewr will answer to them for all that has happened.”


Darrod looked at him with wide eyes. “And you base this on the ramblings of priests from the Livaiji Sulevfu and the wild words of some insane Maiden female? Some child who thinks she is the reincarnation of mythical warriors from our history! Who is repaiup now General?” (Crazy)


Darrod was about to continue when he saw the petite female enter the transmission. His eyes grew wide when he saw Laren, her billowing black hair and astonishing blue eyes. He saw her uniquely scaled skinned and how it was unlike any Darastrixi he had ever seen in all his years. Her skin was enough to stop his words, but the fact that she had hair, that is what caused Darrod to blink several times in shock.


Dytin smiled at his expression and looked at Laren who stood beside him proudly. He turned his eyes back to Darrod and chuckled. “Be thankful you are not in front of us Darrod, for Laren here would probably not react well to being called a child.”


Darrod tore his eyes away from Laren and looked at Dytin. “Inidra Dytin, I implore you to reconsider what you are doing.” He stammered. “Whatever issues you have with the Sulevfu Woiuewr can be spoken of and resolved.”


Dytin shook his head. “No, they cannot.” He replied. “Not when they have those like you willing to do their bidding. Automations who do not think for themselves and have no faith. Those who will act on their orders no matter how wrong they may be. Not anymore.”


Darrod turned to the side in the transmission. “Prepare to fire weapons!” He barked angrily now. “You will target engines only!” He looked at Dytin once more. “I will stop you old man!”


Dytin shook his head sadly. “Ah… Darrod.” He said. “You were always so predictable.” He turned to look at Nodra. “Major?”


Nodra nodded her head quickly. “Ready sir.”


“Initiate.” Dytin ordered without pause as he turned back to look at Darrod. “When you have the years and experience to defeat this old man Darrod, please feel free to present yourself to me and we will test that theory. Now however, now you are still a child.”


Laren watched with smiling eyes and the lights on the bridge of Darrod’s ship began to flicker and the few control stations that she could see fluttered and went dark. Darrod turned back to look at Dytin as all power to his bridge went out and emergency lighting kicked in.


“What have you done?” He screamed.


“General…” Nodra called out. “All three ships have lost power to all systems except life support. They are adrift.”


Dytin nodded his head and returned to his chair with Laren standing beside him. “Very well. Helm, execute evasive pattern Jashi Five Two and then return us to our base course.”


“Helm confirms!” The voice barked.


Dytin looked at the transmission once more. “Your ships will regain power in roughly six hours Darrod. Long enough for us to leave you behind and continue on our way. Do not attempt to follow us Major Darrod. If by chance you bumble your way to finding us, you will not like the greeting you will receive should we meet again.”


“General you!” Darrod began to shout but Dytin touched the arm of his chair and the transmission went dark. He looked at Laren who was watching his face. “He always was an sisargh hofiba.” He said. (Arrogant fool)


“What did you do?” She asked in obvious delight.


Dytin smiled at her. “An old trick that was devised centuries ago that most of the younger generations never cared to learn.” He answered. “Every Darastrixi ship has its own command code. If you know the command code you can order the ship to do whatever you want remotely. It is quite useful.”


“You powered down their ships?” Laren gasped.


Dytin grinned. “Yes. Something that will positively drive Darrod insane with anger and something that will not work again I’m afraid. Let’s hope he is not smart enough to trace our course to the station. I doubt Dahakoan Androcles will be as delicate as I was.”

VENTORI

PRIVATE QUARTERS

SOVEREIGN REGENT DARET


“Me?” Namiri Daret almost shouted as she came to her feet. “I will do no such thing! Never!”


Saydia sat beside Anthylea on one of the couches in the private quarters erected for her and said nothing. The secure communications disc was active and there were three figures in the transmission that was currently operating. Seran Echen, Ardal Kaend and Vesara Athcer were those who sat in comfortable chairs in a private conference room aboard the Lycavorian Union VANGUARD MKII-Interdiction Cruiser. All of them still appeared somewhat in shock at being aboard a ship more advanced than any they had ever seen before, but this did not keep them from exploring what they could and asking as many questions as possible. As Saydia had found out, the only answers denied them were those of a sensitive military or technological nature, but aside from that they were like children in a new store. They were all treated as visiting royalty and Martin did not really know the respect this treatment brought to him among the Tasmor people. It was something that was natural for him to do anyway for he was not as politically dense as many took him to be. Though they had been on the ship for only a few hours, most of the Tasmor Quorum was still wandering the ship with their escort and taking everything in. Saydia had requested Seran, Ardal and Vesara to be in this transmission for the political nature. Seran was the Tasmor Defense Minister, Ardal the Engineering Minister and Vesara was the Chief Tasmor Law Minister. All of which came into play now with what Saydia had presented to Martin Leonidas and his Queens just last night.

“You are the youngest daughter to the Tasmor Sovereign Regent, Namiri Daret.” Vesara spoke evenly from within the transmission. “This was written into our law hundreds of years ago by your own Grandmother. She knew a political marriage must always remain an option for the Sovereign Regent. You have no say in the matter.”

“What?” Namiri gasped.


“It is true Namiri, though Vesara could have been kinder in her explanation.” Ardal spoke more gently knowing that this information did not sit well with her. Namiri and Emylea Daret had always been known as the two most popular, adventurous and forward thinking of the Sovereign Regent’s daughters.


“It is the law.” Vesara hissed. “What is there to be gentle about? If this is meant to be done, she must acquiesce and accept it.”


“I will not accept it!” Namiri barked. 


“The advantages of a political marriage to the Lycavorian heir are too numerous to count.” Vesara spoke once more. “These advantages for our people as a whole far outweigh your personal feelings in regards to this Namiri Daret.”


“Then you marry him!” Namiri spat at her. “I have no desire to become the wife of someone who I have never met and have no feelings for!”


“I have heard others talking about him mother.” Emylea spoke now as she took Namiri’s hand. “He already has six wives. They say he is crueler than his father. Why does this need to be? Have we not outgrown such things?”


“This is for the good of the Tasmor people! This is for our future! It does not matter what…” Vesara began to speak.


Saydia chose this time to rise to her feet and turn. “Thank you everyone.” She spoke forcefully, ending Vesara’s comment.


“Sovereign Regent you…” Vesara began once more.


“Will speak to you and the other Quorum members when you arrive!” Saydia snapped. “Thank you.” She looked at Anthylea who quickly leaned over and ended the transmission before Vesara could get wound up.


Saydia looked at Namiri as she moved closer to her. “Mother please tell me you are not considering this.” Namiri pleaded.


Saydia reached out and took her hands. “Emylea… leave us for a moment will you.”


Emylea hesitated for a moment and then turned to exit the building. Anthylea stood up from the couch and kissed Saydia’s cheek before following her. Saydia turned back to Namiri and smiled.


“Sit with me Namiri.” She said.


“Mother you…”


“Please daughter.” Saydia told her pulling her to the couch. Namiri settled to the couch next to her slowly and Saydia turned slightly to face her. She reached up and brushed some of Namiri’s dark brown hair from her face. She had streaks of light blond in her hair now, mainly because of her emotional state. “I have not been the mother to you that I should have been Namiri Daret, and for that I am so very sorry.”


Namiri looked at her with wide eyes. “Mother you…”


Saydia shook her head. “No, listen to me.” She said meeting her eyes. “I never wanted to lay with your father Namiri. Even as successful as he was, I just never cared for him in the least. It wasn’t like with your sisters. I was given time to know the men who would be their fathers, but with your father it was more expected of me because of his victories against the Kintaur. It wasn’t something I was given a choice in.” Saydia gazed at her lovingly. “Part of me resented you for this and I have not treated you as I should have treated you. This was never your fault. When I look at you now Namiri Daret, I see such beauty and life. You have your father’s skills and my brains. A deadly combination to say the least.”


Namiri stared at her mother in stunned silence. These were things she had never expected to hear from her. She knew the relationship between her mother and father was tenuous at best, but she never really knew why. She never spoke of it until now and her father had always spoken of her mother in genuinely kind words.

“Mother you don’t…”


“You have grown into a beautiful woman Namiri Daret and I am...” Saydia spoke. “I am so very proud of you and what you have accomplished.”

Namiri felt the tears well up in her eyes and she squeezed her mother’s hands. “Mother, I have never laid with a man. Only Vinara those few times and she… we both knew it was not going to last.”

Saydia nodded. “I know.” She said softly.

“Are you asking me to do this mother?” Namiri rasped out the words.


Saydia met her eyes and shook her head. “No.” She answered. “I will not ask this of you Namiri. I have no intention of allowing you to be forced do this because of some ancient law. I have started changing things Namiri and it has already begun. I have taken the first steps with Anthylea and Perlyea and the Breeders among our people. I will no longer adhere to laws and rules that have no place in this time.”

“Then why allow the Quorum to know that you presented this to King Leonidas?” Namiri asked.


“Tell me something daughter.” Saydia spoke. “You and Emylea have been among them longer than I, do you trust them? Truly trust them?”


Namiri nodded her head without hesitation. “Yes.” She answered. “They had to do none of what they have done for us Mother. Especially after what Perlyea did.”

Saydia nodded her head. “I know.” She said. “And I agree. Just being among them these last few days, it is almost as if a great weight has been lifted from my shoulders. They are sincere in their actions and I believe they genuinely consider our people friends.” Saydia smiled and her face became relaxed. “I believe Perlyea is also very infatuated with Anja. Almost as if she has discovered a kindred soul.”


Namiri looked at her with wide eyes. “You believe she has developed feelings for Queen Anja?”


Saydia nodded. “Possibly. She would never pursue anything without Aduna’s consent, Perlyea loves her too much, but Aduna has always relied on Perlyea in matters that concern both of them and if this is the case I don’t believe Aduna would disagree.”


“There could never be anything between them mother.” Namiri said. “Queen Anja, all of them, they are devoted to King Leonidas in a way I have never seen before. It is almost like…”


Saydia nodded her head. “Like they are all pieces of a puzzle that fit together perfectly.” She said. “I know… for this is what I feel for Anthylea as well.” Saydia shook her head quickly. “Perlyea would never do something, no matter what she may feel and I believe she has found a true friend in Anja and she knows it.”


“What do you want mother?” Namiri asked.


“I want our people to prosper and grow Namiri.” Saydia answered. “I want us to not fear walking among the stars or what we will discover. I believe we have found a future that could be so very bright with these Lycavorians and others who call this Union home. I want that future for you and your sisters Namiri and whoever you chose to share your lives with. Martin Leonidas and his people could be very powerful allies and friends and that is what we need at this moment.”

“So you want me to do this?” Namiri asked. “To become a wife to this Prince who I have never met? I would have to lay with him and his other wives mother. That is what the Queens do and I have heard his wives share a similar relationship.”


Saydia shook her head quickly. “No, I told you I will not subject my daughters to the same thing I grew to hate so much about our laws.” She said looking at her confidently. “That was never my intent Namiri, believe me. And trust me, after seeing the reaction from Martin Leonidas when I presented this to him, I believe it is not something they practice either. I offered the option to them because it was one of the strongest ways for me to show them that we are sincere in our actions. I want them to know we can be powerful allies.” She explained carefully. “It will also keep Vesara from bringing it up in meetings without me knowing she will go in that direction. I will not haggle politically with these men and women, they could have squashed us like bugs but they instead chose to be honest and direct with us. Just as I intend to be with them.”

Namiri felt relief wash over her and she quickly embraced her mother. “Thank you mother!” She gasped.


Saydia squeezed her as she had never squeezed her before, loving the feel of her daughter in her arms. She reached up and ran her fingers through Namiri’s dark brown hair, the blond streaks fading quickly. “I love you daughter.” Saydia whispered. “Never doubt that. And I will show this love to you forever more now. As I should have done for so many years.” She pushed Namiri back in her arms and saw the tears spilling down her cheeks. She reached up and brushed those tears away. “Once the Quorum arrives we will meet with King Leonidas. I want you to be there. He will dismiss this, we will dismiss this and then we can begin negotiations for our future.”

Namiri nodded her head quickly, her smile making her eyes glow with an almost surreal and unnatural brightness that Saydia loved. “Of course.” She stammered.


Saydia stood up. “Good. Now… now let’s gather Emylea and Anthylea and go to this Food Hall that they have established. I have not been there yet and I have heard our people say that the food is incredible.”


Namiri smiled brilliantly. “Emylea and I have eaten there every day. The food is very good.”


Saydia wrapped her arm around her daughter’s waist and they headed for the door. “Good.” She said. “Now that Anthylea and I are free to show our love for one another I will have to keep my strength up.” Saydia told her with a sexy smile. “She is very passionate.”


Namiri couldn’t help but laugh at the look on her mother’s face and she squeezed her tightly as they left the building. It was going to be an exciting life going forward and she relished the experiences to come.
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“…Know what he will tell me to do with this?” Martin snapped as Anja, Aricia and For'mya all sat at the table together and watched him rant and pace back and forth. To say they had been flabbergasted when Saydia presented it to them was an understatement. Martin was so flustered that they quickly called for some time to reflect on everything and Saydia had left them. All of them knew Martin had been up most of the night weighing the offer but unwilling to say what he felt. “He will tell me where to go, how to get there, and where to shove it when I get there! And he will probably do it in five different languages too!” 

“Seven Beloved.” Aricia said softly looking at him as Martin turned to face her. “He has finished learning two others since we last saw him if I understand correctly. The Nodon tongue and the ancient Folcani dialect from their southern continent. He does love his languages, as do all of our children.”


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Is that supposed to be funny?” He asked.


“I’m just saying.” Aricia spoke with a smile.


For'mya leaned forward. “Martin, are you considering this?” She asked. “We promised to never try to direct our children’s lives and we have adhered to that since Andro was born.”


Martin looked at them and sighed heavily as he sat down. “I won’t lie…” He told them. “Yes, I have considered it. One million Tasmor ground troops, regardless of their training level, this would be a huge relief to us.”


“The Svorag numbers really concern you don’t they Lover?” Anja asked.


Martin nodded his head knowing he could not lie to them. He leaned forward in the chair now. “Danny and I have been doing the numbers for days, we are the only ones with any real experience in Defense Force Composition.”


“And?” Aricia asked.


Martin shook his head. “Even with the additional forces Andro has with him, there is no way we can hold Honelze.” He told them. “The numbers just don’t add up. Every simulation I have had Avi run always ends up with us getting our asses handed to us in a big way.”

For'mya reached across the table and gripped his hand. “This is why you have not been sleeping isn’t it?” She asked softly.


Martin threw her a lopsided grin. “Kind of hard to sleep when you are looking at the prospect of becoming one of the fuglies. And seeing everyone you know and love either killed or turned into one of them. Sleep doesn’t really help, no.”


“And if you factor in the Tasmor troops?” Anja asked.


Martin met her eyes. “Having them man all the defensive posts and freeing up our people and General Koguth’s Pride gives us the extra added punch that puts us over the top. We can hit harder and last longer than the Tasmor and if the Tasmor are as good at defense as I have seen Namiri and the others are at offense, then that could very well be the tipping point.” Martin slid the data pad across the table in front of Anja and Aricia. “Avi ran the simulation last night with the Tasmor troops included. Sixty-seven percent less casualties and we eventually win out over their numbers because of our tactics.”


“And if we don’t have the Tasmor?” Anja asked.


“Ninety-two percent chance we all die or become a Svorag.” Martin told them. “Pleasant huh?” 


“Then send for more troops as Andro said Martin.” For'mya spoke.


Martin shook his head once more. “I won’t leave the Union thin.” He told them. “Keleru is just bold enough to try something even with Pian chopping at his heels. If that happens Deia already has instructions to turn General Vistr loose and have him kick the Kavalians in the balls so bad they run scurrying back to Cabelir. If he has to defend the Union he needs every Spartan he can get. I won’t pull from that.”

“Martin, at the very least you should discuss this with Androcles.” Aricia spoke now.


Martin rose to his feet as he was shaking his head. “No. I will not compromise my son’s integrity when it comes to the women he loves. I wouldn’t do it to my queens and I will not ask him to do it either. It would be an insult to each one of you if I did that and it would be an insult to Sadi and Carisia and all of them if I asked him to do it. Not to mention that Sadi and the others would probably want to cut my balls off for even suggesting it. I get the feeling they are almost as possessive as you guys.”

Anja smiled at him, her jade green eyes twinkling in the light. “Well, we know when we have a good thing and so do they.” She told him.

“Yes we do.” For'mya agreed with a smile as well.

“We don’t do political marriages and I am not going to start now.” He looked at them. “When he gets here we’ll figure something out. We’ll put our heads together and figure something out.”
Aricia got to her feet and moved over in front of him as Anja and For'mya slid their chairs closer together and began to read more of the data pad. “Beloved, go and have breakfast with Jezima and Meral.” She told him. “We will take care of this.”

“Aricia I…”

Aricia put a finger to his lips and leaned forward to nuzzle his chest. “Trust us Martin.” She said. “Go.”

Martin knew better than to argue with them and even at the mention of food his stomach growled. He finally nodded without a word and turned to move out of the Command Center. Aricia waited for him to exit before turning back to Anja and For'mya.

“He’s not telling us something.” She said softly as she moved back to the table. “And it has nothing to do with what is happening out here.”

Anja and For'mya looked at her. “Dysea said something to that effect before she left.” For'mya told them.

“It’s also why he isn’t sleeping well.” Anja told them. “Whatever he has got going on in there it’s taking up a lot of his thoughts.”
“He promised to never keep anything from us.” Aricia said.

“I don’t think this qualifies Little Wolf.” Anja told her. “Whatever it is, I don’t think it is personal in any way. It’s something else and I think he is still trying to figure it out himself before he tells us.”

Aricia nodded her head as she sat down. “And he would not tell us until he is sure of his mindset.” She added. She looked at her fellow Queens and dearest lovers and friends. “So what do we do about this?” She asked.
“Hold on a moment. I might have an idea.” Anja said as she reached for the small console on the table in front of her chair. She entered in a code and tapped it activating the small holo disc. “Perlyea?”
Perlyea’s face appeared in the small image and she looked surprised. “Anja? I thought you were on the surface?”

“I am with Aricia and For'mya now.” Anja said. “I have a question for you.”

“Of course, anything.” Perlyea answered.

“How much of your law do you know?” Anja asked her. “The details I mean.”

Perlyea looked at her slightly confused. “It is not my field of study really, so I never bothered to learn much of it. Why?”

Anja plugged the pad into the table. “Saydia gave this to us last night. It should be coming through now.” They watched as Perlyea turned from what she had been doing and moved to the small station beside her. They saw Duewa and others moving in the background in the SPIRIT’S research Lab. They had discovered that Perlyea was a very fast learner and though she didn’t know how to use most of the equipment in the SPIRIT’S Research Lab, she was picking things up very quickly. Anja had discovered a fast and loyal friend in Perlyea Kalrr, just as she had with Duewa and she had granted Perlyea almost unlimited access to the facilities on the SPIRIT OF HADARIA and Perlyea was taking advantage of it. As Perlyea viewed the screen her eyes grew wider and she turned back to look at them.

“Saydia gave this to you?” she gasped.

Anja nodded. “Last night?”

Perlyea shook her head. “Namiri will never agree to this.” She said almost immediately. “Namiri and Emylea are the youngest and most headstrong of Saydia’s daughters. The most likely to rebel against ancient Tasmor law like this. To my knowledge, Namiri has never been with a man either. There was… there was a young Tasmor woman who she spent some time with a few months ago, but never a male. I can’t believe Saydia would try to make her do this.” Perlyea’s eyes grew slightly wider and she looked at Anja in the transmission. “She is trying to show you that we are willing to do what is necessary for an alliance. It has to be!”
“I believe we have already established that Perlyea.” Aricia spoke now.

“Yes, I agree Aricia, but this must be an action by her to show the Tasmor Quorum that our commitment must be sincere.” Perlyea answered. “Using this would insure we are bound to the Union in a way no normal agreement or treaty would establish.”

“Perlyea, this is not something we practice.” Anja told her.

Perlyea blinked several times and shook her head. “But I thought, Martin has you and five other Queens. Your son has six wives. None of these… Anja are you saying that none of these were politically driven commitments?”
Anja shook her head. “No.” She answered. “Martin is very much against this type of politically driven agenda, as are the vast majority of our citizens.”

Perlyea looked embarrassed. “Forgive me, I did not…”

Anja laughed gently as did Aricia and For'mya. “Believe us, it is not something that we have not seen before Perlyea.” For'mya told her. “Most people who do not know us cannot understand how we could all love Martin Leonidas so completely. There are times when even we do not understand how it could be, only that it is. That is what matters to us.”

Perlyea nodded her head. “I believe I understand.” She said. “This is how it is with your son as well?”

Anja nodded her head. “Andro is so much like his father that it is scary at times.” She replied. “And to be honest, his wives are just like us.”

“Fascinating.” Perlyea said. “You will have to explain in more detail about this when we have the time.”

Anja looked at her. “Perlyea, will your Quorum allow this?” She asked. “The Tasmor committing troops to this fight?”

Perlyea shook her head slowly. “Without something in return, I doubt it.” She answered. “There are still a handful of hardliners on the Quorum that Saydia inherited from her mother’s rule. They have much influence. Saydia has battled them over many things and usually she has won out, but committing our troops without some sort of signed treaty or agreement with your Union will probably not happen.” 
“Even though the Svorag would ultimately come for the Tasmor?” Aricia asked. “At least that is what we all believe, yourself included.”

Perlyea shook her head. “Yes, I do believe that Aricia, but without something material to show the Union’s commitment to the Tasmor people, no, they will not commit troops to this fight regardless of what Saydia, I and others might tell them or the proof we could produce. They are politicians and unlike Saydia, Anthylea and myself, most have never served or fought in any engagement with the Kintaur or their cronies.” She replied honestly. Perlyea thought for a moment. “Saydia had to have known this and she definitely knew Namiri would not accept this so I don’t understand why she would present this to you.”

“Can your Quorum force Saydia or Namiri to do this?” Aricia asked.

“Namiri is the youngest of Saydia’s six daughters and Tasmor law does state that the youngest daughter of the Sovereign Regent must be made available for politically arranged marriages if they will benefit the Tasmor as a whole.” Perlyea answered. “I do not know the specific details to this, but Aduna would?”

“Aduna?” Anja asked.

Perlyea smiled brightly. “She is my… she is my partner.” She answered with a large touch of warmth in her voice that Anja detected right away. “We have been together for nearly three decades now. She commands a small Tasmor Commando unit that provides security for Quorum members when they travel, but her secondary specialty is Tasmor law. Not in any official capacity, but she is very knowledgeable. She is arriving with the Quorum in a few hours.”
Anja looked at For'mya. “When do we meet with them?” She asked.

“They arrive in four and a half hours.” For'mya answered. “The meeting was set for sixteen hundred hours.”

“Perlyea can you arrange it so we can speak with Aduna and yourself before we meet with Saydia and the Quorum?” Anja asked.

“Certainly.” Perlyea answered. “Why?”

“We need your troops Perlyea.” Aricia told her honestly. “Without Tasmor troops we will not win this fight and if we lose on Honelze then the Svorag will be free to return here to Ventori and then strike out for Tasmor worlds as well.”

“Our forces are well trained Aricia but we are not in the same class as your own Spartan soldiers.” Perlyea told her.

“In open combat perhaps not.” Aricia told her. “But in support and defensive positions they would free up our Spartans to do the actual fighting and we are better suited to this sort of combat.”

Perlyea thought about that for a moment and though she wasn’t a military person in any real way or purpose, the logic was very sound. She looked at them. “I will pull Aduna away when she arrives. Where should we meet you?”

“Martin will be with Jezima and Meral most of the day until the meeting.” Aricia stated. “Meet us at our personal quarters an hour before we are supposed to greet your Quorum. If we need more time, no one will question us. Our quarters have the only other QCR Relay on the ground. And we will need that.”

“Your communications relay?” Perlyea asked. “Why?”

“Because if we can’t get Sadi and the others onboard for what we have in mind then we are dead in the water.” Anja said. “They are just as possessive of Androcles as we are of Martin and they will need to agree with this in order for it to work.”

Perlyea smiled. “Interesting. I will enjoy seeing what the three of you come up with. I will bring Aduna to meet you shortly after they arrive.”

The transmission went dark and Anja sat back. “What do you think?” she asked Aricia and For'mya.

“I think we are treading in waters that very well may make us more enemies than we want if we are not careful.” For'mya stated. “Among our own family too.”

Aricia sat back in her chair. “Sadi will be the hardest to convince.” She said. “She is too much like me, and I would be hard pressed to agree to something like what we want to propose if it concerned Martin.”

“You wouldn’t be alone Little Wolf.” Anja said. 
“No, you would not.” For'mya agreed.

“Carians I hope this doesn’t blow up in our faces.” Anja said softly. She looked at both Aricia and For'mya. “Are we doing the right thing? Should we even get involved in this?”
“Do we want to see the man we love more than our own lives die?” For'mya asked softly looking at them. “Do we want to see our children and friends die? We have experienced this once before and not so very long ago. Look what that did to all of us.” For'mya saw both Aricia and Anja shudder gently at the memories of what they had all felt when they thought Martin had been killed. “This threat is very real and as Queens of the Union and mothers, we must do what we can to avert a total disaster. And we must do so in a way that does not require we lose our husband and mate and our sons and daughters in a foolhardy attempt at keeping us alive.” For'mya reached out and took Anja’s hand in her own, while Anja took Aricia’s hand. “You know that Bella, Dysea and Cirith will agree with us.”
“I just don’t want Andro or Sadi… any of them resenting us for proposing it.” Anja spoke softly. “We’ve never tried to control the lives of our children and now we are sticking our noses into Andro’s business in a big way. And this will turn our other children against us as well for they all love their brother and they will follow him anywhere.”

Aricia looked at them. “He is our son and he will understand why once he knows what the risk is. We did not raise fools for children. If this is the only way then Androcles will do what he must. And I believe Sadi and the others will too.”

“And if he says no.” Anja asked. “If Martin shuts us down? Then what?”
Aricia met her eyes. “Then we will follow our path and our mate, wherever it may lead.” She said. “There is no other path for a Spartan woman.”
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COREWARD EDGE OF FORMER PRALOR SPACE

NOW SCOURGE TERRITORY

Dytin allowed his hands to glide gracefully over the helm controls of the Darastrixi Long Range Transport as he used the station keeping thrusters to remain unmoving as Matum sat in the co-pilot’s chair and allowed his hands to hover over the secondary controls while studying the two monitors in front of him. Laren, Aviel and Dalis were behind them watching silently as they approached the massive, deserted Pralor station.
“They certainly did not believe in doing anything small did they?” Dalis commented as his head lowered to get a better look at the station.

They were only five thousand meters from the station and it filled the entire cockpit window now.

“No they did not.” Dytin echoed absently as his eyes drifted up and took in the colossal landing bay doors which were closed. “Matum?” He asked finally.

“Nothing yet Inidra.” Matum answered. “We’re holding at five thousand meters just as our instructions stated. No signal as yet.”

“Give it time Matum.” Dytin spoke. “Caution must become part of all of our actions right now, especially given where we are. We must trust in the plan.”

“It is a plan we had nothing to do with sir.” Matum reminded him.

Dytin nodded his head as he looked at him. “Do you trust Doraanar Sarlana Matum?”

“Yes sir.” Matum said instantly. “I could… I could do nothing else.”
Dytin nodded his head. “And she travels with four Dahakoan Matum. Do you believe a Doraanar and the Dahakoan could lead us astray? Bring harm to us?”  

Matum shook his head instantly, surprising himself with the quickness of his own answer to the question. “Never.” He said.

Dytin smiled. “No.”

Aviel also smiled as he saw the revelation in Matum’s eyes. “And now you realize just how deeply you believe in faith young Matum. It surprises you doesn’t it?”

Matum turned and looked at him. “I… I never… yes sir it does.”

Aviel nodded his head. “Now you know how we felt when we first discovered Laren and Ladur existed. We never really knew how deeply we followed the teachings of Dadrien until the time came to push away all the simple things and look inward.”

Matum looked at him intently. “Koppentotz Aviel… it feels… it feels…”

“Like freedom?” Dytin asked him.

Matum nodded quickly. “Yes!”

“I like that feeling.” He said as he reached across his controls and touched another button. “Nodra? Anything?”

“Sensors are clear.” She answered from the bridge of the ENCHANTRESS which was also holding station five hundred thousand meters from the station.
Aviel looked at his friend’s head. “You expect Yobhakcho Darrod to find us Dytin?” He asked.

“I trained him Aviel.” Dytin answered. “If the Sulevfu Woiuewr has given him full reign to find and bring us back, then he would not hesitate to follow us out here.”

“How can you be so sure Inidra?” Matum asked.

“There are no habitable planets within a hundred light years of our position.” Dytin replied. “The Scourge decimated them when they swept through this area of space. The station is all there is.”

“But this station is not on any of our star charts.” Matum spoke. “How would he know it was here?”

“The same way I knew where it was once Dahakoan Androcles told me this is where we would meet.” Dytin answered. “I accessed the restricted Star Charts in the archives several days ago. The charts that the Sulevfu Woiuewr has deemed off limits to everyone and hidden away in the archives.”

“They don’t want anyone to know what is out here.” Aviel said softly.

Dytin nodded his head. “No, they do not.” He said. “At least not in Scourge space.”

Matum turned and looked at Aviel. “What do you mean?” He asked.

“This is former Pralor space young Matum.” Aviel told him. “This single sliver of Pralor territory separated our space and…” Aviel blinked with a surprised look on his face. “I don’t even remember their species’ name.” He gasped. “How sad is that?”

“It was another of the Scourge dictates to the Sulevfu Woiuewr.” Dytin spoke. “We had to remove all knowledge that the Pralors ever existed from our history books, our star charts, even our lives. All that remained after this occurred was locked away in restricted vaults that even the Scourge do not know we have.”


“I doubt they would be pleased to know of those vaults.” Aviel spoke.


Dytin chuckled softly. “I will not take that bet old friend.” He said.


All of their heads turned when the soft beep sounded from Matum’s console. He focused his attention on that console and his eyes narrowed. “It’s the signal!” He gasped.


“Easy now.” Dytin spoke. “Have them confirm with their number Matum.”


Matum typed on the console quickly and almost instantly there was another beep. He looked up. “The response is Alpha Nine.”


Dalis was the one who turned to Laren. “Laren?”


Laren had been silent during the exchange but now she nodded her head quickly. “Alpha Nine is the Lead Worker Drone that Androcles sent in the probes.” She answered. “It’s correct.” The console beeped four more times and before Matum could speak Laren smiled. “Inidra, they are opening the bay for us to enter.”


Almost before she finished speaking the massive doors directly in front of them began to part to reveal a darken interior that they could not see within. As the doors opened further however, small interior lights began to come on within the landing bay. They appeared to be emergency lights of some kind, but it was more than enough for Dytin to adjust their controls and using his station keeping thrusters he began to move the transport forward.

“Clear right.” Matum spoke as he watched his own instruments.


“Stand by.” Dytin told them. “I’m going to set us down quickly so that they can close the doors. The longer they remain open the more power they use.”


The transport jerked slightly as Dytin adjusted their position once more, moving past the doors now and into the main portion of the landing bay, but then he extended the landing struts and quickly brought the transport down onto the deck of the landing bay in the far right corner just where he had been told to land. The emergency lighting allowed them to see most of the landing bay’s interior now and the many vehicles that were used to move different craft around were scattered about mixed in with different crates of equipment that had been left behind. 


Matum was still monitoring his screens and he looked up finally as the ship began to power down. “Landing bays doors have sealed and the bay is now pressurized.”


“That was fast.” Aviel spoke.


“I have heard of the Pralor Worker Drones.” Dalis spoke up. “It is said they were marvels of Pralor engineering and ingenuity. Every Pralor ship had them and they were the ones who handled most of the repairs and such during their war with the Scourge. They were much faster and more efficient.”


Dytin lifted the arm of his seat and locked it back into an upright position as he turned to look at them. “Dahakoan Androcles said we must move quickly.” He told them. “Let’s get everyone moving Aviel.”

Aviel nodded and headed out of the cockpit with Dalis and Laren in tow. Dytin turned back to Matum and put his hand on his shoulder. “Matum, secure your station and then arm the charges as we discussed. You maintain positive control of the detonator at all times Matum.”


Matum nodded. “I understand General.” He answered.


“We will wait for you at the bottom of the ramp. Be quick Major.” Dytin told him before moving out of the cockpit.


Dytin moved quickly through the passenger section of the transport as he heard the ramp touch down on the deck. He stopped only long enough to pull two standard issue Darastrixi sidearms and a pulse rifle from the rack over the view window. He slung the rifle and moved forward with the sidearm in his hand, moving through the cargo section and up to the top of the ramp. Laren’s father Yokra, still a military man at heart Dytin saw, had dropped to one knee at the base of the ramp waiting for him. The members of Matum’s Sand Strider detachment had spread out in a half circle around the rear of the ship and all ten of them were crouched with their weapons at the ready. Aviel, Nahko, Robati, Laren, Chalith, Dalis and Shalu were behind Ladur and Ch’teven who stood back roughly ten meters from the perimeter the Sand Striders had made and looked as if they were ready to spring into action to support them if need be.


Dytin moved the two meters to where Yokra rose to his feet holding the rifle. Both of them turned to see Matum come from the cockpit and make directly to where they stood. Dytin handed him the rifle and other sidearm without thought.


“The charges?” Yokra asked.


Matum nodded his head as he charged his pulse rifle. “Set.” He answered. “I have the detonator. It would be a shame to have to destroy such a new ship.”


Dytin nodded his head. “Yes, it would. Better the ship than us if things go bad however.”


Matum nodded his head. “True.”


All of them heard chirping and turned to see the oval shaped Pralor Worker drone scurrying from out of the shadows toward them. Laren stepped up between Ladur and Ch'teven and dropped to one knee as the drone moved right up to the two large dragons as if it did not have a care in the world. Dytin moved down the ramp to stand beside Aviel as they watched.


“These Drones have been around our kind before Aviel.” He said.


Aviel nodded his head. “So it would seem.” He answered. “Come.”


Aviel led them forward now and all of them came up between Ladur and Ch'teven to see Laren squatting down in front of the drone and listening to it chirp away. After a long moment of this Laren nodded her head and stood up to face them.


“Alpha Nine says they have secured the Pilot’s Briefing room and we can move there.” Laren told them. “That is where they have moved the equipment Androcles and Dorian sent for us.” 

Nahko looked at her stunned. “Laren you… you understand the noises it is making?” she asked.


Laren smiled and nodded her head. “Oh yes.” She replied. She waved them forward with her hand. “This way.”
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PILOT BRIEFING ROOM

LANDING BAY 12

Dytin stood silently as he ran his hand up and down his arm in fascination. The room that the drone had led them to was large and held nearly a hundred comfortable chairs arranged in a half circle. It was obviously a briefing room of some sort with several couches and tables along the walls. It also had three rooms adjacent to the main room which appeared to be smaller recreation rooms with more couches and tables and several large monitors along the walls. The monitors were dark and the rooms only dimly lit, but it was more than enough for them to see easily enough. 


Dahakoan Androcles had been true to his word and the now empty containers that had once been probes were stacked against the far wall empty of their contents. They had contained twenty of these amazing uniforms as well as several small computers of Pralor design and a handful of light weapons. The uniforms were the items that facinatied all of them. They were matte black in color, with several crimson colored stripes in different places, but the material they were made out of was something that the Darastrixi had never seen before. The uniforms were exceptionally light, but easily discernible as body armor of some sort. Each had extra plates along the forearms, chest, shoulders, thighs and shins, but an odd material along the joints that almost felt like armor itself, but was extremely pliable and allowed for near complete movement in any direction of their limbs. Each forearm held a small, two inch by two inch square control panel that operated the incredibly thin layer of almost golden like armor that extended from hidden sections along their arms, legs, chests and backs. The Sand Strider troops with Matum had been most happy about this when they discovered it and had spent the better part of an hour hitting each other with their weapons and fists and marveling how the armor was not damaged in any way, always reverting to its original state. 

It had been Laren who had shown everyone how to don the armor and how to activate the thin, extra layer of metal armor. She knew instinctively how to put the armor on and what it could do and Dytin concluded she could have only learned this from her fellow Dahakoan.


Dytin looked up when he saw Aviel and Dalis come up to him, both of them with similar expressions of wonder on their faces.


“It is some sort of composite alloy material that I have never seen before.” Dalis spoke before any of them could. “And the metal armor that extends is amazing. I ran a spectral scan of it with my portable scanner. It is made of a material I have never seen before in any Table of Metals known to us.”


“It seems that this particular branch of Lycavorians are not as backward as our Elbakiw Sulevfu believes.” Aviel spoke looking at Dytin.


Dalis shook his head quickly. “No. Whoever designed and manufactured this should be working for us.” He said excitedly.


Dytin smiled at his enthusiasm as he looked at Aviel. “What else?” He asked.


“Two working Pralor P9 computers.” Aviel spoke calmly. “This was their most advanced portable computer when their end came Dytin. It equals or surpasses our own systems in every way even now, nearly forty-five thousand years later.”

Dytin nodded as he looked around the briefing room. “Based on what I have seen just in this room alone I dare say that we did not know the Pralor people as much as we should have.”

Aviel nodded his head. “I was thinking the same thing.” He said. “Nahko is on one of the computers now with Shalu and Chalith trying to determine what information is on it. There were half a dozen smaller computers, P1s Laren said they are called.”

“What about the station?” Dytin asked. 
“Laren says the Drones have cleared these four rooms for us to wait.” Aviel spoke now. “Given what we have seen, or not seen to be more precise, I’d say they have not powered up the reactor core more than a few percent.”

Dytin nodded his head. “Less of a power signature.” He said. “Scourge sensors are not known for being precise and according to the charts out of the restricted archives, there have been no Scourge ships in this area of space for several centuries at least. Why give them reason to change their pattern.”

Dalis nodded his head. “That matches with information we have on them.” He added. “They cleanse a system and then return only so often to insure it is as they left it. If our data and information is correct they left many of these stations intact because they did not want or could not destroy them at the time.”

Dytin nodded as he looked around the main room. “Abandoned station on the fringes of Scourge space that they rarely come to?” He said with a touch of admiration in his voice. “This was a wise move on the part of Dahakoan Androcles. For one so young he is well versed in tactics it seems.”

“Could your Yobhakcho Darrod track us here Dytin?” Aviel asked.

Dytin shook his head. “That depends on how badly the Sulevfu Woiuewr want us back, or if they know what Laren and Ladur are.” He replied. “If they gave Darrod access to restricted charts then unfortunately yes. If they did not, I do not know. He is very smart Aviel. One of the finest officers I trained until he chose to become a member of the Sulevfu Woiuewr Guard.”

“If they know what Laren and Ladur are, do you think they will give this information to the Scourge?” Dalis asked.

“I’m willing to bet that they would not care as long as they keep their power and the Scourge do nothing against our people.” Aviel spoke. “The Scourge have pounded it into their heads for centuries that anything having to do with the Pralor people was strictly taboo. It should be reported to them immediately and they would take care of it.”

Dytin nodded his head. “Perhaps… but unless they have already dispatched ships to this sector, it would take three days before a Scourge ship got close to this station. Our sensors are better Aviel and we detected nothing within five hundred light years of this station. The closest point that has Scourge ships that are active in the system is nearly two thousand light years away. They would not get here in time to stop us.”

“But your Yobhakcho Darrod could?” Aviel said.

Dytin met his eyes. “He could possibly find us, yes.” Dytin answered. “But he will not stop us.”

“How can you be certain?” Dalis asked.

Dytin didn’t take his eyes from Aviel. “I will kill him first.” He replied softly. “The future is already in motion my friends and we cannot stop what is happening. Neither will Darrod. Not if I have anything to say about it.”

PREMONITION
UPPERDECK LOUNGE 

FIFTY MINUTES FROM STATION 489 



“Mari?” Androcles asked from over her right shoulder.

Mari turned her head slightly from the P9 computer on her lap and looked at him. “They have activated one of the P9s. The wife of Koppentotz Aviel is on it right now.” She answered from the chair she sat in. “The TAP camera you put on the face of the computers is sending a clear signal. Two others are with her, but she is running the computer.”


“What is she doing?” Andro asked.


“Nothing really. Just reviewing the core information.” Mari answered. “She did activate the power monitor and she is running it on the lowest setting.”


Andro nodded his head. “She is being mindful of the power output that they use. Good. That tells me they are being cautious and are sincere in what they doing.”


“That’s good right?” Mari asked.


Andro nodded his head. “Oh yes.” He replied. “That’s very good. Keep monitoring what she does and if any of the P1s are activated by anyone other than Laren let me know.”


Mari nodded her head. “Got it.”


“What about Alpha Nine?” Murano asked as he came up beside Andro.


“He’s keeping the station’s core at six percent power output father.” Mari told him. “Just enough to power the rooms they are in and life support.”


Andro looked at Murano. “Can the Scourge detect that?” He asked.


Murano shook his head. “Very unlikely. Shara was a Mage warrior and they did not delve into the technical aspects of ships. She did not have the practical knowledge to improve Scourge sensors. That was one of their biggest weaknesses. They may have improved them somewhat based on what Dytin relayed to us, but not enough to detect that station powering up. As long as we keep it under fifty percent, we should be safe. That is enough power to open the cache and begin extracting the weapons and equipment.”


“So far, so good yes?” Andro asked with a smile.


Murano met his eyes. “So far.” Murano said with a much more stern tone of voice.


Andro’s eyes glittered in the light. “Spoilsport.” He told him as he turned and headed for the cockpit. Andro moved through the smallish kitchen area and saw Iama securing whatever she could with Fedor assisting her. She wore a full set of the Mark Six Armorply Body Armor and a KM12 in a holster on her right thigh. While quite fearless, Iama had no formal training in combat operations and even though she had taken life to defend herself before, Nara had taken it upon herself to start giving her lessons with Fedor’s help. Iama turned out to be a quick learner with Fedor assisting her within their Etheric bond and she had volunteered to secure the ramp and hatchways of the PREMONITION while they were on the station.

Andro cut through the small QCR room and entered the cockpit area, taking the four steps into the upper portion in one short lunge. Then he was looking out the expanse of the cockpit view window and staring at the massive station in the distance. He reached out and squeezed Meka’s shoulder as he passed her station and she nodded quickly, her tail twitching behind her in a relaxed manner. Andro moved up between the two pilot seats and knelt down, both Sadi and Ne'Veha turning their heads to look at him.


“Status?” He asked.


“We got here quicker than we thought.” Sadi answered. “Armen says the station has drifted half a light year since it was abandoned by the Scourge.”


“How long?”


“If we maintain our current speed?” Sadi asked. “Forty-two minutes.”


“How long have they been there now?” He asked.


“Call it ninety minutes.” Ne'Veha answered now.


Andro nodded his head. “Long enough to get settle and put the new armor on.” Andro turned his head back to look at Kameka. “Meka… did the individual armor sets tagged for essential personnel come online?”


Kameka reached up over her head and flipped a toggle switch on her console. The screen to her right lit up with the bio signs of nine different individuals. “Affirmative.” She told him meeting his eyes. “All of them are reading normal Darastrixi life signs based on the data Sarlana gave to us. Should I cross route it to Eliani’s P9?”

Andro nodded his head. “Yes, please. She learns better on the fly anyway.” He told her. Andro turned back to look at the station in the distance, tossing ideas in his head. His right brow furrowed slightly and Sadi smiled at this.


“What are you thinking our love?” She asked him.


Andro looked at her. “What makes you think I am thinking about anything?” He asked her with a smile.


Ne'Veha chuckled now. “Because we have seen that look before.” She said. “You are scheming in that demented mind of yours.”


“Demented?” Andro spoke with a fake look of hurt. “I thought you liked my demented side Sirsangai. You didn’t seem to mind when I was licking…”


Ne'Veha’s eyes grew wide under her helmet. “Stop!” She exclaimed.  


Sadi laughed at this. “You did urge him on quite strongly SirsanGai.” She said.

Ne'Veha looked at her. “I seem to recall someone sticking their tongue down my throat because she could not keep from screaming while Saradasaar was bathing a certain part of her anatomy with his exquisitely talented tongue.” Ne'Veha told her smugly.


Sadi blushed under her own helmet. “Oh… that.” She said. “I couldn’t help it. I was… I was weak.”


“Weak?” Ne'Veha gasped. “Sadi you are always weak!”


“Excuse me…” Kameka spoke from behind them. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to be able to concentrate on my work here and not fantasize about what I will have Daio do to me. If you don’t mind of course.”


Said and Ne'Veha looked at each other and began to laugh like little girls. Andro looked back and forth between them before leaning forward. “If all goes well, I will happily lick all of you in a very demented fashion once this is done.”


They looked at him with glittering jungle green and dark brown eyes. “We will hold you to that Saradasaar.” Sadi told him.


Andro smiled as he reached up and tapped his jaw activating his implant. “Deni. Murano. Cowen. Prep for insertion, we’re going in now!” He ordered before looking at Sadi who had wide green eyes now.


“Andro we…” Sadi began.


“Take us in KertaGai.” He said. “Burst Armen and let him know. Early bird gets the worm you know.”


Andro was turning and heading into the rear before Sadi could respond and she shook her head. “Carians, we will never be able to predict what he will do.” Sadi exclaimed. 


“Early bird gets the worm?” Kameka asked. “What does this mean?”


Ne'Veha turned in her seat and looked at her. “It means we are about to jump into the sibfla.” She explained.


Kameka didn’t say anything for a few seconds and then nodded her head. “Ah… I understand now.” She said. “This is a simple extraction however.” She added. “We should not have to deal with any shit.”


Sadi chortled as her hands began to move over her consoles. “You are hanging with us now Meka. Nothing we do is ever easy and it almost never goes according to plan.”


Ne'Veha shook her head as she too began to adjust her controls. “Carians ain’t that the truth.” She commented.


Sadi lifted her head and looked out the view window to her left. “Talon One to Talon Two. Head’s up Normya, we’re going in now!”


“Understood.” Normya’s voice was calm as she answered. “Andro got a bug up his mida didn’t he?” She spoke.

Sadi chuckled lightly. “You could say that.” She answered.

“Patience was never one of his virtues our mothers always said.” Normya commented. “On your nine o’clock like glue. Tir'ut will take up overwatch in the overhead turret when we follow you into the bay.”
Sadi nodded her head. “Then here we go.” She stated. 

DARASTRIXI IKLISS-Class Cruiser


“…Did they disable your ships?” Issver asked with a stunned expression.


Darrod shook his head. “It does not matter now sir.” He spoke. “What matters now is finding them. I need access to the Restricted Star Charts of this sector sir.”


Issver looked at him with wide eyes now. “Why? For what purpose?” He demanded.


“Inidra Dytin obviously knows where he is going.” Darrod spoke. “I must as well. We are in Disise space sir. Our normal charts indicate there is nothing out here in this sector of space! Nothing. If that is so, why would he be out here? As Commander of our military he would have access to the restricted charts for former Pralor space. Now I need that access.”

“Major Darrod, there is nothing out there!” Issver protested. “The General is simply running as far away as he can.”

“Sir! How badly does the Sulevfu Woiuewr want them returned?” Darrod snapped. “I have three ships full of crewmen willing to do their duty but you are risking us for nothing if you do not allow us to do our job.”


Issver thought about that for a long moment and then finally nodded his head. “Very well Major.” He spoke as his hands typed on a console in front of him. “I am sending the restricted charts to your ship now.”

Darrod glanced over to his Second Officer and saw him nod. He turned back to Issver. “Thank you sir.” He said. “I have another question however.”


Issver looked at him. “Yes.”


“Why would the Commander of our military abandon everything he has trained and fought for through the years because of one Maiden female that the Disise want?” Darrod asked. “Who is she?”


Issver shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t really know. She is on the list to be part of our Attaché Program with the Disise. Two of their Disise Ioth Kilnsiri appeared before us this morning demanding we turn her over. Apparently her mother and father did not want her to become a member of this program and they hid her with the Livaiji Sulevfu. That is all the information I have at this time.”


Darrod stared at the man for a long moment and then rose to his feet. “Thank you sir.” He spoke. “I will contact you again when we have them.” Darrod motioned curtly with his hand and the transmission ended abruptly. He turned to his Second Officer as the man worked the controls of his computer station. “Inelor?” He asked.


“Overlaying the charts now.” He replied as he touched one last button and they looked up towards the area in front of them as the holographic chart rose from the podium top. “There are no habitable planets within a hundred light year range.” He answered. “It’s just a large space field out here. Two fields of scattered ship debris, one medium sized asteroid belt, but not much else.”


Darrod shook his head. “He had to be close to his objective or else he would not have sent his other ships away.” He said to no one in particular. “Did we track them?”


Inelor nodded his head. “Their jump took them across the border here.” He said pointing with his finger. “Once they jumped, it’s anyone guess where they ended up.”


Darrod lifted his own hand and moved it through the holographic stars. “This area of space is somewhere we have never been before Inelor my friend. You don’t make a blind jump into unknown space.”


Inelor looked at him. “No, you don’t.” He looked at Darrod. “You think they knew where they were going?” He asked.


Darrod nodded his head. “Just as I believe Dytin knows where he is going. He has never run from anything in his life and he most certainly is not running now. He knows exactly where he is going as I said. The Sulevfu Woiuewr is hiding something from us. They are not telling us something and this is the reason the Disise want this female.” His eyes narrowed and he lifted his finger to point at an obscure position of light. “What is this?” He asked. “All the way out here on the edge of Disise space.”


Inelor typed on his computer console. “A Class Five Pralor Science Station.” He replied. “It’s been abandoned since the Pralor people were wiped out. Over forty thousand years now. This is not on our normal star charts sir.”


“It’s Pralor manufactured so I’m not surprised. The Restricted Star charts that the Sulevfu Woiuewr keep are from before the Disise wiped out the Pralor people. We were not allowed to keep any reference of them in any way so we made these. Only the most senior officers even know they exist. The Disise certainly do not. The station is a Class Five too.” Darrod spoke softly. “One of their big ones.”


Inelor nodded his head. “Yes.”

“Why would he be going to a Pralor Station that has been abandoned for over forty thousand years?” Darrod asked softly.
 



Inelor looked at him. “You believe this is where he went?” 


Darrod nodded his head. “Yes.”


“How can you be certain sir?” Inelor asked him now.


“I’m not… but Inidra Dytin does not think conventionally Inelor.” Darrod said. “All of our ships have changed their Command Codes?”


Inelor nodded his head. “Yes. He won’t be able to do that again.”


Darrod nodded his head. “Set a course for this station. When we will be in sensor range?”

“If we move at maximum speed, three hours.” Inelor answered.


“Make it so Inelor.” Darrod told him. “We need to catch him. I need to know why our Military Leader and the man I have looked up to all of my life is risking everything that he is for some Maiden female.”


“Understood sir.” Inelor told him.

ECHO QUADRANT
HADOR

PRALOR DESIGNATION MOON 739


“…Lied to us!” Konlar snapped angrily at the holo transmission he stood in front of.

“I told you what you needed to know Konlar!” Lorendo barked right back at him from his home on Artaaya.


“Two days it takes you to return my message?” Konlar snarled at him. “You lied to me Lorendo! You told me there were no Alphas left alive! Why is it that I spoke with two of them? A male and a woman! They had both been turned, that much I could tell, but they were turned by Alphas and that makes them Alphas! She said she was a Queen. That her mate was a King! Is this true?”

Lorendo waved his hand dismissively. “They are not from this quadrant of space! They are from the Alpha quadrant and they are trouble! They are violent and barbaric and murdered dozens of my men when we first encountered them!”

“The Alpha quadrant?” Konlar gasped aloud. He saw Lirana begin to rise out of the chair she was sitting in and he shook his head quickly. 

“When did you see them?” Lorendo asked now.

“I told you in my message.” Konlar answered him. “They took the two women you had us watching from Honelze more than two days ago now. The she elf said they were going to Ventori.”

“Green eyes or brown?” Lorendo asked.

“What? Green, why?” Konlar hissed.

Lorendo shook his head. “Ventori? Why would she take them to Ventori? And what were they doing on Honelze?” He spoke to himself not caring that Konlar heard him. Lorendo’s eyes grew wide. “He is on Ventori! He must have discovered who they are and he had them taken from Honelze to Ventori! If he is there then he… he will discover what happened there. He will have people on Honelze preparing.”
Konlar looked confused. “What happen there?” He asked. “What do you mean? The Svorag laid waste to the planet.”

Lorendo ignored him as Konlar saw him typing on a computer that he could not see. “I need leverage against Delnash.” He spoke softly. “I need him to back off until I have completed what I am doing.”

“What are you speaking of?” Konlar barked now as Lorendo ignored him.

Lorendo looked up. “I have a new mission for you.” He stated.

Konlar shook his head. “No!” He stated flatly. “We will do nothing for you any longer until you tell me what is going on!”

Lorendo’s eyes narrowed and he leaned forward. “I own you Konlar!” He snarled at him viciously. “I own those with you! I am the one who took you off Ventori all those years ago! I am the one who gave you a superior life and the training to make it even better. I am the one who gave you that ship! You will do what I say!”

“You do not own me or my people!” Konlar growled back at him.

“One word from me and everything you have will come crumbling down Konlar!” Lorendo continued. “I need only give the order, and the Pralor military will descend upon you in droves. They will take your ship and everything you have derived from Pralor technology! They will imprison all of you and take your children from you. I will see to that! Do not test me fool!”

“Forn nubous ronnus!” Konlar spat savagely.

“Do I have your attention Konlar?” Lorendo snarled. “You will do my bidding boy, or I will see to it that everything your father started and that you have gained in the last ten thousand years will cease to exist! Do you understand what I am saying?!”

Konlar stared at the transmission trembling in anger but knowing that he was right. “Tell me what you want.” He growled in a low voice.

“I have it on good information that Delnash’s daughter Mari is right now with Delnash’s brother Murano. What they are doing I don’t know, but they will be returning to Ventori or Honelze soon.” Lorendo told them. “When she does I want you to take her. Take her and kill Murano.”

Konlar shifted on his booted feet. “How am I supposed to do that?” He barked. “They are Alpha wolves. The most powerful of our kind. We cannot meet them head to head!”

“Mari and Murano are not part of your disgusting species!” Lorendo snarled. “They are Pralors.”

Konlar looked at him with wide eyes. “You want me to kill a Pralor and kidnap another?” He gasped. “Are you mad? For what purpose?”

“I need time and you will buy me that time.” Lorendo snapped. “Killing his brother and taking his daughter will send Delnash into a fit. He will forget everything else and devote all his time and efforts into finding her.”

“What am I supposed to do with her?” Konlar barked.

“I don’t care!” Lorendo growled back at him. “Give her to one of your kind as a gift! Or better yet, give her too many! Turn her into one of your kind if you wish and force her to birth another of your disgusting species. Isn’t that how it works? Impregnate one of them and they are bound to you for all time? I don’t care what you do with her Konlar, just take her and kill Murano!”  

Konlar glared at the screen. “If we do this… if we do this then you must release your hold on us and let us go about our way! This was our deal! You will honor that deal or by all I hold sacred I will find you and tear out your throat!”

“We will talk about your debt to me when you have completed the tasks I have given you Konlar.” Lorendo told him. “Not before.”

Konlar stared at his image for a long moment, his blood burning in hate and anger. “It will be done.” He said finally.

Lorendo nodded his head. “Good.” He spoke. “Contact me when you have executed this task and have her. Not before.”

Konlar was about to say something else when Lorendo cut off the transmission from his end and left Konlar standing there silently. Lirana rose to her feet now and moved up beside her husband. She pressed her body to his, feeling the tension and anger flowing through him, but also how his body reacted to her touch. After a moment he looked into her dark eyes and leaned forward to touch his forehead to hers as his arm went around her waist and he drew her tighter.
“I have failed us Lirana.” He said softly.

Lirana shook her head instantly. “No. You have done what is needed to keep what we have built.” She told him. 

Konlar looked at her intently. “He is lying to us.” He said. “He is lying to us and there is much he is not telling us.”

“What does he mean when he says he needs time?” Lirana asked. “Do you know? Time for what?”

Konlar shook his head. “No, but whatever he speaks of cannot be good. He is trying to hide something, I can sense it in his words. He is concerned and these new Alphas, he fears them.”

“Yes, but why?” Lirana asked softly. “His words only seem to confirm what the she elf told us huor.” (Husband) 

Konlar nodded his head. “A Union of Lycavorians from the Alpha Quadrant. How many I wonder? And with Alpha wolves among them. Countless Alphas if what she implied is true.” Konlar stepped away from her, his thoughts all over the place. “What does it have to do with our people on Ventori? We were able to save a few hundred but I thought the Tasmor had taken all of the remaining survivors from the world after the Svorag attacked.”
Lirana looked at him. “Do you think… could he have had something to do with what happen there huor?” She asked. “He has never cared for our people Konlar. Even when your father led us, he always treated us as animals that were beneath him.”
Konlar moved to the large window that overlooked the lush forest moon they were on now. They had named it Hador when they first arrived. Honor in the Lycavorian language. It was meant to inspire them and help keep them anchored in their history. Their history stated that the Alpha Wolves among them had died out or disappeared in the first few thousand years on Ventori. No one really knows what happened to them. Apparently their history was wrong if there were now Alphas in the Quadrant now. Regardless of where they had come from. When his father was approached and given this opportunity by Lorendo all those years ago he had jumped at the chance. There had been many who did not agree with how the Lycavorians on Ventori were progressing and wanted change that the Justice’s did not want. Those are the ones who followed his father off Ventori when Lorendo had given them the opportunity. They had learned quickly that it was for his own nefarious desires, but the men and women who had followed his father had their own agenda as well, and they were not as stupid as Lorendo had always thought them to be. Konlar’s eyes swept over what they had built since then. Children filled the dirt paths below, playing in the forests all around them with happiness and freedom. The natural predators of Hador remained far away from their compound, learning very quickly that they were no match for those behind the walls of the compound. They had far outgrown the ability of the compound to support all of their people and his father had taken actions behind Lorendo’s back to insure that what they had continued and grew. 
Lirana moved up beside him now and slid her arm around his waist. Konlar was far older than her seven hundred and nineteen years, nearly three thousand years older, but he had loved her breathlessly from the day he had claimed her as his wife and mate. Their four children played in the dirt paths below them and Lirana hoped that there were many more children in their future.
“What thoughts fill your head my husband and mate?” Lirana asked him softly as she nuzzled his cheek and side of his neck.
“It is time to shift everyone to Vesst.” The voice spoke from behind them.

Konlar and Lirana turned to look at the much older man who now stood in front of the communications disc. That he was part Pralor was obvious to any wolf who could smell him, but his scent also told them that he had been turned for far longer than many of them had been alive.

“Edrao?” Konlar spoke.

“Lorendo is frightened.” The man spoke as he moved up closer to them. “I have never seen him frightened before. I believe things may have exploded out of his control far more than we know.”

“The Svorag?” Konlar asked.

Edrao nodded his head as he moved to the window and looked out over the compound. “They are a large part of it yes, but something else has happened as well, and I believe it has to do with these Alphas that have arrived. You are correct that he fears them, but his disdain for our people has always overridden that fear. Something about these new Alphas, about who they are, this has suddenly become very important to him. And that is not like Lorendo.” 

“These two women he has had us watching these last years?” Konlar asked.

“They are part of it, yes.” Edrao spoke. “I don’t yet know how, but things have become more urgent now. Over the past few months he has become more urgent. And it began when these new Alphas appeared in the Echo Quadrant. I took it upon myself to reach out to some old friends on Artaaya who know of us…” He held up his hand when he saw Konlar’s eyes go wide and he opened his mouth to speak. “Stay your words Konlar, for I know what you will say. There are only two of them and they are turned just as I am. Turned by wolves long before you were ever born. They are committed to us and volunteered to return to Artaaya at your father’s request.”

“You have had people on Artaaya all of these years and never told anyone?” Lirana gasped.

“Your father tasked me with insuring the survival of our people.” Edrao told them looking directly at Konlar. “And those Pralors like myself who have been turned, consider ourselves Lycavorian Konlar. Totally.”

Konlar nodded his head. “I have never doubted this.” He spoke evenly.

Edrao nodded his head. “Good.” He said. “It was easy to walk among them and not have them discover us. All we had to do was be mindful of using our wolf skills. Several months ago they sent me a coded message about something that happened on the planet Onterom. It had to do with Delnash and it also concerned Lorendo and these new Alphas and Pralor Praetorian warriors of our history.”

“Praetorians?” Lirana spoke with wide eyes. “The ones who fought the Scourge?”

Edrao nodded his head. “There is a connection somehow. I have not spoken to them since their message and they have sent nothing further since.” He saw the looks on their faces and shook his head. “This is not unusual for them so do not worry. Our biggest concern now is what Lorendo has asked of you now. Taking Delnash’s daughter? Killing his brother? He is crazed to ask such a thing of you. This tells me that whatever is happening outside of what we know is very bad. Asking you to do such a thing would expose our existence to the Pralor people and that is something that he has never wanted before. He is becoming desperate and if we are not careful we will be caught up in whatever he has lost control of.”
Konlar’s eyes narrowed. “The cure facility in orbit?” He asked.

Edrao met his eyes. “I have questioned this for many years given what he has told you, but his actions now are beginning to make me believe this is not a facility that is trying to find a cure for the Svorag virus at all.”

Lirana’s dark eyes grew wide. “You think he is involved with them?” She gasped.

Edrao shrugged his shoulders. “I do not know, and based on his erratic behavior these last years, I would not want to guess.” He answered. “What I do believe is that we need to move everyone to Vesst as soon as possible. It is the only place they will be safe from the storm I believe is coming.”

“Those on the station will know the moment we launch the transports we have built in secret.” Konlar said shaking his head. “They will notify Lorendo immediately and kill those of our people who they are holding on that station.”

Edrao nodded his head. “That is why we need to board that station, find out what it is they are really doing, and then move all of our people to Vesst. It is the only place they will be safe from Lorendo.”

“We need to put people on Ventori and discover what is happening there as well.” Konlar said. “If there are survivors on Ventori that we did not know of, it should be easy for them to blend in. Whoever this King is, Lorendo said he must be on Ventori. And that is where the she elf Queen said they were going with the two Pralor women.”

Edrao nodded his head. “There is far more going on that we are not aware of Konlar my boy.” He said. “And now I believe we need to start acting and discover what it is. If we do not, we could lose everything.”

Lirana nodded her head in agreement. “I will select a small team to move to Ventori and act as survivors.” She spoke. “I will lead them.”

“Lirana no!” Konlar protested.

Lirana smiled at the concern in his voice and she pressed closer to him lovingly. He pulled her close and nuzzled her cheek and throat causing her to gasp in delight. He always did have a way with her, even before they became mated. “I have done this before husband.” She said finally. “I will discover what is happening there.”

Edrao nodded his head. “She is the most experienced in this action Konlar.” He told him. “It is a wise move.”

“You will do nothing out of the ordinary.” Konlar told her. “Get in, find out what is happening and then get out.”

Lirana nodded her head with a smile. “I know my husband. You have the hard part. Discovering what is happening on that station is going to be infinitely harder to accomplish.”

Edrao shook his head. “Not as much as you might think Lirana.” He stated. “Allow me to explain.”

PRALOR SCIENCE STATION 489


Laren sat between Ladur’s forelegs, her back against his broad chest and her knees drawn up to her chest with her arms wrapped around her shins. Her eyes were closed and she swayed slightly back and forth between Ladur’s front legs. Robati Ti’shara knew immediately what was happening and she had waited for several minutes before moving over beside her daughter and settling to the deck slowly beside her. This was one of the times that the molecular differences in her DNA caused her physical pain and the only way she had been able to suppress it through the years was to join with Ladur in this fashion and draw from his power and resonance. No one dared approach them through the years when they were like this, no one but Robati. As always Ladur shifted his front legs from the protectiveness of Laren to allow Robati to sit beside her. 


“Laren my child?” She spoke softly as she laid her hand upon Laren’s knee.


Laren’s eyes opened slowly and she looked at her mother, a small smile touching her lips. “It has passed mother.” She said softly.

Robati looked around quickly and then back to her. “The episodes are becoming more frequent child.” She said.


Laren nodded her head. “As Androcles, Dorian, Elynth and Ryner grow closer yes.” She told her. “They are… they are so much more powerful than I mother. Especially Androcles and Elynth. They are like a supernova when together within the Etheric realm. Sometimes I wonder how…”


Robati gripped her hands tighter. “Speak to me daughter.” Robati said. “You have never held anything back from me child. Do not start now.”


Laren looked at her mother. “When I feel them within… mother I am… I am so weak when compared to them.” She said softly. “Why would Dadrien choose me?”

Robati reached up and brushed some of her daughter’s raven black hair from her face. “He chose you for a reason my daughter. Your father and I have believed this from the moment you broke free of your shell and entered this world screeching louder than all of your brothers combined.”


Laren’s eyes grew wide. “Mother!” She exclaimed.


Robati smiled at her as Laren inched closer to her on the deck. “No one can guess as to why Dadrien chose you my daughter. Or Ladur.” She said softly. “Nor why he chose Androcles and Dorian, or Elynth and Ryner. Only time will answer that question.”


“I can feel the love they have for me mother.” Laren said wistfully. “For Ladur. And not just Androcles and Dorian. All of their brothers and sisters. They don’t even know us but yet they love us as if we have been part of their lives since Ladur and I were birthed.”


“Perhaps you have.” Robati told her seeing Laren’s head turn fully to gaze at her. 


“What do you mean?” Laren asked.


“This…” Robati waved her hand all around them. “All this is not happening by chance Laren. It is being guided by the gods for a greater purpose. There is a reason Dadrien chose you. All of you. Once you are together, that reason will become known over time.” Robati brushed her fingers across her face. “And this pain within you, once your sepa dask Anja has fixed that, you will never have to endure that again for you will be complete.”


“I am frightened of what comes mother.” Laren spoke softly. “I am frightened of what could happen, what will happen.”


“And you think you are alone?” Robati asked her.


“Androcles and Dorian are Lycavorian Spartans mother.” Laren said with a smile. “Fear is not something that they feel.”


Robati smiled and shook her head. “Oh my beautiful Laren.” She said gently. “I have read everything I could find on Lycavorians once you revealed to your father and I who they were. I have just finished with the reports that Dalis was able to secure for us before we left. They are Lycavorian Spartans yes, and their history is storied and long, but do not mistake their strength and bravery as having no fear child. They know fear well, probably better than most, but they have learned to harness that fear. To use it so that it does not incapacitate them. They use that fear to make them stronger.”

“I hope I become like them.” Laren said.


Robati wrapped her arms around Laren’s shoulders and almost broke into tears. “My child, you are so much stronger than you know. You have endured so much in so short a time.” She said using her hands to caress Laren’s feather soft hair. “You and Ladur both. There are times when your father and I weep because we cannot take this burden from you.”


“We have accepted this dask Robati.” Ladur spoke now, his deep voice warm and sincere in its tone. “Sometimes however, sometimes it is much to bear without being able to share it with them.”


Robati nodded her head and lifted one hand to stroke the underside of Ladur’s muzzle. “I know Ladur. But soon that will change and you will never be alone in your souls again.”


Ladur nodded. “Yes, this is true.” He stated. “We…”


Robati sat back quickly as Laren’s head came up like a shot and she was staring at the ceiling above them. Robati glanced up at where she was looking and then back to Laren. “Laren my child, what is it?”


Laren scrambled to her feet now, this action drawing the attention of everyone else in the room. Ladur rose as well, his head now focused at the ceiling above them as he and Laren moved into the main part of the briefing room. Dytin, who had been talking with Matum and several other Sand Strider soldiers rose to his feet now as well.

“Laren?” He questioned her. “Laren… what is wrong?”


Laren’s head dropped to look at him and Dytin gasped when he saw her eyes. The different colored blue eyes were nearly glowing in the dimness of the briefing room, giving off an eerie bluish color throughout the entire pupil area of her eyes.


“They are here!” Laren gasped in delight, feeling her whole body become energized and full of life. “Androcles and Dorian are here!”
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LANDING BAY 19

SEVEN DECKS ABOVE LANDING BAY 12


The landing bay was once more silent as the PREMONITION’S engines spun down and were quiet. The ramp was down, Androcles kneeling at one corner with Murano to his right, Dorian on the other corner with Jomann to his left. Four sets of eyes swept the interior of the dark landing bay carefully, waiting for the time to move forward. As if on cue, powerful lights began to come on all over the bay, illuminating the massive interior slowly so that no one lost their night vision. Andro lowered his 190A5, the silenced barrel dropping to point at the deck as his ears picked up what he was waiting for. The chirps and beeps of the Worker Drones.


Andro smiled and rose to his feet, moving several meters away from the ramp with Murano while the others waited and they squatted down as Alpha Nine and Alpha Thirteen darted right up to them.


Andro listened to Alpha Nine, who was doing all the chattering, and then turned to Murano. “Murano, Alpha Thirteen will lead you to the engine core. Apparently the Scourge left lots of little gifts for anyone who happened to come here. They have cleared a single path for you and your team. Alpha Nine will take us to Bay 12 through a similar cleared path. That’s all they had time for.”

Murano nodded his head. “I told you to expect this Androcles. Sending the drones ahead was an excellent decision.” He said calmly looking around. “A single path is all we will need however. Insure that no one wanders once you secure Bay 12. I will contact you when we have safeguarded the engine room and begun to breach the Cache.” Murano put his hand on Andro's shoulders. “Trust all of your instincts now Androcles. Wolf, Praetorian and Dahakoan. As I believe your father would say, we are hanging out here pretty far, and we cannot afford to miss anything.”

Androcles nodded his head. “Understood.”


Murano nodded knowing he did not have to belabor the point. He turned back to the ramp. “Engineering Team with me!” He rasped out the command. “We follow the drone!”


No other commands were needed as Drone thirteen turned and began to scurry off with Murano right on his heels. Andro watched as Ridor and Kalis broke quickly from the ramp with everyone moving behind them as they followed Murano, Daio bringing up the rear. Andro cut his eyes just as Dorian and Jomann moved up to his position, followed quickly by Denali, Lisisa, Eliani, Sehri, Sheva, Onera and Arduri. All of them dropped to one knee behind him as Elynth and Ryner came up on their sides, Jeth, Tharua and Soren just behind them. Behind them Andro could see Sadi leading Ne'Veha and the others for the Interior Landing Bay Command station on the upper floor, while Caydren and Cinol moved into defensive positions on either side of the PREMONITION’S ramp. Iama would be just at the top of the ramp, always within eye contact of either Caydren or Cinol. Normya’s STRIKER was down a hundred meters from where they sat and Andro could just detect Tir’ut climbing into the large sniper turret on top while his sister would monitor all the sensor data that they were receiving from Armen on SPARTA'S WRATH. Andro felt nothing but pride swell in his chest. Their insertion had gone perfectly and everyone was all business now, for they all knew the danger level was off the charts and they needed to be at the top of their game.  
Andro looked at those behind him. “Alpha Nine has cleared a path through leftover nasties.” He told them. “We follow him down to Bay 12 and no sight-seeing. I got point with Elynth; Jomann you and Soren bring up the rear. Everyone stay frosty, we don’t know what could happen from here on out.”
Andro saw everyone nod and he turned back to Alpha Nine. “Alpha Nine, you are it my little friend. Lead us out.”

The Worker Drone beeped almost happily, turned on its six spider like legs and began to scurry across the deck towards what appeared to be a large lift of some sort.

No one hesitated and they followed Androcles as he took off after the Drone.


“Laren, are you sure?” Dytin gasped aloud as he squeezed her arms gently.


Laren nodded her head. “Yes. I can feel them on the station.” She told him.


“They were not supposed to arrive for hours Inidra!” Matum hissed. “They could not possibly be here already.”


“Laren?” Dytin prodded her.


Laren shook her head. “It is them but they are not trying to contact me.” She spoke. “And I feel another group as well.”


“Another group?” Dytin asked. “Where?”

Laren looked at him. “They are not moving with Andro and Dorian. They are moving in a different direction. They are above us, that much we are certain of. Ladur and I…”
Do not be alarmed arande. Andro's warm voice broke into her and Ladur’s minds and they felt happiness flood through them. The others you sense are with us. They have a mission of their own. We are coming down to you Laren. Insure no one leaves the Landing Bay you are in, the Scourge lefts traps all over and they have not been cleared.
Laren looked at Dytin as she gripped his arms tighter. “They are coming to us!” She told him. “Andro says that the others Ladur and I sense are on another mission but we are not to leave the Landing Bay. There are traps all over and they have not been cleared.”

“Traps?” Aviel hissed now. “What kind of traps?”
Ladur turned his massive head and looked at him. “Apparently the Scourge left measures in place on the station when they abandoned it Koppentotz Aviel. In case others tried to board it. Andro and Dorian sent two Pralor Worker Drones ahead of them to the station but they have not managed to clear all of these traps.” Ladur explained to him.

“General we knew none of this!” Matum protested. “How do we know this information is accurate?”

Dytin looked at him. “Faith Matum my boy. Faith.” He answered as he held Laren’s hands within his. “But we will not be idle either. Matum, deploy our Sand Striders into a defensive perimeter around the entrance to these rooms. Prepare for an influx of personnel.”

Matum nodded his head. “Yes General!” He barked and turned towards the troops who had risen to their feet.  
Dytin turned back to Laren and looked at her intently. “You can talk to him?” He asked.

Laren nodded her head with a smile. “Yes!” She spoke excitedly. “He told me… he told me to tell you the defensive perimeter is not necessary, but it is prudent.”

Dytin couldn’t help but smile. “How soon before they get here?” he asked.


Laren didn’t answer right away but then she looked at him. “He says they are following the Drone who cleared the path. They landed in another ship Bay seven decks above us and are making their way down to us now. A few minutes at most he hopes.”

Dytin nodded as Robati came up beside Laren and took her in her arms. He turned to look at Matum who was directing their Sand Striders into defensive positions just outside the large double doors into the briefing room. “Matum!”


“Inidra.” He replied turning back to him instantly.


“A few minutes Matum!” He barked. “Defensive action only Major. We do not want to fire upon the Dahakoan please. They would not like that welcome.”


Matum Dariel nodded his head, his own heart racing at the prospect of meeting the only remaining Doraanar alive, and one who had known his beloved grandparents. Grandparents whose memory he had come to worship through the years because of their actions and their deeds.


“Understood General.” 

SPARTA’S WRATH

-Colonel Taich? - Armen called from his command chair.


The Lycavorian Executive Officer turned from his spot behind the Tactical officer. “Two million kilometers and holding our position.” He spoke. “Sensors are detecting only one other ship in the area and it matches the configuration of a Darastrixi Dreadnought.”


-Very well. We will hold position here until Murano advises us they have entered the cache- Armen spoke.


“Armen, may I recommend we target batteries eleven through nineteen on the Darastrixi ship.” Taich Neulan said.


Armen looked at the man he had selected as his First officer. –Purpose? - He asked.


“With all respect to the Darastrixi Armen, we are out here with no back up.” Taich told him. “If this goes to sibfla, I’d rather we get the first hits in.”


Armen rose from his chair to his full seven foot plus height and looked at him. His neural networked processed what Taich had just proposed and Armen determined that this thought was a reaction he would not have had. He had dismissed the Darastrixi ship as a threat to their ship but had not considered the implications if the Darastrixi ship had actually been commandeered and was playing friendly. This is something that Armen learned at this very moment as was the purpose of his neural network. He was a learning Avatar and he found he was learning new things every day from his very own crew. This made his many circuits very happy. While he had never been meant to take command of this ship, and with a Pralor crew he probably never would have, but this was not a Pralor crew completely. They were something different. And they were teaching him as well as allowing him to lead. His answer was almost instantaneous as he processed what Taich had told him.


Armen nodded his head to Taich. –By all means Colonel. Make it so. You do not need my permission to insure our ship and crew remains undamaged-

Taich smiled and turned back to his station and began to issue the orders. Armen touched the arm of his chair activating the COM unit there. He could have just as easily used the internal COM that was built into his systems, but he wanted to act as normal as possible and his programming told him this was one way to do that and allow the crew to see that he was not just a machine.

-Bridge to Medical Bay. Lady Serale your status? –


“We are ready for whatever happens Armen.” Serale Leonidas’ voice came over the speakers. “Cvea and I have the main Med Bay ready and three of our portable clinics set up in the areas closest to the teleporters and landing bays.”


-Your plan should we have incoming injuries? –


“All wounded will be teleported directly to the clinics if possible.” Serale answered. “Cvea will assess them there and if needed we can use the internal ship teleporters to move them to the main Med Bay. All major trauma comes here, minor gets treated at the clinics. That is how Eliani wanted it set up.”


-Understood- Armen answered. –Should we receive wounded, internal teleporters will be placed at your discretion. However, all Cargo Teleporters will be directed by the crews assigned to receive our cargo. One of our priorities is getting the weapons systems to this ship-


“We shouldn’t need them Armen but I understand. We will make due.” Serale answered him.

  Armen nodded his head and looked around. –Now we wait- He stated.
LANDING BAY 12


It had drummed within them their entire lives. 
Who were they? What were they? Why were they so very different? 
A constant pounding within their psyche; a hammering of knowledge not yet unleashed. At times it had been so very difficult to find their balance, but Andro and Elynth had learned how to do this very thing through the years and it was something that they passed on to Dorian and Ryner within hours of discovering that they were like them.

Who were they? What were they? 

Though Dorian Leonidas was technically just over a year old, he bore the memories of his father, mother and grandfathers before him just as his brother Androcles did. Almost four lifetimes of memories. These same questions had coursed through him even stronger because of his accelerated birth and without Andro and Elynth to help them, he was certain that they would have driven him and Ryner insane. One of those questions was answered when they discovered their Praetorian history and now the answer too many of those remaining questions stood in front of them.


At least many of the answers.


They had entered Landing Bay 12 in typical commando fashion, spreading out from the door and covering each other as they half sprinted across the expanse of the massive bay. They were making for the Darastrixi transport when Andro spied her out of the corner of his eye and came up short, Dorian, Elynth and Ryner following only a split second later. They stood in the doorway of the briefing room, a defensive half perimeter of Darastrixi soldiers in front of them, but there was no mistaking who they were. 
That just was not possible.


Andro stared at her for a long moment and finally took a tentative step towards where they stood, Dorian appearing beside him with Elynth and Ryner. He felt it once more screaming out within him right now. The same pull he had felt as a small boy, the same echo that Elynth had felt as an adolescent dragon. The same beautiful peace that they had discovered together deep within their minds in a place that they shared with no one else. This movement caught the attention of Jomann first and he brought the others up short and turned back to watch, Eliani coming up beside him as Deni and the others crowded around them.

“Laren? Ladur?” Andro’s voice was nothing more than a whisper, but Laren and Ladur heard it as clearly as if he had shouted it out at the top of his lungs.

Andro let his A5 drop from his hands to dangle on the quick release straps, Dorian following his movement a second later and the two brothers began to stride toward that line of Darastrixi soldiers with a single purpose, Elynth and Ryner following them a split second later. And noting would deter them. For their part, Laren and Ladur heard it shouting within them just as loudly, and without a moment’s hesitation they broke forward at a dead run.

“Laren no!” Robati shouted as Laren’s hand pulled away from her.

Nothing in this universe could have stopped her or Ladur and her mother’s words fell on deaf ears. Matum turned and was about to step in front of her but Laren simply lifted her hand and sent him sprawling to the side, passing the line of Darastrixi Sand Striders with barely a glance.

Jomann made to move from his spot but it was Eliani’s hand on his arm that stopped him and he turned to look at her. “No Jomann.” She said softly. Jomann saw the look on her face and cut his eyes to Denali and Lisisa and saw it there as well. It wasn’t concern or fear, but a look of great happiness and peace. Jomann knew that Eliani was nearly as close to Andro as Zarah was. He was actually much closer to his two sisters than any of his other siblings simply because of events in their lives that brought them together. Eliani because she had been born, like Androcles, in a time of strife and high emotion for their parents. Zarah because of what had happened on that mountain so long ago. Androcles loved all of his siblings as he had shown so many times through the years, but Eliani and Zarah were the closest to him in an emotional way. Jomann knew this and held himself in check, moving closer to his Anome. Eliani pressed against him with a smile on her face and tears beginning to well in her eyes. She looked up into his face. “This has been… this has been a long time coming Jomann my love.” She told him. “It needs to happen now.”
Robati clung to Yokra as they watched with wide eyes, Aviel holding Nahko and Dytin standing behind his troops. 

For everyone in the landing bay of the abandoned Pralor Science Station it was an event that none of them would ever forget in their lifetimes. All six of them stopped, only a few feet between them. Laren’s hands went to her face in uncluttered happiness as she stared at them so close to her. So tall and powerful and so utterly handsome. This was a moment she had never dreamed would happen and the tears flowed freely now and then she was launching herself into their arms. There was not a single breath of pause as Androcles and Dorian held out their arms and caught Laren between them. Her wail of unfettered delight echoed in the bay all around them as their arms pulled her body close to them. It was a sight to see really, her petite form held off the deck nearly a foot, sandwiched between the two much taller brothers, their arms wrapped around her buttocks and each other while her arms flew around their heads and their faces came together. They were too busy to notice the light blue and white flare of Etheric power that engulfed them for a few seconds, though everyone else in the bay did, their eyes going wide at this. 


It was no different for Ladur as he came together with Ryner and Elynth in a near twelve ton mass of talons and wings and muscle. It was like a reunion of brothers and sisters that had not seen each other in decades with all three of them playfully nipping at each other with their jaws and the sound of their teeth snapping together echoing in the bay. Elynth and Ryner were rubbing their snouts across Ladur’s neck and sides while he tried to move his head back and forth between them to do the same but could not decide who to rub first. This was a sight that had Dytin and the others standing with open mouthed shock at. Such displays of emotion from a Vrrarhoinpa of their species was almost unheard of and to see it taking place with two others of equal emotion was astonishing, not to mention the size of obsidian colored female and the Sinopia colored male.

Laren had no such indecision as she rubbed her cheeks against both Andro and Dorian, nuzzling them fiercely and loving the feel of their skin against hers and delighting in the many sensations that Androcles’ goatee caused her to feel. She had never seen hair on the face of any Darastrixi let alone felt it and it was sending little shivers throughout her skin and body. She drew her head back, the tears flowing down her cheeks freely and she placed her hands on their cheeks staring at them both. Laren knew of their Spartan culture, their history, and she knew that they did not openly show emotion on very many occasions, but now she saw the single tear careening down Androcles’ cheek and Dorian’s eyes were incredibly moist. She could also feel the incredible surge of Etheric power filling her now, radiating from the two brothers and sweeping through her, energizing her body and mind.

“I have… I have waited so very long for this moment in time.” Laren stammered, her words coming out in a raspy tone.


“No longer than Dorian and I sister.” Andro gasped softly. “He may not have joined us until recently, but it was always meant to be him and Ryner with us. Always. I see that now.”


Dorian looked at his brother as the tears finally came and he felt an immense aura of love at Andro's words, his arm tightening around his back.


“It is finally done.” The deep voice bellowed from all around them, echoing with in the bay and causing everyone to whirl around searching for that voice.


“And the six are now united as one.” The second male voice resonated from all around them, causing Andro and Dorian to lower Laren to the deck as they turned quickly, looking for the source of the voices, but remaining in physical contact. “And a new breed is born.”

“As it was always meant to be.” The first voice echoed.


Andro looked around the bay, even his keen wolf eyes unable to detect anything. “Show yourselves!” He barked out the words as his right hand closed around his glaive.


The explosion of Etheric power to the side was spectacular to say the least. The bluish white light began as a small orb like object drifting several feet off the deck and then quickly expanded and took shape as the Etheric fingers danced all around like bands of electricity. Two objects took shape actually, one a man and the other, the other was the largest dragon form any of them had ever seen before in their lives. The dark, reddish green scales were stretched over an immensely muscular body of nearly twenty-five meters long and five meters in height. The dragon rested easily on the deck, the massive wings folded along its body in peace, and the glittering white colored eyes looking directly at where Andro, Dorian and Laren stood. 

“Saoi sibfla!” Dorian gasped aloud as his eyes took it in. The dragon was easily much larger than Jeth and his father, both of whom were recognized as among the three largest dragons in the Union. Only Arzoal was slightly longer but much less muscular than the father and son. This dragon dwarfed even them and caused Jeth to shift nervously on his feet as the others instinctively prepared to do battle.


The tall figure of the man moved slowly around the front of the Etheric projection of the massive dragon and Andro’s eyes flew open in instant recognition. There was no mistaking the tall, powerfully built body or the wild, raven black hair. It was the eyes however, that gave it away completely for Androcles Leonidas and with his heart hammering in his chest and the voices of his wives and mates screaming out in his head about what was happening he dropped to one knee and lowered his head, unable to meet those eyes. Yellow gold wolf eyes that matched his father’s in every way.


“Grand… Grandfather Sumar! Dadrien of the… of the Mountain!” He gasped aloud.


The obvious reaction among the Leonidas clan was perhaps the one thing that struck the Darastrixi most after they heard Androcles speak the names. They immediately dropped to one knee behind and around Androcles and bowed their heads in deep reverence. It was Aviel who had pulled Nahko and the others closer while Laren was embracing the young Lycavorians and now, with wide eyes of his own, Aviel Em’mor dropped to one knee as they gazed at the Etheric projections of the man and massive dragon. A dragon that could be only one individual.


“Wer Zazhuanth!” He gasped.


The Etheric image of Sumar, wolf eyes alive and almost glowing, moved closer to where Androcles knelt, Dorian and Laren next to him and his siblings spread out behind him. The Etheric projection was so powerful and clear that you could actually see the expression of his face and the edges of his mouth curl upward in a smile of genuine warmth.

“My family.” Sumar spoke softly. “You don’t know how long I have waited for this day to arrive. The joy that fills me cannot be put into any words that I know.” Sumar leaned over slightly looking directly at Laren. “And you child…” He spoke watching as Laren’s wide eyes rose to look at him. “You are part of that now child. Just as Androcles and Dorian and all those around you have my blood flowing through them, you do now as well. I hope you are prepared for that.” Laren had no words and her mouth opened and closed several times causing the Etheric projection of Sumar to chuckle. “Get up! All of you! My family does not bow to me!”


“All of you rise as well!” Dadrien barked as his huge head gazed upon the Darastrixi by the doors. “You are all proud Darastrixi, and you bow to no one!”

Eliani was clinging to Jomann’s arm tightly, her green eyes wide in disbelief, Lisisa holding her waist as they all crowded together. Androcles could only stare at the image of his grandfather and Dadrien as questions swirled within his mind unlike at any time in his life. So many questions. He glanced at Dorian and Laren and then his siblings behind him before turning back to the image of Sumar.


“Grandfather… grandfather how is this possible?” He finally gasped.


Sumar smiled as Dadrien came up beside him and settled to the deck once more. “The how is a bit harder to explain than the why.” He spoke. “Even Dadrien and I do not know all of the answers. I suspect no one does.”


“What… what do you mean?” Dorian asked.


“I died that day Androcles.” Sumar explained to them. “On our homeworld, I died that day fighting beside my son, your grandmother and so many others. At least I thought I did. I woke with Dadrien staring back at me. It scared the sibfla out of me to be honest.” It was Eliani who burst out in the small yelp of laughter at that comment, her eyes flooded with tears and Sumar smiled even more. “You see…” He continued speaking. “I am not the reverent figure so many have come to see me as.”


“I… I don’t understand.” Androcles spoke.


Sumar nodded his head. “And neither did we...” Sumar answered. “The universe is full of things that we cannot explain Androcles my boy, no matter how hard we try to figure them out. Dadrien and I are part of that now, and we have asked the same questions that you and Elynth, that Laren and Ladur and now Dorian and Ryner have asked. We still do not have many of the answers that we have sought together, but we do have many of the answers that you seek. We have existed now, in this form, for over fifteen millennia. How this came to be we do not know. I believe it has something to do with the Rift of Time among my people. The Pralor people, and what we have believed for so long. That our bodies become energy in some way and our consciousness survives in different forms. For some reason Dadrien and I took this Etheric form and time has had no real passage for us until now.”


“Now?” Laren questioned as Aviel led Dytin and the other Darastrixi slowly over to where everyone was as they listened.

Sumar nodded his head. “I will get to that in time.” He said. He turned and motioned with his hand to Dadrien. “First, I must… we must apologize to you Androcles. To you, Dorian, Laren, Elynth, Ladur and Ryner. To all of you.”    


Laren still clung to Andro's arm as she stood there, Dorian’s arm around her slim waist. “Apologize?” She gasped. “But for what?”


“For what all of you have had to endure.” Dadrien replied. “The pain you have had to endure not truly knowing who and what you were. The doubt you have had within yourselves and the doubt you received from others. The looks of disdain and fear from those who did not know what you were.”


“It is our fault.” Sumar spoke now. “All of it.”

“How… how can that be?” Ladur gasped from where he sat between Elynth and Ryner just to the right of where Andro and the others stood.


“What you are Androcles. What all of you are.” Sumar told them. “It is because of us.”

“You speak of the Praetorian gene grandfather?” Androcles asked.


Sumar smiled and shook his head. “If only it were that simple.” He said. “No… that is not what I meant. The Praetorian gene is something that I always knew would be passed down through my descendants, and through the descendants of those Praetorians who accompanied me on that journey so long ago. That would account for the tall young man behind you who is holding my granddaughter so tightly.” Eliani looked up at Jomann’s face with adoration as she felt him tighten his hold on her waist and straighten his posture. “No Androcles, we are speaking of the six of you. What you are now is because of us. The dragon blood that flows within you and Dorian, and the Lycavorian blood that flows within Laren, Ladur, Elynth and Ryner. That is because of us.”


“But… but how?” Andro asked with wide eyes. “You are not… you do not…”


“We do not have physical form?” Sumar said. “Yes, I know. That does not mean that we cannot influence or guide. As I said, the how of it is exceptionally difficult to explain, but the why is very simple. The short version… in this realm of Etheric life that Dadrien and I occupy, we became friends. We talked of so many things and discovered so much about each other that neither of us knew.”

“When you are dead, there is not much more to do.” Dadrien added with an obvious tone of humor to his voice. 

Sumar nodded in agreement. “True enough.” He agreed. “We did not know where we were or for what purpose we were there. Only that we were. We discovered that both of us agreed that the evil had not died. That it thrived in many more ways than what we ever could have imagined. The downfall of the Pralor people was only the largest sign that this was true. During one of these moments we came up with this mad scheme of what we could do if we were able to combine ourselves together.”

“The power of a Praetorian and a Dahakoan.” Dadrien spoke once more.

Sumar looked at him and nodded his head as he looked at Andro and the others. “Such a combination of power within the right vassal could accomplish so much in the name of good. The next thing we knew, even from within whatever realm of Etheric power we reside, we felt the moment you were conceived within your mother Aricia’s womb Androcles.” He said looking directly at him. “And you Elynth.” He said turning to gaze at her golden eyes. “Then Laren and Ladur. And finally you Dorian. You and Ryner. Though your arrival proceeded much faster than we expected Dorian.”

Dorian nodded his head. “Yeah… I get that a lot.” He said with a small smile.

“That is when we knew it.” Dadrien said.

Sumar nodded his head. “We knew that somehow… what we thought was only a fantasy had become reality.” Sumar told them. “A reality in you. In all of you.”
“How?” Andro gasped.

Sumar shook his head. “That is the part of the answer that we do not know.” He told them. “I told you there were many things within the universe that we do not understand, cannot explain or have not seen. Dadrien and I believed that is what guided this event. Your creation. Was it a miracle? A process of life that would have happened anyway? I do not know and nor do I care.”

“Grandfather, are you saying we were created by some higher power?” Andro asked.

Sumar’s image shrugged broad shoulders. “You are what you are no matter the cause Androcles. All of you. Isn’t that what you believe?”
“How… how do you know that?” Andro stammered.

Sumar smiled. “How do you think?”

“The Lorsvek ar Sepas!” Laren almost shouted.

Sumar nodded his head. “Yes.” He said. “The Lorsvek ar Sepas. To each of you, when you were born, Dadrien bestowed a portion of his Etheric resonance and essence. It has been part of you for all of these years. Just as the Praetorian gene has been part of you. Now that you are together, each piece will slowly grow within all of you until you know all that he knows, all that I know, and not just from the memories passed to you and your siblings from your father and mothers.”

“We have seen all that you have done in your lives.” Dadrien told them. “All that you are and what drives you inside. It is part of the wolf and dragon blood that flows within all of you. All of you were put here for a purpose.”

“To fight the Scourge.” Dorian said.


“Those vile monsters are only part of it, but yes.” Sumar said now. “At least that is what we believe. Your purpose entails so much more. You are the future, all of you, and the offspring that each of you will have. You will be the Heralds of a New Age.”


“And what if this is not something that we wish for grandfather?” Andro asked him.


Sumar smiled and his image gazed at him intently. “Androcles my boy, you more than anyone among our family with the exception of your father know that you cannot outrun destiny. That no matter how much you try to outmaneuver it, fate and destiny will always find a way. You ran from your destiny for years my boy, until you finally saw that it would have you no matter what you did.”
 


Andro lowered his head and shook it slightly. “I have always hated that phrase.” He said softly hearing Sumar and Dadrien laugh gently at his words.

“Don’t we all.” Dadrien said. “Don’t we all.”
    

“We all will play a role in the future.” Sumar spoke. “Lycavorian. Pralor. Darastrixi. What that role will be is something we have to determine.”

“You don’t know grandfather?” Dorian asked.


Sumar shook his head. “No. We have never been able to see the future.” He said. “We have been able to influence some of the events that led up to this day, but the moment all of you came together, the moment you touched each other it was like what you call the Pralor download between Praetorian and Mage. Now all that is left for us to do is gift you with whatever knowledge we can before our time is finished.”


“Finished?” Laren asked moving closer to their images.

“We were never meant to be like this forever child.” Dadrien spoke now. “You and the others are the future and soon we will truly pass into memory. Then it will fall to all of you to continue on as you have.”


“Our time will come soon enough.” Sumar said. “We still have a few things to do before we join those who are waiting for us. We wish to speak with your father as well, but before we do that, I sense Murano is among you Androcles?”

“And Sarlana?” Dadrien asked.


Andro nodded his head quickly. “Yes. Both of them. Sarlana is still on our ship and Murano is moving with others towards the weapons cache here on the station.”


Sumar nodded his head. “Ah yes. Murano no doubt would have remembered that from our time together. He was among only six of us who knew the location of all the caches. Wayonn and Murano were my closest friends and I would like to explain to him why I chose him to remain behind. I know that he has struggled with that through the centuries, though I believe with your father’s help and now yours, he has begun to see his purpose once more.”


“I think he has grandfather.” Andro said with a nod. “He is… he has become so much to all of us.”


Sumar nodded his head. “Good. There is much we must tell you and our time among you is short. Things you need to know. For the present and for the future. There is a war coming and I believe all of you sense it.”


Andro nodded in agreement. “Yes, my father and Wayonn believe such as well.”


“Then there is no time to waste.” Sumar spoke.

VENTORI

UNION ADHOC BASE

KING AND QUEEN’S PORTABLE BUNGALOW


“…Thank you for coming.” Anja spoke to Perlyea and Aduna as they stood just inside the entrance of the bungalow.


Aricia and For'mya stood beside the couch letting Anja take the lead because of her close working relationship with Perlyea. Whether it was their connection as lovers and friends with their fellow Queens or not they did not know, but both Aricia and For'mya could appreciate a beautiful woman. Perlyea and Aduna were both very beautiful woman regardless of the delicate bone structure along their eyebrows and the edges of their jaws. Aduna was incredibly exotic looking with long, dark brown hair and stunning dark brown eyes. She looked incredibly fit under her Tasmor uniform, Aricia estimating she was close to Dysea’s five foot nine height. Like Perlyea she had large, firm breasts and a slim waist with legs that seemed to go on forever. She towered over Anja’s five foot three frame, and was slightly taller than Perlyea as well. She also stood close to Perlyea, almost in a possessive sort of way and her scent gave away their relationship almost immediately to the three of them. They were lovers obviously, and it did not seem that Aduna was shy about this fact. Or Perlyea for that matter, for neither of them shied away from physical contact with each other. 
It was quite obvious to Aricia and For'mya that Perlyea also desired Anja in a physical way and this seemed to radiate from Aduna as well, though they had only just met her. They were not men, so this desire they could smell on Perlyea and Aduna both was not something that bothered them in the least. The six Queens of the Union were the dearest of friends and they had joked of such things through their many years together. Anja was the most public of the Queens, always out and about the Union and therefore the most exposed. Even though she was the only one of them to ever have a separate lover, this was not something that interested her now in the least. She was quite content to have only them share her life and her bed. All of them agreed that Anja Leonidas oozed sexiness no matter how much she tried not to. It was something she just could not help. Behind Aricia, she was also the most sexually adventurous and the most vocal among them. There had been many times in the past where other women had approached one or more of them and expressed obvious desire to be with them. All of the Queens were flattered at this, but even though many of these women were incredibly desirable in their own right, nothing had ever happened. The Queens of the Union were devoted to one another and would never step outside that bond of love and friendship just for physical pleasure. For'mya glanced quickly at Aricia seeing the way Perlyea and Aduna greeted Anja and she smiled knowingly.


[They desire Melyanna in the worse way you know. It wafts from their pores.] She joked in their private connection knowing Anja could hear them as well.


[Who wouldn’t?] Aricia echoed with a smug humor. [She is quite delicious.]  



[Enough of that you two!] Anja declared even as she shook hands with Aduna. Aricia and For'mya smiled as Anja directed them over to the couch. Anja moved between them and they stepped close to her, pressing their bodies against her and pulsing her with their female auras lovingly. Anja returned their aura pulses with one of her own and motioned with her hand to Aricia. “Colonel Aduna these are my fellow queens Aricia and For'mya.” She spoke.

Aduna glanced first at her love Perlyea and then back to the three Lycavorian queens. She and Perlyea had been together for nearly three decades now, each of them with their own duties and positions but always together. It hadn’t been that way in the beginning, as most Tasmor Breeder pairs were put together by decree of the Quorum. All Tasmor Breeders worked as pairs to better enhance the possibility of a child being conceived with whatever female they were with. Aduna and Perlyea had not known one another when they were paired together but they quickly discovered that unlike normal Tasmor Breeder pairs they had much more in common than anyone thought. It took several years, but soon a deep friendship and then scorching love affair developed between them. Since Tasmor Breeders had the reproductive organs of both male and female they soon discovered enormous pleasure with each other and then with the females that they were chosen to Breed. It had gotten to the point that the love they had for each other carried over to the Tasmor females who chose them for breeding. Saydia and the Tasmor Quorum, based on what they saw with Perlyea and Aduna, eventually decreed that any Breeder pair who wished to remain together for purposes of love would be encouraged to do so as long as they understood they would still be required to breed other females. This Decree had been readily welcomed among all the Tasmor Breeders and the last twenty years had seen many more children born, but even still, almost none were fertile males. Though the Breeder pairs were not supposed to know whether they had been responsible for children being born from one of their couplings with other females, Aduna was relatively sure that she had Perlyea had given at least two Tasmor female children. This was still not enough to keep their species alive over the centuries to come and that is why Aduna knew of the enhancements from Lycavorian DNA and had taken part in the first batch just as Perlyea and Anthylea had. 

As their time together went by, they grew more deeply in love, to the point where they were now very selective in who they took into their bed and they relished the day when they would be able to have children together.


Perlyea had not been inaccurate when she had said the three Queens were astonishing in their beauty. All of them radiated confidence and dripped sexuality in a way Aduna had not seen from Tasmor females. The elven female was extremely attractive with lush golden blond hair and provocative dark brown eyes and her four inch high elf ears. The pureblood queen was exotic in her beauty, her hair extremely long and a rich black in color that reflected blue in some light. Her eyes were incredible and she had a lush body. It was the red haired one that caught Aduna’s attention most of all, just as Perlyea said she would. Their taste in women was nearly identical and through the years Aduna had allowed Perlyea to choose who would share their bed, trusting in their love for each other. Anja’s amazingly seductive jade green eyes, her large and incredibly firm breasts and her muscular body were exactly the things that she had Perlyea always became excited about in their women. They had even fantasized together about several of Saydia’s own daughters at times, since all of them were absolutely breathtaking in their beauty and none had become joined in any way. Even Faydia Daret, though a Breeder herself, even she could incite passion in both of them.


Anja Leonidas however, she would be the finest of catches Aduna thought, and certainly a woman such as her would make Perlyea and her both commit to a joining ceremony without hesitation.


Aduna nodded her head to Anja as she shook hands with both of the other Queens and then they settled to the couches as one.


“Perlyea has told me… she has told me that there are six of you.” Aduna spoke as she took Perlyea’s hand in her own in a show of her love as she sat back on the couch.


Anja nodded her head. “Our fellow Queens, Isabella, Dysea and Cirith on are Honelze at the moment, helping to build their defenses up.”


“And all of you share each other as well as… this one man?” Aduna asked with surprise and almost disbelief. 

All three of them smiled at this for it was not uncommon even among their own people. “Let’s just say that our husband and mate is very well gifted and only he can make us feel what he does.” Aricia said. “Emotionally as well as physically.”

Aduna looked at them and knew exactly what they were saying. Their words rang true in her ears and she knew exactly how they obviously felt. She looked at Perlyea and squeezed her hand. “Yes, I do know that feeling.” She said almost wistfully as she turned back to them.


Perlyea almost seemed to blush at the attention, but she was filled with similar emotion. “We have not seen each other for two weeks.” Perlyea explained. “This trip to Ventori was not planned and it has kept us apart until now.”


“Something I intend to rectify as soon as we are able.” Aduna spoke with a seductive smile.


Anja, Aricia and For'mya smiled knowingly at this. “Well, we will try to make this quick so that the two of you can have most of the evening together.” For'mya spoke.

Aduna looked at them once more. “This… our relationship does not strike you as…?”


It was Aricia who answered with a shake of her head. “It is very common in the Union to be honest. We have a species of elf that are like you in many ways. They are not born as you are, most of them were changed against their will in experiments conducted on them by a former enemy, but for the most part, all of them have now found love and desire with another woman. Our youngest daughter Zarah is in a relationship with another woman and our oldest daughters Eliani and Lisisa share similar relations with the men and women in their lives. So you see, we are not so different in how we view relationships and such. I think it actually gives us much more common ground than others.”


Aduna nodded her head at this reflectively. “Yes, I suppose it does.” She answered. “That is not something we are used too.”


“Nalmos tells us there that are Tasmor females who have developed relationships with many Lycavorians from Ventori.” Anja said.


Aduna nodded her head. “Yes, but in many ways this is frowned upon by the Quorum and many others.” She replied as she looked directly at Anja. “But then things might change for the future now if what Perlyea tells me is true.”


Anja smiled. “Oh it’s very true.” Anja told her. “The gene therapy that Perlyea developed is doing what she intended for it to do. It will increase the chances for all Tasmor Breeders and other females to have children. Many more children. What Perlyea didn’t realize until I told her was that Lycavorian DNA is very specialized and selective I guess you could say. Since Perlyea directed the gene therapy towards reproduction, that it what it will do, but Lycavorian DNA takes its time in altering other genes. Given what she has told me and samples from both her and Anthylea that I have seen, I would say that within the next several months those Tasmor who took part in the initial treatment will be fully changed and therefore able to succeed in what you are trying to accomplish.”


Aduna’s dark eyes grew brighter at hearing this knowledge and she looked at Perlyea quickly and then back to Anja. “Then we… we could have children with each other?” She asked.


Anja nodded her head. “Perlyea can explain it to you in more detail at a later time I’m sure, but the short answer is yes. Even as Breeders you have both sets of reproductive organs for your species. Your reproductive organs and parts are surprisingly very similar to our own in almost every way. If one of you was to become pregnant, that portion of your physiology would take over until after the child was born. Perlyea explained to me that is why your Quorum choose to have your Breeders work in pairs. To increase the odds of a pregnancy.”

Aduna nodded her head looking at Perlyea slightly surprised. She turned back to Anja and tilted her head slightly to her out of respect. “If my love told you this then she must trust all of you a great deal.” Aduna said. “I have always relied on Perlyea’s instincts and that will never change. You are correct Anja Leonidas. I do not believe the Quorum ever expected that so many of their Breeder pairs would fall in love, but that has not stopped us from trying to insure the survival of our species.”

“And it shouldn’t.” Aricia spoke now. “Not in any way.”


“What about… what about those Tasmor that have taken Lycavorian females?” Aduna asked.


“Oh, they would be able to have children…” Anja told her. “It might take a bit longer for the Lycavorian system to adjust to the Tasmor genes, but it would not only be very possible but probably more likely than not. As I said, our physiology is very similar. It would be much faster if the Tasmor was bitten by a Lycavorian, for then they would have the Lycavorian DNA in their system directly needed to effect a full molecular change. Either way, you would have a child of both species who would be very robust and healthy right from the outset given our natural healing factor and the added Tasmor immunity to most known diseases.”


Aduna’s face was bright and animated in the face of this knowledge and she looked at Perlyea once more with love in her dark eyes. “That is… that is wondrous news.” She said finally turning back to Anja.


“Yes, it is.” Anja agreed.


Aduna took a deep breath then and nodded her head. “That is not why you asked me here though.” She said. “Forgive me for going off on my own tangent.”


Aricia shook her head. “Were we in your position we would be just as happy and excited. There is no doubt in that.”


“None at all.” For'mya agreed.


Aduna smiled at their honesty and the sincerity of their words. “Perlyea told me a little of what you wanted to know.” She said. “And I do agree with you and she about the consequences should we not assist you, but I know for a fact that the Quorum will not agree to send our troops to assist regardless of what the risks are unless their conditions are met. Saydia is well liked and respected, but the Quorum is still made up of Tasmor hardliners and they have the majority on the Quorum right now.”


“Saydia gave something to us last night.” Aricia spoke now. “In relation to an arranged marriage.”


Aduna nodded her head. “Yes, Perlyea told me this.” She answered. “However, like Perlyea, I do not believe Namiri Daret would ever accept this. And Saydia would never force it upon her daughter. She loves all of them too much to do this sort of thing.”


“Perlyea said your Quorum could force this upon Namiri.” For'mya said. “Something about the Sovereign Regent’s youngest daughter having to be made available for this type of thing?”


Aduna nodded her head. “They could do this yes, but I don’t believe they would do this for it would make an enemy of Saydia and many of the younger generations of Tasmor if they did. That is not something that they wish to do. Saydia Daret is perhaps the most worshiped leader in our history. Forcing her to do something not of her choosing would be very difficult and probably end their political career.”


Aricia leaned forward now. “Namiri and Emylea have garnered a special affection from our husband and mate for their actions here on Ventori in defending our people. This is not something he would allow her to be subjected too, and I know my son would never agree to this either. We do not have arranged marriages for political reasons anymore.”

Aduna looked puzzled. “Then why are we here talking about it?” She asked. “You are the Queens of your Union. Is this something that you are considering even against the wishes of your husband and son?”


Anja chortled at that and shook her head. “No. Believe me that is not something that we would attempt.” She replied. “Not if we ever want to feel our mate’s arms around us again. Or the love of our son.”


Aricia nodded her head. “Very true.”


“Then why did you need to see me?” Aduna asked.


For'mya held out the data pad to her. “To look at this and tell us if it would be workable and something your Quorum could stand behind without over reaching Saydia’s power as Sovereign Regent.”


Aduna took the pad and began reading, her eyes slowly getting a little wider the more she read. She looked up after several moments and looked at the three Lycavorian Queens. “This is… this is astonishing. You… you would offer this to us?” She spoke with a new tone of respect in her voice. 
“Yes.” Anja spoke now.

“But this… it would still require Namiri to lay with your son would it not?” Aduna asked. “Perlyea must have told you that she would not agree to this. We have watched she and Emylea grow into the women they are now and they are at the center of the new generation of Tasmor who are beginning to believe we need to discard these old laws. She would never agree to this.”

“Can we infer from your tone of voice that you do not agree with many of your older laws?” For'mya asked.


Aduna shook her head. “There are many who believe as Perlyea and I. Our people are not as self-sufficient and powerful as we believe. I should think the Quorum is beginning to see this considering the magnificent ship we traveled on to get here. There has been a growing call for many years now to change many of the laws that either do not apply to the present or just make no sense. However, we do not have the influence needed to press forward with such changes.”

“Androcles is second only to his father in the potency of the virus within his blood.” Anja said confidently. “Because of this, there are other ways that would accomplish the same thing, but not require Namiri to share his bed.”


Aduna looked at Anja intently for a long moment. “And these other ways, may I assume that they are not well known?”


“No.” Aricia answered her. “They would work, but they are not well known. We as a species do not believe in randomly turning people without major cause. It is heavily frowned upon actually. We would only turn someone out of love if they wanted this, or if their lives were in danger of being lost. If it was discovered that we came up with this idea and then supported it, let’s just say it would not be received very well.”


“Yet you would be willing to support this now?” Aduna asked. 


“We need your troops Aduna.” Anja told her. “We cannot win without them no matter what we do or the technology that we have. The numbers just do not add up. Once the Svorag have beaten us, they will come for the Tasmor. This is simply a means to an end for both our peoples.”

Aduna nodded her head. “I see your point.” She said. She looked at Perlyea for a moment and then back to them. “Then we must insure this does not become known.” She said. “I believe Perlyea and I could convince Saydia and Namiri to go along with this. Thankfully, both of them are completely practical. What about this son…” Aduna looked at the pad. “An… Androcles? He is the first born is he not? The heir to your husband. It will not work if that is not the case. The Quorum would not support it otherwise.”


Aricia nodded her head. “He is the Crown Prince and next in line for the throne, yes.” She answered. “He certainly wants no part of being a King, but he is like his father in that way.”


“You do not often meet someone who does not want the power that Martin obviously commands.” Perlyea spoke now. “Your son Androcles must be very unique.”

“Stubborn and pig headed, just like his father.” For'mya stated with a small amount of humor in her voice, but far more love in her tone.


“And he would agree to this as well?” Aduna asked.


Anja smiled weakly. “That is where we will need the help of his wives and mates.” She told Aduna. “Without them backing this plan, there is no way he would do this even if his father ordered him to do it. And Martin will not do that. Ever.”


“If we can convince Sadi and the others that this plan is the only way,” Aricia continued. “Then we have a chance.”


“And if you cannot?” Perlyea asked the question. “You told me yourself they are just as possessive of your son as all of you are of Martin.”

Aricia nodded. “This is true.”


“And if they do not agree?” Aduna asked the question again.


“Well… then we are pretty well fucked.” Anja blurted out in her usual blunt nature.

SCIENCE STATION 489

Matum paced back and forth in front of where Dytin and Aviel were sitting in the pilot’s briefing room, his head moving to look over to where the Etheric images of Dadrien and Sumar stood speaking with Sarlana, Murano and the Dahakoan. He would then look over to where the Lycavorians were now sitting with the Darastrixi from their group. The red haired female and Nahko Em’mor were speaking animatedly with each other since they discovered that both of them were doctors. Several of the Sand Strider troops were speaking with Jeth and the other dragons within the Etheric realm. While all Darastrixi had Etheric ability to speak with one another, hardly any of them used it unless it was necessary and none had the ability to speak on such a high Tier level as the new Vrrarhoinpa seemed to be able to speak. This fact itself Dalis found almost irresistible, but when added with the fact that almost all of the new Vrrarhoinpa were hybrid dragons, Dalis had been speaking with them for the entire time they had been in the room with them. Nearly all of the hybrid dragons were larger than normal Vrrarhoinpa and this made Matum nervous. The Sand Strider troops had moved over gradually and many of them were now were speaking with the new dragons and the other Lycavorians almost easily, their curiosity overriding their caution. All of them appeared very confident and quite friendly which caused Matum to be further on edge. A species they had never met before, one which was on their threat list, and they were mingling with them as if nothing mattered.

“You are beginning to wear a path on the floor Matum.” Dytin finally spoke as he looked up at him.

“Should we not be over there Inidra?” Matum finally hissed. “Should we not be included in whatever they are speaking of?”


Dytin and Aviel glanced over to where Laren sat between Androcles and Dorian leaning up against their shoulders, her hands on their knees. He could see Dadrien speaking to them now, Sarlana and Murano nodding their heads.


“If it concerns us, I trust we will be told.” Dytin finally answered turning back to him. 


Matum looked at him. “You are a General of our people!” He gasped. “I am a Major with our elite forces! Does that not automatically grant us status to be included in whatever is being discussed?”


Aviel chuckled softly as he ate from his ration pack. He looked at Dytin. “You did say he was headstrong old friend.”


Dytin smiled and nodded his head. “Yes I did.” He agreed. He looked up at Matum once more. “If the Doraanar or the Ancient one Dadrien wanted us to be aware of something do you think they would not tell us Matum?”


“What about the Lycavorians?” Matum pressed him. “They have people in another part of the station while we are forced to remain here! What are they doing? They are dictating to us what we should do when it should be us who tell them!”


“This is a Pralor station Matum.” Aviel said. “And considering that they not only have the blood of Pralors within their veins but they have an actual Praetorian with them, I do believe that trumps any claim that you may think we have.  I, for one, have no desire to be killed by a trap set many thousands of years ago by the Scourge. Do you?”


Dytin shook his head. “Not today, no.” He answered.


“We have equipment that can detect traps Inidra.” Matum insisted. “We should be there as well. It is our right!”


Aviel looked up at him now. “Our right?” He spoke. “The Dahakoan have been revered among our people for millennia Matum. What makes you think that you have a right to be with them?”


“We do not even know if they are Dahakoan!” Matum exclaimed now. “Nothing Laren or Ladur has done proves that they are Dahakoan. And I cannot believe that the Ancient One Dadrien would bequeath this sacred gift to those who are not even Darastrixi!”


“But they are Darastrixi! They have the blood of dragons within them! They are also Vrelvel Sargti Matum, at least this Androcles and Elynth. Or will you deny what your Darastrixi blood tells you.” Aviel spoke. “Just as it tells each and every Darastrixi no matter where they come from. And it was they who told us his name! Or do you now deny that this is not the Ancient One.”


“I do not deny this Koppentotz Aviel, I can feel this as well, which only makes it harder to remain over here when we should be over there, included in whatever they are speaking of.” Matum answered. “We are the military officers!”


“If my ears do not deceive me, we would not understand what they are saying.” Dytin spoke once more. “They are speaking in the Lycavorian language.”


“Which is another reason why I do not trust them!” Matum hissed. “How can Laren know their language? Why are they speaking that language and not a language that we too can understand? Are we supposed to believe that the Ancient One Dadrien knows this language? If so, how does he know this?”


Dytin glanced over to them. “I would say he does, since he is speaking it.” He replied turning back to him. “Matum, you are perhaps the finest officer I have ever trained, but you are far too suspicious of what you do not understand.”


“Perhaps because what I don’t understand could be a threat to us!” Matum retorted.

“Or perhaps because you fear what you do not understand.” Aviel told him.


“I am afraid of nothing!” Matum hissed almost angrily.


“Truly?” Aviel said noticing that Dytin was remaining silent now and allowing him to converse with Matum. Aviel had always been the more analytical of them while they were growing and Dytin had always been the more practical. They had learned to complement each other very well during that time and left many adults baffled at their reasoning for doing things. “If you are afraid of nothing Major Matum, then why are you so concerned about what they are doing over there?” 


“I am concerned because it… because it may have dire ramifications for us!” Matum stammered out his reply and knew right away that it was a ridiculous notion.

“You are concerned because you feel left out.” Aviel spoke calmly seeing Matum’s face tighten. “You are concerned because you want to be involved and prove to others that you are a superior soldier. Something that we already know. I word of advice Matum, do not wish for something when that knowledge may very well terrify you in the end.”

Matum really had nothing to say to that and he turned around in a huff and moved away from Aviel and Dytin. Dytin looked at his friend. “He is a fine soldier Aviel.” He finally said.


Aviel nodded his head. “If you trained him, I would never doubt that.” He answered. “You cannot trach humility however, my friend.”


Dytin nodded his head. “True.”


“Something tells me that these young men and women we see all around us are far better trained then even your Sand Striders.” Aviel spoke softly as his eyes drifted over the room and he took everything in. “And this will be a painful lesson for Matum to learn if he lets his ego override his common sense.”


Dytin nodded his head once more as he ate a piece of his ration. “A lesson all of us must learn at some point.” He spoke.


“…Are we doing Major?” The Sand Strider soldier asked as he and one other followed Matum. “Our orders were to remain in the bay.”


Matum stopped and looked at him. “The General relies on my skills and I do not trust these newcomers.” He answered. “I wish to know what it is they are doing in another part of this station and I intend to find out.”


“You heard the reports sir.” The second soldier spoke. “This station has traps all over. We should remain within the area that has been cleared by these Drones.”


Matum held up the small, box like object. “We have our own technology for detecting traps.” He hissed. “I do not need these people to help me do my job! We are going to find out what they are doing and why. Now follow me. I have these other individuals on my portable sensor. They are fifteen decks above us and near where the power core for this station is supposed to be. We will find out what they are doing.”

Matum turned and began moving off down the corridor that led away from the landing bay and his two men shook their heads and followed him. They had moved off into the shadows without anyone really noticing and exited the landing bay into the dimly lit and empty corridor. Now they were moving off into a station that none of them knew anything about and this did not sit well with the two junior Sand Striders.


Not at all.

SPARTA'S WRATH


“That’s it! They are in!” Taich Neulan barked from his Tactical console. “They are in Armen.”


Armen came to his feet from the command chair and nodded his head. –Very well. Helm, take us to within ten thousand meters of the station with the bow of our ship. No closer. That will put the two forward teleporters within the envelope of the station and allow them to begin transporting cargo over. And prepare to drop the Shroud when they are ready to initiate transfer-

“Helm answers aye!” The elven helmsman barked out. “Moving to put our bow ten thousand meters from the station! Engaging port and starboard thrusters! Forty percent power!”


Armen looked at Taich. –Colonel if you would move to Cargo Bay Six and insure we are ready to begin transferring the equipment. And be ready to move to the Secondary Command Bridge in case this goes to sibfla-

Taich nodded his head with a huge smile at Armen’s use of the Lycavorian curse word. “On my way.”


Armen turned and looked at the main view screen as the station began to grow even larger. –Now the fun begins- He muttered to no one in particular, though he spoke loud enough for almost all the bridge crew to hear him.

SCIENCE STATION 489


“…Unable to influence events directly, but we discovered that we were able to guide them in a manner of speaking.” Sumar was speaking to them. Laren sat between Androcles and Dorian, her hands on their knees and their hands over the top of hers. Elynth, Ryner and Ladur were behind each of their Bonded Ones, Murano and Sarlana on either side.

“In a manner of speaking?” Sarlana asked.


“Subtle pushes within the Etheric realm mostly.” Sumar answered. 


“Darastrixi are unable to manipulate this Etheric realm that the Pralors can.” Sarlana said. “We have never been able to.”


“That is not entirely true Sarlana.” Dadrien spoke now. “Part of the power and abilities of a Dahakoan came from within the Etheric realm. Our unique ability of battlefield precognition for instance. This was just information that I never allowed to be known by those outside the ranks of the Dahakoan.” Sarlana’s eyes were wide in surprise at this revelation. “However, like with the Pralor people, this ability was extremely rare among the Darastrixi, which is why the Dahakoan were so limited in number. An Etheric bond did exist between Vrrarhoinpa and Jiilhoinpa, just not on so grand a scale as what we now see between Androcles and Elynth, Dorian and Ryner and Laren and Ladur. That is… it is not something that we foresaw.”


“We believe the cause of that is because of what Arzoal did to all of the eggs on Elear.” Sumar spoke once more.


“Grandmother?” Elynth asked quickly her voice echoing just as it had for almost three decades within Andro’s mind. It was the same voice as it had always been, but now he could actually hear it with his ears. Dadrien had explained to them that the moment they physically touched Laren and Ladur, their combined knowledge merged and became one. This also included the knowledge on how to manipulate the vocal cords within their throats that had been dormant for so long. 

Andro turned his head and looked at Elynth over his shoulder. “Elynth that new skill is going to take some getting used to.” He said.


Elynth’s golden eyes grew a little wider and she lowered her head to engulf his entire shoulder in her muzzle. Sumar and Dadrien watched with some humor as she bit down on his armor gently and then butted him in the back of the head. 

“It will allow me to better communicate with Sadi and your other beloved wives so that we may keep track of you more.” Elynth told him.

Laren laughed out loud at this action and squeezed Androcles’ hand. “I think you are in trouble.” She stated.

Andro grinned as he looked at Elynth over his shoulder and saw the love for him in her eyes. “You have no idea.” He said. He turned back to the image of his grandfather. “Why do you think the Elder Mother had something to do with that?”

“She was a Pralor before she became a dragon.” Sumar spoke looking at Murano. “And I believe she was meant to join our ranks Murano my friend.”

“A Praetorian?” Murano gasped.

Sumar’s image nodded. “Given time I believe we would have discovered her, just as I discovered Tobia and what she could do, but obviously events took that away from us. If what I believe is true, than as Arzoal manipulated the Etheric skills of every dragon born for millennia, she triggered a much deeper connection to the Etheric realm. Arzoal thought she was protecting them, when in actuality she was increasing their Etheric abilities to levels beyond what they would have had normally. When your father and others found them on Enurrua Androcles, well nature took its course. The Praetorian blood within many of the Lycavorians allowed for a deep Etheric connection to form. For those elves among the first to Bond with dragons, this came about because they evolved from dragons.” Sumar looked directly at Androcles. “It is also why I believe she knew exactly who your father was when he arrived.”   

“She could sense his Praetorian blood.” Androcles said softly. “Your blood.”

Sumar nodded his head. “Yes.” He answered. “It is also why Shiria kept her existence secret even from Wayonn. Shiria is a Praetorian Mage in case you have not already figured that out.” His eyes shifted to Murano. “She is meant to be Tobia’s Mage.”

Murano looked at him wide eyed. “Tobia?” He gasped.


Sumar nodded his head. “They will be the ones to find and train those Praetorians yet to come Murano my friend. They are out there, they just need to be found and shown what path they could follow.”

“Descendants from City Ship 41?” Dorian asked.


Sumar nodded his head again. “And City Ship 19.” He stated. 


Androcles and Dorian looked at him with wide eyes. “City Ship 19!” Andro finally gasped. “Grandfather are you sure?”


Sumar smiled sadly. “I was not certain until you… until you removed my brother’s influence Androcles.”


Andro’s face suddenly dipped and he became silent. “Grandfather I…”


“Do not regret what you did Androcles my staaniketo.” Sumar said softly. “It needed to be done and only you had the will to do what… what I could not.” (Grandson)

“You tried to save him grandfather.” Andro said.


Sumar shook his head now. “Some people cannot be saved Androcles.” He answered. “My brother was one of them. When you removed his influence I was able to detect several future Praetorians among the High Coven. Those fools Veldruk and Aikiro were so corrupted by his influence that they never saw it. If I detected them, then there are most likely more.”


“So you knew that there were possible Praetorians on all of the ships?” Murano asked.


Sumar nodded his head. “That is why I was so selective in their crews, yes.” 


“Narice?” Andro asked.

Sumar shook his head. “No.” He said. “I would have sensed her the moment she tasted your brother’s blood. Her role is no less important however, for only she can pull the Coven from the abyss that Veldruk and Aikiro were taking it down. Only she and her sister.”

“Yuri?!” Dorian asked.


“Yuri has become the individual she was always meant to be.” Sumar spoke almost fondly of her. “And she will have a very large role in helping her sister to bring about change for the High Coven and the future as a whole. She will find her path soon enough so I would not worry about her.”


“Will there… are there any more like us?” Laren asked now.


It was Dadrien who chuckled now and shook his massive head. “Child, none will be like you and your brothers and sisters of the blood. You are unique in a way that can never be duplicated. Just as it was always meant to be.”


“Can you see the future Ancient One?” Laren asked softly. “For us?”


Dadrien lowered his head until the image of his snout was only inches from her head. “You are the future Laren Ti’shara.” He spoke as her multicolored blue eyes lifted to look at him. “The six of you. For the Darastrixi, for the Pralors, for the Lycavorians and for all life across the stars.”

“Ah really… no pressure right.” Dorian quipped.


“You are all Dahakoan!” Dadrien spoke firmly. “Darastrixi di wer iski.” He said with supreme confidence. “Dragons of the Stars.”


Androcles noticed first as Sumar’s image lifted his head slightly as if looking up at the ceiling. “Grandfather?” He finally asked.


“Our time grows short.” He spoke. “We must speak with your father before our time is done Androcles. He is the key.”


“Father?” Andro asked. He saw both Sumar and Dadrien nod their heads together.


“Your father is wer Irral.” Dadrien said. 


“The First?” Dorian asked.


“The center from which all else evolves.” Dadrien told them. 


Androcles felt it first and he rose to his feet quickly, his face puzzled but intently focused. Laren and Dorian stood up quickly and looked at him even as Sumar turned to look at Dadrien with a smile that only Sarlana and Murano saw.


“And it begins now.” He said softly. “Our time here is done.” Sumar spoke. “Go with the gods my family and friends. We will speak only once more before our time is complete. You will know when that is.”

“Sumar wait!” Murano exclaimed just before their images vanished into thin air and the landing bay was empty except for them. “Damn!”

“Andro?” Laren spoke as she reached for his shoulder. “What is it?”


Andro shook his head. “I don’t… I don’t know.” He spoke. “Elynth?”


“I sense it too Andro.” Elynth replied instantly.


“Sense what?” Sarlana gasped. 


“Murano!” Andro blurted before reaching for him and clasping his forearm. Murano didn’t hesitate and clenched Androcles’ forearm tightly, even as Laren and Dorian reached out and placed their hands on Andro’s arm. “Murano is this…”


Murano’s eyes grew wide as he felt what Andro was sensing sweep over him. It was easy enough to do with a fellow Praetorian but with both Dorian and Laren included it was far easier than he had ever remembered, something that he would remember in the future. It was also something he had not felt in millennia and it filled him with dread as his eyes grew wider.  

Dorian turned and looked at him. “Murano is that…?”


“The Scourge! They are already on this station!” Murano gasped aloud. 

SPARTA’S WRATH



Armen was silent as he stood in the center of the bridge allowing his crew to do their jobs and do them well. He had chosen all of them for their ability to adapt as well as their advanced skills.
Even Admiral O’Connor had been impressed at the collection he had put together, but Armen knew what he was looking for from the moment Androcles had given him the ship. His neural network was the most advanced artificial intelligence ever designed by Pralor engineers and now that was paying off in droves. He may have been a machine outwardly, and he was unaware that the crew did not think of him as a machine, but Armen had already reached the level of Avi in being recognized as something far more than a simple Avatar. 

Armen’s head snapped around the moment he heard the beeping sound and he saw the elven sensor tech lean over her dual consoles just as quickly.


“Whoa!! Power surge! A big one! Lower three decks of the station!” She exclaimed as her hands flew across the oversized consoles. “It’s not tied into the main grid! It’s something else!”


Armen was about to reply when her voice cut him off.


“Sibfla! Active contacts! They just jumped into the station’s area of operation! Three Darastrixi ships! Looks like cruiser class!”


Armen’s Neuraltronic Processor was already computing and he waited an appropriate time to what he thought a superior Lycavorian could process before he spoke.

-Tactical! Realign all forward sensors on the lower portion of the station! Find out where that power surge is coming from! Operations Officer, report!-


“Detecting a low power transmission from the ENCHANTRESS to the station! I guess whoever this General left in charge is contacting him about the new Darastrixi ships.” The man answered.


-He did tell Androcles that he was being pursued but thought he had lost them. It seems that is not the case. What is their status?-


“No signs of weapons or shields but they are closing on the ENCHANTRESS’s position quickly.” The OPS Officer replied.


-Very well. Contact the OIC of the ENCHANTRESS and have them close to within five thousand meters of our location. Once that is done extend our shield grid to envelope them-


“Raise the Shroud?” The OPS Officer asked.


-Negative. Colonel Taich is still transporting over the equipment we need- Armen answered. –He will require an additional thirty-nine minutes to retrieve what Praetorian Murano directed us to secure- Armen paused for only a moment. –Weapons Officer! Target the three Darastrixi ships with port side batteries nine through twenty-three! Shields and weapons only-



“Weapons aye!”

DARASTRIXI IKLISS-Class Cruiser

“…increased their speed and are closing on the unknown ship!” Darrod’s Tactical Officer reported.


“Someone tell me what kind of ship that is?” Darrod snarled loudly. “Is it Scourge?”


“Unknown!” Another voice chimed in. “Twenty-one thousand plus meters in length! It has a beam of nearly four thousand eight hundred meters!”

“Ithquenti!” Darrod gasped aloud. “It’s five times our length!”


Inelor moved up beside him and held out the pad. “General Dytin and the others are on the station.” He told him. “Sensors are picking up additional lifeforms as well. One appears to be fully Pralor, while another is questionable.”


“Questionable?” Darrod spoke. “What does that mean?”


“I’ve never seen these life signs before, sir.” Inelor told him. “One of the signals is indicating a combination of these new signs and Pralor physiology combined. I’m having them pushed through our data base but… the others are clearly Darastrixi, but they are different.”


“Different how?” Darrod almost shouted.


“Meagear Inelor! Coming through now!” (Commander)


Inelor tapped his pad and his eyes grew wide at what they saw as he read. “They were in the Elbakiw Sulevfu database! Lycavorian, Elven and Vampiric signs on the station. Darrod…” He looked at his commanding officer. “The Lycavorians are categorized as potential Level Three hostile.”


“Level Three?” Darrod gasped. 


“If what the computer says is true, the additional Darastrixi we are detecting are hybrids.” Inelor spoke looking at Darrod. “Ixen and Osear hybrids.”


Darrod looked at him with wide eyes. “Hybrids?” He asked. “That is not possible Inelor, the Ixen and Osear breeds do not even get along with each other. And cross breeding is not something that is allowed.”


Inelor turned when the officer came up to him and handed him another pad. He glanced at it briefly and then looked at Darrod. “The Lycavorians are shape shifters. They can change their forms to that of a Kaldaka. Similar size to us, but the Elbakiw Sulevfu database has them listed as a priority threat because of their robust nature. They are very hard to kill it seems.”


“Were they listed as an interstellar species?” Darrod asked.

Inelor shook his head. “No.”


“Well, they are now! That is obviously a Lycavorian ship! It is nowhere in our database!” Darrod exclaimed looking at Inelor. “Prepare an assault team. Fully loaded and armed. I will lead them. Deploy in standard alpha combat positions and power weapons and shields!”


“Sir, is that wise?” Inelor asked. 


“Always act from a position of strength Inelor.” Darrod told him.


“Sir, that ship, it is five times the size of ours.” Inelor said. “The weapons…”


“The Elbakiw Sulevfu database has listed these Lycavorians as a lesser species.” Darrod spoke. “The only logical solution is that they stole the ship somehow and use it to scavenge whatever they can find. They have more numbers than Indira Dytin and they are probably holding them hostage. We…”


“Yobhakcho Darrod! New power source! Not from the main station! Lower three decks!” The female Darastrixi turned in her chair. “Major… it’s Disise!”


Darrod’s eyes grew wider. “Damn!” He barked. “Have the Assault leader meet me in the bay! We need to get them out of there before the Disise find them!”
SCIENCE STATION 489


“…it’s Scourge Armen!” Androcles hissed into his implant even as he saw Dytin and Aviel moving across the deck towards him with several Sand Striders in tow.


Armen did not question Androcles for he knew what he was and if a Praetorian and Dahakoan said that the new power readings were from Scourge, then they were.


-We have not detected any Scourge life signs Androcles so that leads me to assess that they have hidden Cryo chambers in the lower portions of the station. That is the power readings we are detecting. The chambers must be activating and their lifesigns will become trackable momentarily. Our presence here has been compromised Androcles-

“How?” Andro snarled. “Alpha Nine and Alpha Thirteen only cleared select portions of the station and we have been inside those areas this whole time! How…” Andro’s eyes grew wider. “Armen scan the station for any signs outside the cleared areas!”


-Stand by- Armen replied. –Confirmed. Three Darastrixi life signs are showing on our sensors. They are currently on deck twenty-four and moving for Engineering. They are however, outside of the areas cleared by Alpha Nine and Thirteen-


“Nubou!” Andro swore loudly just as Dytin and Aviel stopped beside him. “Inform Ridor and Kalis Armen! Murano is on his way back to them with Deion! How much longer do they need?”

-At least thirty-five minutes to procure everything on Murano’s list- Armen answered instantly.

“The Darastrixi must have set off some sort of sensor trap as they were wandering blindly!” Andro snarled once more. “Sibfla! Armen, jam everything leaving the station. All transmissions except for our command channels. Inform Inidra Dytin’s ship of this and give them our command channels.” 


-Three Darastrixi warships have also entered the Station’s Zone. A smaller transport ship has broken from one warship and is currently moving for the station. They will be within range of the emergency hatches adjacent to Landing Bay 12 in two minutes and ten seconds- Armen told him. –I have instructed the ENCHANTRESS to move within our shield envelope and they are currently holding station off our starboard bow-

“Can they bypass the security access codes and open the Emergency hatches?” Andro asked.


-Unknown. If they are good at what they do, it is possible. The Darastrixi have fine engineers Andro. And either Emergency hatch can accommodate a ship of that size- Armen told him. –Androcles, we cannot let the Scourge on this station survive and inform the others that we were here. Permission to initiate Zero Option-

Andro didn’t hesitate. “You do not need my approval to keep us safe Armen.” Andro told him. “Have Alpha Nine and Alpha Thirteen break off from Murano’s group and see to it.”


-Understood- Armen replied. –I will keep you informed of anything new. I suggest you begin moving back to Landing Bay Nineteen and prepare for your extraction-


“We’re on it.” Andro spoke. Andro turned to Dytin and Aviel as Dorian and Laren moved closer to him. “General, three of your people took it upon themselves to go sightseeing.” He told him seeing his eyes darken in anger.


“Matum!” Dytin hissed.


“It appears they set off some sort of motion detector or sensor and now there are Scourge Cryo chambers activating in the lower three decks of this station.” Andro told him seeing both his eyes and Aviel’s go wide.


“That’s why we can sense them now and could not when we arrived.” Laren exclaimed. “They were asleep!”


Andro nodded his head. “Well, they are waking up now and we need to move our asses out of here like pronto!”


“This position is defensible Dahakoan Androcles.” Dytin spoke. 


Andro shook his head. “The three ships you said we chasing you just showed up.” He told them.


“Darrod!” Dytin spat. “He found us!”


Aviel looked at his friend. “You did say he was your finest officer Dytin.”


“Well, he is probably aboard the transport that is about to attempt to breach one of the Emergency Hatches on either side of this bay. We need to move and we need to move now.” Andro spoke. Andro turned and looked at Denali. “Deni… Lisisa, Arduri, Aradace and Jeth with you. Get Koppentotz Aviel and the other Darastrixi back to our entry point. Inidra Dytin’s Sand Striders as additional security. Sadi, Nara and Brendi will monitor you and direct from the Command Station there.”


Denali nodded his head. “Moving.”


“Deni?” Andro’s voice stopped him and he looked back at him. “Don’t stop for anything fervon. If it gets in your way, kill it. Zero Option is active.”


Denali Leonidas nodded his head. “Understood.”

“Dorian and Laren with me, Sehri, Jomann and Eliani.” Andro spoke once more. 


“Where are we going?” Eliani asked as she came up beside Dorian with Jomann. Sehri moved directly between Laren and Andro and pressed against his side as Laren smiled and leaned over to nuzzle her cheek. Sehri beamed in happiness and took her hand and squeezed. All of them had felt Andro’s happiness when he and Dorian had been holding Laren in their arms, but the fleeting moment of jealousy Sehri had felt quickly went away when she realized it was a brotherly love that swept through Andro and it was a brotherly love that was returned by Laren. Sehri felt no guilt for these feelings for she was a true Alpha female wolf now, just like Sadi and Ne'Veha and Lu'ria. Female Alphas put off a natural pheromone when around their chosen mate and this put off other female wolves if they were smart. This was a normal reaction for them Sadi had told her and it also served to keep other females who were not Lycavorian at bay when it came to their men. Having Lycavorian blood within her, Laren could sense this right away within Sehri and just by instinct alone she made it very clear with her scent that Andro was her brother.

“We’re going to get the General’s wayward children before they get themselves killed.” Andro spoke. “We…”


The bright flash of a teleporter sprang open off to their left and suddenly they were looking at two crates in front of them. Andro’s implant came to life once more with Eirene’s voice.


“Andro, I just had Armen teleport you two crates of the Pralor weapons!” She told him. “Use them well and Fedor says if you get yourself killed he will haunt you for the rest of his natural life.”

Andro smiled at her transmission as the link went dead once more. She apparently did not need for him to reply and they were obviously busy. He pointed to the crates. “Gear up.” He told them. He looked at Dytin. “General I assume you are coming with us.”

Dytin stood a little straighter. “If only so that I can cuff and curse Matum myself for doing something so utterly stupid!”


Andro nodded his head. “Let’s do it.”
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LOWER ASTROMETRIC RESEARCH

DECK 2

His eyes opened slowly as the cryo sleep gas began to bleed away and then he was sitting up slowly in the portable cryo bed chamber. His head appendages twitched slightly in the coolness of the air and he could hear the air circulators beginning to cycle faster as more of the chambers opened. This deck and the one above and below him had been tied into the portable Scourge power core that had been lying dormant and waiting for the command to bring the chambers to full readiness. Whatever had happened, the computer had detected some breach of the security measures they had left in place.

The Scourge Holy Elite swung his legs over the side of the Cryo bed and stretched his lean, muscular form by extending his four fingered hands and arms above his head. It had been six thousand years since he had been awake, and he hated Cryo sleep. His name was Dalet Nulai and he was among the most senior of Scourge Holy Elites within their entire empire, and certainly one of the oldest alive at nearly thirty-five thousand years of age. He had fought in nearly all of the Second Pralor War and was among the few Scourge Holy Elites to be able to boast that he had singlehandedly killed a Praetorian warrior. More than one in fact.

“Computer, status?” He spoke the command as he placed his feet on the cool floor.

{Multiple Security Breaches detected. Decks 12, 19, 24, 29 and 32. Main Engineering Core has been brought online and is currently operating at 43 percent power output. Detecting multiple life forms within Engineering.}

The mechanical voice replied from the many internal speakers all around this area of the Pralor Station. Every Pralor station that was left intact had a similar contingent of Scourge warriors and one Holy Elite to lead them left onboard in order to keep the station secure. All of them in Cryo Sleep, waiting for the moment when they would be awakened and called to do their duty once more. Stations such as these, while many had never been returned to once taken, were treasure troves of knowledge and data that the Scourge might need one day and they were treated as such. Each also had a Scourge computer to monitor and run the Cryo Chambers and however many decks needed to house the chambers. It was usually between two and five decks that were needed to house the chambers and all of the Scourge equipment.
“Numbers?” Dalet asked as he saw his Scourge Elites beginning to rise from their beds and move to storage equipment lockers set up nearby.

{Main station sensor grid is still offline. Many of the areas are still dark. Active Power Draw has only been routed to two landing bays and engineering at this time. The remaining station is still operating at the lowest settings possible.}
“Life support has been activated?” Dalet asked.

{Affirmative. Life support is active station wide.}

Unlike most species when awoken from Cryo sleep, Scourge could recover very quickly from the after affects and were ready to go into action within minutes, not hours. Dalet pulled open the small locker and began to pull his equipment from inside.

“Lifeform analysis?”

{Sensor readings are intermittent. Lockdown protocols are in place but I have detected Darastrixi life forms as well as several minor species. Lycavorian. Elven. Vampiric and several of unknown origin. Physical composition indicates they have been altered in some manner.}

“Altered how?” Dalet asked.

{Unknown at this time. Internal Sensor access is extremely limited. Attempting to merge sensor streams. Warning. Warning. Pralor life signs detected. Pralor life signs detected.}

This brought Dalet up short and he lifted his head toward the ceiling. “Pralor?” He asked in surprise. “That is not possible. The Pralor people are extinct. We destroyed them.”

{Sensor analysis confirmed. Detecting one Pralor life sign as well as… error. Error. Recalibrating secondary sensors. Analysis is confirmed. Now detecting multiple life forms with Pralor DNA. Sub Species Lycavorian all have Pralor DNA within them.}  


“Confirm that!” He snapped.

{Analysis is confirmed. Multiple life forms all registering Pralor DNA Base Code within their DNA strands.}


“But they are not Pralor? They are sub species?” Dalet spoke.


{Affirmative} 


“Hypothesis as to how this occurred?”


{Unable to present hypotheses. Data not complete and sensor access is limited to portable units now. I have now been locked out of all sensor controls.}


“Not complete?” Dalet hissed. “How is that possible?”

{Unable to access secure database. Clearance level is not sufficient.}


“I am a Scourge Holy Elite Dalet Nulai, Administrator to the Queen Mother!” Dalet snarled. “Now unlock the databases!”


{Unable to comply. Insufficient Security Clearance.}


Dalet swore under his breath as he began to pull on his uniform and weapons. “Where is the nearest group of intruders to our current location?” 

{Deck twenty-four, starboard section thirteen. Three Darastrixi contacts. They appear to be moving for Engineering but their movement pattern is erratic. It appears as I they are unfamiliar with this station}


“They do not know the station as we do.” Dalet spoke. “I want them taken first. I wish to question them as to why they are here. Dispatch a squad from the Deck Four chambers immediately.”  

{Issuing order}

“Status of communications?” Dalet asked. “I want to call for reinforcements and the access codes for secure data storage.”

{Unable to comply. All access to communications relays have been disabled by unknown jamming signals and Pralor Security Algorithms.} The computer voice answered. {Do you wish to deploy emergency communications buoy?}


“Negative!” Dalet snapped. “I will find out for myself what is going on.”


{Helios Squad reports they are moving to intercept Darastrixi intruders.}


“Excellent.” Dalet spoke as he turned to face the Scourge Elite who was his Second in Command. “We will proceed to their location as soon as we are ready.”
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MURANO’S TEAM

MAIN ENGINEERING
DECK 32 SECTION 9


“Scourge!? Here?” Ridor gasped. “You’re shitting us!”


Murano shook his head with a slight smile at Deion in reaction to Ridor’s outburst. “No, I am not shitting you.” He answered. “That is not something I would shit you about.”


“Papa?” Mari asked from beside Deion now. “That is what…”


Murano nodded his head. “Yes, we all felt it too.” He answered her knowing what she was going to ask. 


Mari shuddered inwardly and pressed closer to Deion’s powerful frame for comfort. It was the most malevolent thing she had ever felt in her lifetime and it sent chills through her body.


“We haven’t finished loading out all of the equipment Androcles and you wanted us to take Murano.” Kalis spoke now. “Daio and I estimate another twenty-five minutes at least before we get it all!”


Murano shook his head. “We do not have the time any longer so we will make what we have work! Zero Option has been instituted and now it is time for us to leave. Send over whatever you can in the next exchange and then prepare to set the charges to destroy everything else.” He told them turning to Mari. “Mari, can you and Eirene remotely monitor the station’s systems from your P9s?”


Mari nodded her head quickly. “Yes.” She answered instantly. “We are tied into all of the station’s command systems via Praetorian Algorithms I wrote over the last week. We can control every portion of the station.”


“Then disconnect from the main frame and begin monitoring all of the internal camera and biometric systems within four decks of us.” Murano said. “Any unknown lifesigns are to be treated as Scourge and avoided and I don’t want them sneaking up on us. And purge whatever footprint you and Eirene have left in the main computer since being connected.” Mari nodded and grabbed Eirene’s hand to move back to their consoles. Murano turned then to Ridor. “Pull Cowen and Sherice back to our location.” He ordered. “Then secure whatever Intelligence data you can. Deion and I are going to sweep the beginning of our route back. We will be no more than a few hundred meters from here at any given time. Hurry Ridor. We do not have much time before they begin to make their way here.” 


Deion watched Ridor move back into the hidden cache room and then he looked at Murano. “Should we split up Murano?” He asked. “Mari and the others…”


Murano placed his hand on Deion’s shoulder firmly and looked at him. His fingers curled around the back of his neck and he smiled at him. “You have made my daughter happier than I have ever seen her Deion Leonidas.” He spoke. “I know you have turned her. I can see it in her eyes and her actions.”


“Murano we were going to…” Deion began to speak but Murano shook his head.


“No.” He spoke stopping Deion’s words. “I thought at first that I would be upset over this because of what you are. I am not. Mari is also Praetorian Deion my boy, you know this.”


Deion nodded his head. “Yes.”


“She does not have our experience and skill Deion.” Murano told him. “These are things we will need to teach her, you and I, your brothers and father. Her mother. I also know she will be more wolf in her actions and attitude. This does not frighten me either. What we need to do is allow her to do what she does better than anyone and that is her skill with computers. We must push back our need to protect her and let her do her job, for she is that good.”


Deion looked at him. “Yes she is.”


Murano nodded his head. “Then let us do ours.” He said.


Deion nodded his head confidently and smiled. The knowledge that Murano did indeed approve of Mari now being wolf was a great sense of relief within him. He did not know how Murano would act when he discovered this. That he came to this knowledge all on his own told Deion that he had indeed turned a corner of his life and allowed himself to learn and embrace new things. He could feel Mari’s happiness within him as she had heard everything her father had said and he pulsed her with his love. His sisters Nara and Eliani had taught her well in so short a time for he felt Mari pulse him back with her female aura and it was powerful and controlled.


Murano tugged on his arm and motioned to the cache room. “Deion, let us get different weapons. We will need to become familiar with them, for once your brother and father see what they can do I think they will become very popular.”


“Sounds like a plan.” Deion said. “Then what?”


“Then we must make our way back to Deck 19 and our ships.” Murano told him. “That will be the tricky part.”
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MATUM’S TEAM


“…Lost again Major Matum.” The junior officer spoke from behind Matum as they came to the intersection in corridors. In the dimly lit hallways everything seemed to be the same and no identifying marks were on the walls or deck as they were on Darastrixi stations.

Matum glared at the junior officer for only a second as he looked at his data pad. “There are no identifying signatures!” He spat. “Who builds their stations without deck numbers?”


“Here!” The second Sand Strider hissed from the wall. “Deck Twenty-Four, Section Thirteen. The markers are faint so they must be light based. Without full power to the station they must be on top of to see them.”


Matum nodded as he tapped on his data pad. “That puts us eight decks below the main Engineering section. There is an elevator forty meters this way…” He spoke motioning with his hand. “It will take us directly to that deck and only thirty meters from the entrance into Main Engineering.”


“Major, shouldn’t we contact Inidra Dytin?” The junior Lieutenant asked. “They must have noticed we are no longer among them by now.”


Matum shook his head. “He does not believe these Lycavorians pose a threat. I do not share this belief.”


“They are Dahakoan Matum!” The officer pressed. “And you had to have felt that the large one and the obsidian Vrrarhoinpa are Vrelvel Sargti. We all felt that, it was unmistakable and it cannot be ignored.”


“Do not always trust in what you feel Lieutenant.” Matum spoke as he began moving in the direction of the elevator. “Often times your feelings and emotions can deceive you.”

“Perhaps… but they are telling me we made a mistake leaving the landing bay.” The Lieutenant spoke. “We should not be out here wandering about blindly. We do not know this station and it has been abandoned for millennia. We do not know what the Pralor people used it for or what could still be on it!”


Matum looked at him as they got closer to the elevator. “We are sand Striders Lieutenant. We do not fear what we do not know. We…”


The sound of the elevator opening in front of them caused Matum to stop talking in surprise and turn to face the wide double doors as they opened fully and an even dozen Disise Kilnsiri stormed off the elevator with their weapons at the ready and aimed at them. Matum and the others did not even have time to bring their weapons up before the Scourge had surrounded them completely.

“Wait!” Matum shouted. “We are Darastrixi and…”


“Drop your weapons!” The lead Disise Kilnsiri from Helios squad barked.


“We are not a threat!” Matum barked. “We…”


The Disise Kilnsiri stepped into the butt stroke of his rifle which caught Matum square in the side of the head. He dropped to his knees, bright stars exploding in his eyes even as his two men were driven to their knees and their weapons were stripped from them and tossed aside out of reach. Matum felt his own rifle wrenched from his hands and his sidearm pulled form its holster and he heard them clatter to the deck a second later. He shook his head to clear his vision and looked up slowly.


“We are Darastrixi!” He rasped out the words once more. “We…”


“Be silent!” The Disise Kilnsiri barked at him. “You are in restricted Scourge space, aboard a quarantined station! Why?”


“We did not know!” Matum gasped. “We were lost and…”


The Disise Kilnsiri pressed the barrel of his rifle to Matum’s temple. “We only need one of you alive to question.” He snarled. “Kill them! This one is the leader.”


“No!” Matum growled as he sprang to his feet, grabbing the barrel of the rifle with his right hand.


What happened next Matum and Dytin would remember for many years to come.


Matum had time to glance into the face of the Disise Kilnsiri and he saw a flash of intense pain in those cruel dark eyes just before gray white Disise blood showered the entire side of his face and neck and all the resistance against his hand holding the rifle disappeared. His eyes glanced down in time to see the silver flash of unknown metal and then the Disise Kilnsiri’s entire arm fell away just above his elbow. Matum’s eyes grew wider still as he saw this, for he had never seen any form of combat besides simulation and training in all his years. The wet, squishy sound that he heard was sickening as the arm fell away and landed with a plopping sound on the deck at their feet. He looked back up at the Disise Kilnsiri with wide eyes and saw the expression of pain and surprise. There was a loud metal upon metal thud and then the Disise Kilnsiri stumbled backwards and reached for his now missing limb in obvious horrific agony. Matum saw the strangely curved bladed weapon imbedded in the steel wall, blood dripping from the arched blades. Matum looked back to the Disise Kilnsiri to see him staggering back several steps, his black eyes wide in shock. Something yank back the double skull with savage force unlike anything he had ever seen and two armored hands gripped either side of that large head and ripped sideways. The sound of the Disise Kilnsiri’s neck snapping was like a gunshot echoing in an enclosed room and then the Disise Kilnsiri’s body fell away to reveal the armored form of the Lycavorian behind him.


It was the Dahakoan.


Androcles Leonidas sensed a power and confidence unlike anything he had ever felt in his life swirling through him now. It was a combination of what all six of them were feeling and it was coursing through them like a firestorm. His senses had never been more alive and acute, every tiny ripple in the air, every single scent, every sound, all of it combining in a kaleidoscope of sensors that were firing in his brain. His normally superior reflexes were beyond everything that he had ever known and the strength that flowed within his four limbs was far beyond that which any normal Lycavorian should have had. 

Andro could feel it flowing through Dorian and Laren as well, through Elynth, Ryner and Ladur behind them. Cascading outward and swirling all around them like a powerful tornado. 
They could see everything as if they were looking through all six pairs of their eyes at the same time. They took in every angle, every direction, every detail no matter how minor and it blended into one complete vision of the entire space and world around them. 
This was the Dahakoan power flowing through him Andro realized, the ability to see all in every aspect and ratio and react to it before it ever happened. Saar appeared in his hand as if by some unnatural force and was exploding from Flatspace before the thought had even left his mind. The Dragon Armor forged blade snapped out with a speed that Androcles never knew he possessed and bit into the neck of the next closest Scourge, severing the triangular head in one smooth motion. There was no pause in motion as the blade sliced cleanly through muscle, bone and sinew and then Scourge Elite’s head fell to the deck with a thundering thud it seemed. In the same instant, the M4X Pralor Particle Magnum appeared in his opposite hand and leveled at the next two Scourge closest to him. The new Pralor weapon thundered in the wide corridor, two magenta colored flashes from the barrel and the heads of the two Scourge erupted in masses of flesh, blood and bone, blowing the bodies of the two Scourge back with enough force to launch their bodies two meters away from him. Andro was turning to the side but knew it was already over, he had seen everything Dorian and Laren had done, every motion and thrust of their weapons with their own eyes. It was a complete and utter clarity that filled him now. Filled all of them. 
To Androcles Leonidas it felt as if he had been reborn.


To Laren, it was the most beautiful sensation and emotion she had ever felt in her young life. The love of her parents and brothers was absolute, this Laren had always known, but the love she felt flowing from Androcles and Dorian and Elynth and Ryner for her and Ladur was almost magically in nature. They swam within each other’s minds as if floating in a calm ocean of color, seeing and feeling everything. Over the last months, as she began to feel them more strongly, their resonance echoed within her. Shaped her. Taught her all that they knew. Andro’s skills in physical combat were unquestioned and while Dorian was still very young and without Andro's experience, his unique and lethal fighting style had already proven deadly. The moment they had touched in the landing bay, Laren knew all that they knew. She could not explain it, and she did not care. Everything about them had filled her being and finally and forever made her whole. Made Ladur whole. This was the skill she unleashed now without a moment’s doubt or hesitation. 


Androcles had given her the intricately carved Nehtes while sitting in the landing bay listening to his grandfather and Dadrien. It was perfectly weighted for her even though they had never actually met her, only another sign that destiny had always intended for them to come together.

Only the when was ever in question, and Laren Ti’shara had that answer now.

The words “All of us, to the end” were inscribed upon the pommel in the Darastrixi, Vampiric and Lycavorian languages. The two ends were ringed with dazzling sapphire gems and stones and it was from these two ends that the eighteen inch long, slightly curved blades extended and locked into place even as she leaped without thought into the fray, Dorian’s Shi Viska exploding from Flatspace and then braced for her use. It was not something that had even formed in her mind when Dorian dropped to one knee and lifted his Shi Viska towards her lithe body. Laren was already in motion when she saw the shield and she used the powerful muscles in her legs to propel her up and forward, tucking in a tight ball as she executed a flip in mid-air and came down between two of the Disise Kilnsiri. The Nehtes flashed left and right, and both Disise Kilnsiri began screaming in agony as their legs were chopped from underneath them. Blood erupted from their now crippled legs as they went down and showered the sides of Laren’s shoulders and neck. She didn’t hesitate and lifted the Nehtes once more, one end of it retracting into a single sided weapon and she spun to her right, the Nehtes flashing out with savage power. One of the screaming Scourge became silent as his head was removed from his shoulders. Laren spun back in the opposite direction before the first Scourge head had hit the floor and drove the bladed end of her Nehtes in the back of the double skull of the second Scourge she had crippled. The eighteen inch blade exploded out the front of his head between the two black eyes and his screams of agony died with him. Laren’s hand filled with one of the Pralor M4X Particle Magnums and two more thundering blasts echoed in the corridor, two of the Disise Kilnsiri in front of her watching as their innards blew out the front of their bodies and splattered over the remaining four of their comrades who were still alive.

At least for another six seconds.


Six seconds was all it took.


Dorian Leonidas embraced it all now, just as his brother had. Embraced it right down to the core of his existence. Even as Laren launched herself from the face of his shield Dorian was whirling around and then throwing his Shi Viska directly behind his Soul Sister. Laren had seen this within him and landed in a crouch just as Dorian’s shield reached two of the remaining four Scourge and decapitated them with no effort in the least. The Shi Viska imbedded itself into the wall behind them even as their large heads gave off an eerie plopping sound as they hit the deck at the same time. Dorian was already blurring in motion the millisecond his Shi Viska left his arm, his dual daggers erupting from Flatspace already in his hands. There was a simple reason that vampires were so feared, and their ability to blur was part of that main cause. It made them very nearly impossible to hit with any kind of gunfire and able to dodge almost any blade strike. Only the Lycavorian people had taught themselves how to fight vampires and this secret they had held close to their souls for many reasons. Dorian used those abilities now as he appeared beside the only remaining Scourge who were alive and trying to determine what was happening with wide eyes. His six foot one height put him almost even in height with them.


Almost was more than enough. 


The two daggers, curved almost like Androcles’ glaives flashed three times in the light of the corridor, each strike a mortal one, and each opening the Scourge flesh to the cool air. Blood splashed wetly across Dorian and reached as far as where Androcles was standing, coating the walls and deck with the slippery grayish color of Scourge blood. Both Scourge dropped their weapons and reached for the now gaping wounds in their necks, even as Dorian ducked down and opened their abdomens to the station air. His finishing move was to flash both blades across their thick legs and completely sever all tendons and ligaments that connect their lower legs to the nerves in their brains. Murano’s teachings about their anatomy had been very thorough and with Eliani providing the areas which were most vulnerable, the unsuspecting Scourge really had no chance in the least.


Eleven seconds.


Eleven seconds was all it took to announce that the Dahakoan and the Praetorians had returned to the universe. It was a message that would resonate across the stars for many weeks and months to come.


Dorian looked at Laren as he rose to his feet, Laren shadowing his movements and they looked at Androcles to their front. They watched their Soul Brother lift the M4X in his left hand and smile.


“I love this thing!” Andro barked out.


As Dytin, Matum and the other Darastrixi looked on with wide eyes, Dorian and Laren began laughing as if they were walking in a flowered park and basking in the sunlight.


Dytin Unel had never seen anything quite like it in all of his years of life as he lowered the Particle rifle and stared at the three Dahakoan in front of him. He had of course heard many stories of the Dahakoan and the Praetorians in battle, yet he never believed he would witness such a thing in the course of his life.


Twelve Disise Kilnsiri laid dead upon the deck in less time than it took for him to form the thought to shoot the first one. He lowered the rifle slowly as he moved forward to a wide eyed Matum.


“Matum!” He barked, getting hold of his emotions and shock much more quickly.


Matum tore his eyes from where Androcles stood beside him and looked at his General. “Indira Dytin!” He stammered out the words.


“Can you move boy?” Dytin barked at him once more. “Get up!”


Matum rose to his feet, unsteady for a moment as he watched Andro move to the wall, grip his glaive in one hand and yank the weapon free. He twirled it effortlessly in his hand and then returned it to its place on his harness.


“General…” Matum gasped. “General I must…”


Dytin didn’t give him the chance and reclaimed his weapon from the floor and shoved it back into his hands. “We don’t have the time to discuss your foolish and prideful attempts to impress!” Dytin growled at him. “Your bumbling about blindly set off some sort of alarm that activated Scourge Cyro chambers in the lower portion of this station! They are waking up now and coming after us!” 

Matum’s eyes were wide. “I did not know!” He hissed.

    
Androcles was in his face now and he stared at Matum with a disgusted expression. “No, you did not know! And that makes you a fool!” Andro shouted into his face. “Know that your actions have put my people and your people in grave danger Major.” Andro snarled at him. “If any one of them is taken from me because of what you have done, if my sepa svihelen is taken from me because of your actions, I will insure that you die a very long and very painful death.” (Soul family)

“I do not answer to…” Matum began to shout back when he felt the fingers close around his throat and his body was slammed against the bulkhead with no regard for his pain. His own eyes grew wide in fear as he was lifted off the deck a good twelve inches and then he saw those azure colored orbs staring at him. The bright blue color was saturating the entire pupil, making it seem as if his eyes were glowing. Matum’s eyes darted to the side and he saw Laren’s eyes were identical, as were the brother’s eyes. Glowing orbs of a power he did not have and would never understand.

“You will do as I say!” Androcles roared into his face. “Or I will leave you here to die with these pigs surrounding you! Do I make myself clear?”


Matum’s own hands were clenched around Androcles’ wrist but he knew without question that he would never break the hold that hand had on his throat. He nodded his head quickly, smart enough to know that he was more than overmatched. “Yes.” He said clearly.


Andro released his throat immediately and stepped back. “We have to move!” He spat. “They will come to investigate why these Kilnsiri have not reported in, if they are not already on the way!” He looked at Dorian. “Fervon, you and Ryner take point, Laren and Ladur in the center with the General and his men, Elynth and I will bring up the rear. Go now!”


Dorian didn’t even blink and was already turning, Ryner moving up beside his Bonded brother as they headed down the corridor the same way they had come.


Andro reached up and tapped his jaw, activating his implant. “Murano, we are out of time!” He spat. “We leave now!”

“We are already moving!” Murano answered.

“Deni?” Andro barked next.


“Just getting to the bay now!” Denali answered instantly.


“Pull KertaGai and the others from the control center!” Andro ordered as he began to follow Laren and Ladur. “Tell Normya to leave her STRIKER! I want everyone on the same ship!”


“Done!” Denali answered.

SPARTA'S WRATH


“…Over a hundred of them now! One hundred and… wait… twelve just disappeared!” The elven woman at the sensor station barked out. “Here!” She said pointing to her large sensor monitor. It had a partial schematic of the station up.


Armen stood beside her and nodded his head. –Those are Scourge lifesigns. And the twelve you just lost are now dead. Androcles and the others have killed them- He spoke almost calmly as he pointed to the monitor. –This is where Androcles was going to intercept the three Darastrixi who wandered off. Please inform Androcles of what you have Senior Lieutenant. Give him numbers and direction-


The elven woman nodded and typed furiously on her console, bringing up the COM channel of Androcles’ team, and beginning to relay the information.


-Tactical Officer- Armen spoke loudly as he turned. –Begin countdown on Zero Option if you would. Inform Alpha Nine and Thirteen they have twenty-two minutes to complete the download-

“Acknowledged!”


-Weapons Officer, prep forward missile tubes with ZMF Mark 22s if you would- He ordered.

“How many sir?”


-How many forward missile launchers do we have WEPS? - Armen asked him.


The Lycavorian’s eyes grew a little wider. “Yes sir!” He exclaimed. “Loading all twenty-four forward missile tubes with ZMF Mark 22s!”


-Set impact coordinates that I am transmitting- Armen spoke as he sent the coordinates to the Weapons Officer’s station via his neural pathways.


The Weapons officer turned back to Armen. “This is… sir we are targeting them all at one location.”


-Yes that is correct-


“Sir that many Mark 22s impacting in one location will cause…” The man began to speak.


-It will cause a localized zero matter anomaly. Essentially a miniature Zero Matter Black Hole. I have calculated that we will need to be at least two million kilometers away when it forms or we will be dragged into the anomaly as well- Armen spoke. –Helm, prepare to come to course 3976.4 and engage sub light engines at full when I give the order-

“Helm aye!”


The Tactical Officer moved up next to the Weapons Officer since they were friends and he had no idea what Armen had just said. “What did he mean?” He asked his friend.


The Weapons Officer met his eyes. “Twenty four ZMF missiles targeted at the same location will cause a Zero Matter Black Hole to form. Basically, anything with two million kilometers of that station is going to die. Including the station.”


-Communications Officer, stand by to transmit a warning message to the Darastrixi ship holding position off the station. Inform them that we will be destroying the station using Zero Matter missiles and if they do not wish to be dragged into the anomaly they should withdraw to a safe distance. If they do not follow those directives then I will put two Quantum Matter Pulse bursts through their hull and force them to retreat-


“Ready Armen!” The COM officer declared.


-Very well. Send the message COMS- Armen ordered. –And patch into their COM channels and prepare to intercept them-

The COM officer looked at him. “Why sir?” She asked.


-My historical databases indicate that the Darastrixi are a very prideful species. In many ways they were like the Pralor people. They do not like to be told that they are inferior. If our message does not convince them then I will intercede directly. I estimate a nineteen point three percent chance they will take our word for it-


“Sucks to be them.” The human woman commented as she worked her consoles.

PREMONITION


“…Master Chief! We’re down two pilots so I need you to spool us up and monitor power levels until they get back!” Kameka called from the cockpit.



She sat in Ne'Veha’s co-pilot’s seat and her hands were flying across the three body hugging consoles. Meka heard her implant cackle and then the huff of exertion as Master Chief Joe Ranor was sliding down the short five step ladder into the engine room.

 
“I’m on it Commander!” Joe’s voice echoed in her ear. “Two minutes!”

“You have ninety seconds before people start pouring up our ramp!” Meka told him. “And they will be running Master Chief!”


“Shit! We’ll be ready ma’am!” His voice answered her.

LANDING BAY 19

Denali had his finger stuck in his right ear as they exited the elevator and began moving down the short corridor into the cavernous landing bay.


“Again!” Denali barked as he skidded to a halt. “Give it to me again!”


“One hundred and thirty-three left!” The Tactical Officer’s voice echoed in his implant one more time. “They are coming at you from two different directions! The Smaller group is five decks below you and moving up quickly. The Second group is larger and following Prince Androcles down.”


“Where is Murano’s team?” Deni barked the question.


“Entering the bay now on opposite side!” Murano’s voice cut in.


Denali looked up and could just make out the mass of bodies moving from far across the landing bay. It had to be at least three thousand meters across the bay and he could tell they were running full out.

“Prince Denali! The two freight elevators down the east corridors!” The Tactical Officer barked over the COM. “It appears as if they are headed for both of them and will converge on the deck beneath you and then come up in them!”


“Where’s my brother?” Deni barked.


“His team is just entering Bay 19 from the south west!” The TAC Officer replied.


All of them heard the screeching sound of steel as it twisted and snapped in the distance and then the landing bay lit up as multicolored lights began to come on and power across the entire bay began to rise.

“What was that?” Sadi screamed from up in the Control Center of the landing bay.


Denali looked up at the clear glass partition of the Bay Control Center forty meters above the landing bay itself.


“They appear to be Internal Pressure Alarms of some sort.” The TAC officer’s voice replied. 


“Androcles just closed one approach into this bay!” Murano commented. “We must do the same. Denali the one you came up!”


Denali nodded without speaking. “Aradace with me!” He barked to his Bonded sister as he turned and began to run back the way they had come.


Murano looked at Aviel and the other Darastrixi, all of them still in somewhat of a state of shock. “Arduri, Eliani, get them onto the ship and secure them!”


“We can fight!” Aviel protested.


Murano shook his head and looked at Eliani. “Not this enemy, no.” He stated plainly. 


Eliani knew instantly what he was talking about and she nodded. She turned to Jomann quickly and leaned up to kiss his cheek. “Be safe my love.” She whispered before she turned back and took Aviel’s arm gently. “Koppentotz Aviel, please. This is not going to be a fight that we want to be in the middle of, trust me.”


Nahko took Aviel’s other arm and still holding Robati’s hand she helped Eliani and the blue skinned female towards the strange looking ship in the distance. Murano looked at the half dozen Darastrixi Sand Striders who had not budged and were prepared to do battle. Murano smiled at their courage in the face of the unknown. He had heard many things about the Darastrixi Sand Striders and all of it was excellent.

“Who is in command while your General is gone?” Murano asked.


“I am Praetorian.” The senior Darastrixi stepped forward.


“You know who I am?” Murano asked.


The Darastrixi shook his head. “Not your name, but what you are.” He answered. “We have heard stories of Praetorian battles with the Disise. We would be honored to fight beside you.”


Murano nodded his head. “Well this could definitely spill into the landing bay. I need you to set up a defensive perimeter around the ramp of our ship. They are going to try and stop us from leaving. We can’t let them.”


“Understood.”


Murano looked at Sehri who was still somewhat wide eyed at the pace of things but she was remaining calm due mainly to the connection she had with Sadi and the others. “Sehri, go with them and shield the rear of the ramp. None can get through. Even one of these monsters could do untold damage if they got onto our ship.”


Sehri nodded instantly and looked at the Darastrixi. “This way!” She barked before she began to sprint towards the PREMONITION.


Murano turned and looked at Mari and Eirene who were both kneeling and working furiously on their P9s. “Mari… can you slow them down?” He asked.


Mari shook her head. “No.” She exclaimed. “We have the station completely locked down! Nothing should be working without our bioscans! They must have some sort of override device! Something built by us to unlock any lockdown we try. They can’t stop us but we can’t stop them either.”

Murano nodded his head and looked at Deion and Jomann. “They have had enough years with our technology to do quite a bit.” He said. “That’s it then. Both of you on the ship. Keep trying from there but you need to get out of the bay.”


“Father…” Mari began to protest.


“No!” Murano barked at her. “This is a fight you cannot be part of!”


“Father there are over a hundred of them!” Mari complained.


Murano nodded his head. “And if we have to worry about you and Eirene we will be distracted. I know what you are daughter, but you do not have the training to be part of this! I will not lose you after just discovering you! I won’t! And I do not wish to explain to your mother how I allowed that to happen.”


Deion moved up to her and pulled her into his arms. He leaned over and nuzzled her cheek and ear causing Mari to sigh wistfully in delight as his aura swept around her. “Go Mari.” He said to her. “We will take care of these fools and then follow.” 


Mari looked up into his dark brown eyes and could not help the emotions of love and adoration from coursing through her. “If either one of you gets hurt I swear mother and I will haunt you forever!” She exclaimed as she turned to look at Murano.


“Of course.” Murano said as she stepped up to him and hugged him tightly.


“Father you…” Mari began but his finger on her lips stopped her words.


“Do not fear for us Mari.” He said. “But whatever you and Eirene can do to perhaps help would be much appreciated.”


Mari nodded her head, then turned and grabbed Eirene’s hand. “We can do more if we plug into the PREMONITION’S computer system! Come Eirene.”


Deion turned and looked at Fedor and the others. Ridor, Kalis, Daio, Sherice and Cowen were ready and he knew it. Murano watched Mari sprint off for a few seconds more and then turned back to them. “Cowen, you and Sherice get on one of these equipment lifts towards the back of the bay. It should give you more than enough clearance to fire freely. The common Scourge warrior that we saw at the end of the war had a triangular shape head with two eyes. If you see one of these creatures with four eyes and you have a shot, you must take it Cowen. That is a Scourge Holy Elite. They are the core. Without him, the others will splinter.”


Cowen hefted his sniper rifle and nodded. “If I see one, he will die!” He said.


“Go!” Murano told them. He looked around quickly and then back to the others. “Ridor, you and Kalis get the rest of your team set up among the equipment crates. We will try to hold them in the corridor as long as possible, but it won’t last. Any who get past us will belong to you, Jeru and the other dragons.”


Ridor and Kalis nodded their heads. “Prisoners?” He asked.

Murano shook his head. “The Scourge do not surrender and we don’t want prisoners.” He told them. “If they make it past us, kill them.”


“Done.” Ridor replied as he hefted his Particle rifle and began moving off with Kalis and the others.


Murano turned to Jomann, Deion and Lisisa. “Lisisa, Nara is coming down to be with you but you must remain in the second line with the dragons and Nara. You are Praetorian Mage’s but it will distract Denali and Deion if you are in close battle. You and Nara direct the dragons and Ridor’s team from upon Jeth and Mayla and allow them to draw from your echo and resonance. Until there is time to train you more that is all you can do right now. Again, anything that makes it past us will fall to you. You will need to kill them quickly Lisisa.”


Lisisa nodded her head as she began moving for where Jeth sat on the deck. “I understand Murano.” She said as she leaped easily onto Jeth’s back and into the saddle. “We will handle it.”

Murano felt charged with energy, just as the others did. He had felt the massive surge of Etheric energy within both Androcles and Dorian during their brief fight in the corridor above them and a slightly less intense surge from Laren. Murano had once thought that he would never face the Scourge in battle again. He had hoped he had seen the last of them for all time. He should have known better than to believe that, but at least now he would rejoin battle with them in a manner befitting a Praetorian. He would do battle with them with fellow Praetorians all around him and this made him swell with confidence and pride. 

He turned when he felt Androcles and the others approach and he saw them. Grayish blood covered many spots on their armor and from experience Murano knew just how close they had come to the Scourge. His head jerked around when he heard a similar screeching and tearing noise and he knew then that Denali and Aradace had sealed the elevator that he and the others had come up on.
“They are gathering by the freight elevators one deck beneath us.” Andro spoke now. “Do they think we will allow them to assault this bay uncontested Murano?”

“I don’t think they know how many of us there actually are.” Murano spoke now. “Armen can scan them from SPARTA'S WRATH but Mari and Eirene have locked out all internal systems to include sensors. They are using some sort of bypass device to move between decks but they cannot tell how many of us there are. Did you see…?”

Andro shook his head. “No. I felt him though. He was close.”

“They are the conduit to the Queen.” Murano said. “That is why you felt him. He was probably going to meet with those he sent to intercept the Darastrixi.”

“He won’t like what he finds.” Andro stated almost casually. To anyone else it would have seemed the most insane statement but after his time with both Martin and then Androcles, Murano knew it was the laconic nature of the Leonidas family when in the face of the unknown. It was not that they were unafraid, it was how they dealt with that fear that set them above so many others.

“They appear as I told you?” Murano asked.

Androcles and Dorian both nodded now. “Somewhat different in the shapes of their heads but yes.” Dorian answered.

“They have evolved since you last fought them Praetorian Murano.” Laren spoke now as she came up between her Soul Brothers. “The Holy Elites more so.”
Murano nodded his head. “I thought as much. We will need to sit down and compile everything we have discovered and cross reference it with what you and your people can tell us Laren. Your insight will be key to me.”

Laren nodded her head. “Of course. And now?”

Murano lifted his Saberstaff in one hand and the particle magnum in the other. “Now we fight.” He stated. “None can survive to speak about us being here. None of them.”

NINE MINUTES EARLIER

DECK TWENTY-FOUR

SECTION THIRTEEN


Dalet Nulai was quiet as he stared at the bodies of his men in the now empty corridor. He was cursing under his breath as his personal squad moved among the bodies insuring that none of them still lived. The armored form of his First filled his vision and he looked up, bringing his mind back to the present. 

“All of them are dead Holy One.” The Scourge spoke.

“They left their Cryo Chambers without putting their armor on!” Dalet hissed angrily.


“They wished to intercept the intruders before they escaped.” The First said in defense of the dead men.


Dalet knelt next to one of the headless bodies. “A bladed weapon was used here.” He stated. “There is no known metal substance that can cut through our armor! They were fools to begin the search without their full gear!” He placed his hand on the chest of the body. “Brave fools, but fools nonetheless.”


“There is particle scoring on the walls Holy One.” The First said.


Dalet turned back around and looked at him. “Pralor weapons?”


“They are the only known species to have built such weapons.” The First answered. 


Dalet closed his eyes and shook his head. “I sense something else as well.” He said softly. “Something powerful and intelligent.”


“Holy One?” The First questioned.


“A presence.” Dalet continued as he stepped gingerly among the bodies. “Three such presences. Incredible power and focus. It is… it cannot be!” He gasped.


“Holy One?” The First asked once more.


“Praetorians!” Dalet gasped as he turned to face his First again and his eyes opened. “I sense Praetorians on this station!”

“Holy One, we destroyed the Praetorians.” He stated. “We butchered the last of them only a hundred years into our second war with them. That… that cannot be what you feel!”


“But it is!” Dalet gasped. “It is different somehow, but I do feel them! Their echo is faint, like they are somehow hiding themselves within the Etheric realm, but I can still sense them.”


“Holy One are you certain?” The First gasped now unable to believe this information. 


Dalet nodded his head slowly. “Only Praetorians are capable of killing our kind with such precision First. They got off no warning to us. Darastrixi cannot do this.” He stated waving his hands over the bodies.


“How can that be possible Holy One?” The First asked him stepping closer to his figure. “We searched for over three centuries for any Pralors that may have escaped our purge of them. We found nothing.”


“The computer AI, before it lost the connection to the internal sensors, it stated it had detected one full blooded Pralor and many others with Pralor blood in them.” Dalet spoke. “All of them were on this station.” 


The First shook his head. “I do not see how Holy One.” He told him.


Dalet lifted his wrist and activated his link the main core of his computer. “Do you have any access to the internal sensors?” He asked.


The small screen on his forearm blinked several times. {Negative. All of the main and secondary systems have been locked out using rotating Pralor Algorithms. All I have remaining are the small Bio dampeners placed throughout the station.}

“Can you use those to tell me where they have gone?” Dalet asked. “Check Bio readings and changes in the decks of the ship! Do it now!”


{Stand by. Scanning.} The computer answered him. {I am detecting Activated Bio Dampeners in successive order indicates that intruders have all moved to Landing Bay 19.}

Dalet looked at his First. “That is where their ships will be.” He stated. “Order all of our forces to converge on this Landing Bay 19! Do it now!”


{Transmitting new orders!”}

 
Dalet looked at his First. “We will return to them.” He said. “For now let us capture those who are responsible.”
SPARTA’S WRATH


“Armen, I have that Darastrixi transport!” The COM officer barked as she turned her head to look at him.


-Kameka’Caleo your status please? – Armen spoke from where he stood.


“I have extended the radius of our local jamming field Armen but Sadi and Ne'Veha say the moment we engage our engines from standby mode it will drop.” Kameka’Caleo answered.


-Understood. A few moments is all I need- Armen answered.


“Well, if they are looking for them, they won’t see them now until the field comes down.” Kameka answered him.


-Thank you- Armen turned and looked at his COM officer. -Transfer to main holo disc. Quickly now, for Androcles and the others are about to engage and we do not need this distraction now-


“Activated! Go!”

MAJOR DARROD’S ASSAULT TRANSPORT


“No longer in the landing bay!” The co-pilot shouted as he turned his head.


Darrod came up behind him. “What do you mean no longer there?” He snarled. “We are about to breach!”


“Their lifesigns have moved!” The man answered. “They were moving up but we have lost them. Something is jamming our sensors now. Something from within that station!”


“Some sort of localized jamming field!” Darrod remarked. “It has to be.”


“What has that kind of power sir?” The co-pilot asked. “No ground based jamming device that we know of can completely block a signal.”


“We are not dealing with…” Darrod began to speak but another alarm cut off his words and the co-pilot reached above him. 

“Our COM system is being overridden!” He barked. “Someone is taking over our channels! I’m receiving a message!”

“A message!” Darrod exclaimed “From who?”

Darrod spun around as the small communications disc on the opposite console next to the engineer’s station came alive with the face and upper body of a strange looking, orange hued eyed figure.
-…Darastrixi transport ship currently about to attempt to breach the landing bay on Pralor Science Station 489. I am Commander Armen. Autonomous Avatar of Crown Prince Androcles Leonidas of the United Lycavorian Union and the commander of this vessel. If you continue your attempts to breach the landing bay you will force me to fire on your ship and destroy you. I ask that you respond within the next twenty seconds or I will order your transport terminated-

Darrod immediately stabbed down on the communications panel. “I am Major…!” He began to shout angrily.

-I know exactly who you are Major Darrod of the Darastrixi Home Fleet- Armen told him without pausing. –This will not change the outcome of your situation should you choose to ignore my message-

“There are Darastrixi aboard that station!” Darrod barked. “I intend to land and retrieve them!”

-General Dytin and those with him will not be on the station for much longer- Armen answered him. –We have initiated a core overload of the station’s internal power matrix. In eighteen minutes the station and everyone on it will be destroyed. I insist you pull back your transport unless you wish to perish with however many Scourge remain alive after my people have departed-

“I do not take orders from you!” Darrod growled at the image of Armen. “General Dytin and those with him are criminals of the Darastrixi Empire and you will hand them over to me! Then you will power down your ship and prepare to be boarded.”
-Major we are not in Darastrixi space and therefore any authority you think you may have does not exist- Armen explained. –And there is nothing that would ever convince me to allow you to board my ship. I have given you the only warning you shall receive-

“Who are you?” Darrod barked. “Where do you come from? We do not recognize your ship class! I want answers!”

-What you want is of no concern to me- Armen told him. –As I said, I have given you the only warning you will receive. When the station overloads, everything within half a million kilometers will be destroyed as well, including your three ships. We will already be gone. The choice is yours Major-

The communications ended abruptly just as Darrod was going to say something and his eyes grew wide at the display of incredible insubordination. 

“Major!” The pilot yelled now. “Orders!”

Darrod looked out the view window and saw that they were about to slip into the Emergency Bay.

“Major!” The pilot screamed once more turning his head.

“Abort!” Darrod shouted. “Abort the breach!”
The transport yanked sharply to starboard and began to pull away from the massive

station. 

“Back to the ship!” Darrod snarled angrily. “Back to the ship now!”

SPARTA'S WRATH


“…Are changing course and returning to their ship.” The TAC Officer announced.


“More bluster than balls.” The Elven Helm Officer commented, drawing chuckles from many on the bridge crew.


-Crude but accurate- Armen stated with almost a humorous tone in his voice.


“Armen!” The COM officer barked out. “We just received the signal from Alpha Nine and Thirteen. They have initiated the reaction.”


Armen nodded. –Very well. Now the countdown begins-

SCIENCE STATION 489

Murano lowered the particle magnum after firing into the ceiling four times and taking out more than half of the light fixtures. Sparks flew from the destroyed units and smoke began to drift lazily down in to the wide corridor.

“Better for us.” Murano stated as he saw Andro looking at him.

“Why don’t we just short out the elevator?” Deion asked from where he stood. “Drop it down like we did the others?”

“We don’t know if that will kill all of them and we have to be sure.” Murano answered him as he returned to his spot beside Deion. 

“Blowing up the station will damn sure kill them all.” Deion continued.

“But how many will escape if we leave and realize the station is going to be destroyed?” Murano told him.

“Anse Murano!” Deion exclaimed. “You are just a bundle of good news!”

Murano chuckled softly as the levity of the moment hit him. It was that laconic nature again, using humor to mask and control the fear they all felt. It appeared as if even the youngest of Martin’s children possessed this skill, or perhaps because it was how they were raised, but whatever the reason, it served its purpose as Murano felt the tension among all of them lift just a little bit. All of them were Praetorians in this corridor, connected in such a way that they were able to sense each other’s emotions to an extent. They were feeding off of each other and this made Murano very happy. This is what Praetorians of his time often did when facing battle together and knowing that all of them were family made this even more powerful now Murano knew. They would fight and die for one another as only siblings could.
Laren had been watching the numbers on the door controls falling and when it reached their level she gripped her Nehtes tighter. “They are here!” She rasped out the words.

The humor fell away and what took its place were seasoned Spartan combat warriors all. She may have been Darastrixi, but Laren Ti’shara shared the memories of her Soul Brothers just as they shared hers and she knew all that they knew. Everyone understood this and recognized it for what it was. Something they could not explain but accepted as destiny and fate. 

The doors opened to the two large freight elevators and nearly a hundred Scourge warriors filled the corridor then, all of them in armor of some sort and carrying weapons. That they did not come out firing was something that took all of them by surprise and this made it so they did not fire initially. They watched the Scourge take up positions covering one another since there was no actual cover in the freight corridor. It was a surprising move yes, and an even bigger surprise when the lone Scourge stepped into the center of the corridor and held up his hands. His armor was a different color, a darker gray than the others and he had no visible weapons, but there was no mistaking the four black eyes on his head.

“We do not wish to fight!” Dalet barked out the words. 
“My ass!” Murano muttered under his breath causing Deion to look up at him with a lopsided grin. “He’s stalling for time so that the elevators go down and pick up the rest of his men.”

“Let him stall.” Deion whispered back with a grin. “When the time comes it won’t matter one bit.”

Murano met his eyes and smiled. “No, it will not.” 

“He is an Ioth Kilnsiri!” Laren hissed the words vehemently as the hazy corridor began to clear somewhat in front of them. 
They could see nearly three or four dozen Scourge warriors along the sides taking cover behind whatever they could find that had been left in the corridors. The lone figure became clearer as he approached slowly with his hands held out in front of him. His double skull was no longer hidden under the helmet which he had dropped to the deck. His head was in the shape of a delicately curved triangle, with two black eyes on each upper layer of his skull. Each side of his head had two, small finger like appendages that twitched from time to time. This made him very different from the simple Scourge soldiers they had been fighting for they did not have these appendages.
Androcles turned his head to the left slightly and looked at Laren on his right. She held the Nehtes in a defensive posture, extended under her arm out to the side. Her body armor was splashed with the grayish Scourge blood, as was all of their armor. Her bright, multicolored blue eyes were now nearly glowing as were Dorian’s and Andro’s own eyes, the blue filling nearly all of the pupil. Andro turned his head even more to look back at Murano who was crouching just behind Deion’s shoulder. Jomann and Denali occupied the opposite side of the wide corridor and Andro felt pride swell within his chest. Though they had fought their way here through a huge portion of the station, none of them appeared winded in any way. All of them were splashed generously with Scourge blood, but he saw the set of their eyes and knew they would stand. A quick glance behind them and he saw Elynth, Ryner and Ladur poised by the massive opening into the landing bay, their dragon Armor fully extended and protecting their bodies.

“Murano?” Andro questioned.

Murano nodded his head quickly. “Laren is correct.” He replied. “They are the Queen’s Guard. Loyal to the core. He is the one who has been driving them. The others are just normal Elites. Soldiers. They look differently but there is no mistaking what they are.”

“If you know what I am, then you know that you cannot win!” The voice boomed out causing Andro to turn back and see the Holy Elite stop only fifteen feet from him. “More of my warriors are waking even now. More are coming up to this level. We will overwhelm you by sheer numbers in moments. I am Dalet Nulai and if you surrender to me peacefully, you will all live. I guarantee this to you.”

“I know you are a butcher of innocents!” Murano screamed.

“And I know you Praetorian Murano.” Dalet spoke slowly, his eyes focusing on Murano. “I did not believe it when I first came to realize it was Pralor people on this station. We thought the Pralor people dead and extinct at our hand. Then I saw what you did to my men who were sent to take the Darastrixi. Then I knew. And your face is known to every Holy Elite Murano, have no doubts about that considering your actions.”
All of them could feel the struggle within Murano not to lash out right then but they were impressed with his will and how he held it together. None of them had any idea it was their strength of will and purpose that Murano was drawing on to control his own emotions. As he had discovered since finding Martin, their emotions were the fuel for their power and Murano had been learning every day how to harness that as they did so easily. He discovered it was their love of others and the closeness they shared that allowed them to do this and Murano had begun to embrace that more ever since he discovered Mari. 

“Do not mince words monster!” Murano snapped at Dalet.

“The only reason you are not already dead is because of these fine young specimens you have with you Praetorian Murano. We had thought all the Praetorians dead. We thought your people extinct but it appears we were mistaken. My Queen will be most pleased when she discovers that there are more of you.”

Dorian looked at Androcles now. “Is this ugly fuck for real fervon?” He asked in an almost humorous tone of voice. “We’ve been dropping these fuglies all over the station.”

“We were measuring you, young Praetorian.” Dalet spoke once more as his red eyes fell on Dorian. He did not understand the lack of fear within them. He had always instilled fear in others when he faced them down, but he did not sense that within these individuals. The one who had spoken was different, as were the female Darastrixi and the strange blue eyed one. He did not know their species, and while he could sense the Pralor blood flowing within them, they were definitely not Pralor. “You are different from the Praetorians I have fought before, you, the one beside you with the strange eyes and the Darastrixi female, but I have prevailed against them all. It will be no different now I am afraid.”

“Oh really?” Dorian quipped once more. “He’s a cocky tukannupaee isn’t he?”

Murano felt the curl of the smile touch the corner of his lips at Dorian’s comment. It was an evil smile that held nothing but malice and death and he felt the surge of power and emotion within all of them and he embraced that now as he never had before. “Trust me when I tell you that you have never fought anything like them.” He spoke loudly from behind Androcles.

Dalet’s four eyes grew wider as he saw the strange metal armor begin to extend and wrap around all of those in front of him. It was engulfing their entire bodies, wrapping over the black and red body armor they already wore. Dalet was fascinated as he watched, never having seen anything like it in his life. He took a slight step back, his hand dropping to where his weapon rested on his belt and he watched as the armor engulfed all of them fully, leaving only parts of their faces exposed. His eyes grew even wider when he saw the one in the middle lift his right hand with the strange looking blade in it. Even in the reflection of the dimly lit corridor he could see Scourge blood on the edges of that weapon. His eyes grew wider still as he watched as shimmering blueish Etheric shields activate somehow, wrapping around all but the old Praetorian and this encased their bodies like a form fitting skin. It was unlike anything he had ever seen. His eyes rose and he looked directly at the strange blue eyes of the one in the middle.
“It was you!” He gasped aloud. “You killed my men!”
“Elynth!” Andro shouted out the word.

“We are ready!” Elynth answered back instantly, the echo of her voice reaching across the landing bay and causing Jeth, Tharua, Aradace and all of their dragons to look at her with shocked expressions. She had spoken words. Actual words, and her voice sounded exactly like it did when she spoke within their minds. They had no time to contemplate this as in the next moment all hell broke loose. They did not see Sarlana smile from within the PREMONITION, for it was her guidance that prepared Elynth and Ryner for when they met Ladur. The moment they touched their Soul Brother, the vocal cords that had lain dormant within her and Ryner sprang to life instantly, filled with the knowledge they already possessed and allowing them to speak from the outset. It was a gift that every dragon among the Union and on Artaaya would soon learn and then pass on to their children in the future to come.
Andro touched the button on the side of the glaive and the curved blades extended. “Let’s dance!” He screamed just before he launched that strange weapon into the air directly at him with insane speed.
Dalet could only watch as that bladed weapon, designed unlike any weapon he had ever seen before, slammed into the head of his First directly between his wide spread eyes. It buried itself nearly eight inches in his First’s skull, Dalet hearing the sickening crunch of bone and the wet sound of flesh parting. Then his First was on the deck at his feet, his eyes open in a lifeless stare, the glaive buried nearly three quarters of the way into his large skull. 

“Now!” Elynth screamed out the word, seeing everything within Andro's mind as clearly as if she was thinking it herself.

An instant later, two streams of pure, three thousand degree flame erupted from Ryner and Ladur, followed by one flame tinged stream of super-heated three thousand five hundred degree air. All three of these cones of death shot straight down the corridor at the stunned Scourge with unerring accuracy and absolutely no remorse.
The Scourge soldiers all cringe and ducked out of instinct when seeing the flame and this served to do exactly as Androcles had hoped. It caused them to pause in their actions and seek shelter behind whatever crates remained in the corridor.
Andro was turning away from them even as those streams of flame reached for him. He simply looked at Murano before grabbing his arm.

“Androcles no!” Murano barked as Andro forced him in the other direction.

“Dori! Laren!” Andro snapped. “Do it!”

Murano was struggling against Andro's pull to no avail. “We cannot let them out of the corridor!” He shouted. “We will lose our advantage!”

Andro shook his head. “No!” He snarled. “Our advantage is out there!” He practically heaved Murano up on his shoulder and broke into a run even as Murano watched with shock as those streams of fire and flame tinged superheated air stopped just in front of the Scourge and disappeared. They hadn’t reached far enough back to touch the Scourge and Murano was about to scream out once more when Andro opened his thoughts to him in that instant. Murano saw what he was going to do and Murano could do nothing but approve as they raced out of the end of the corridor between Elynth and Ladur, Andro lowering Murano without even stopping his movement and Murano falling into a run beside him. He saw Androcles reach back with his hand as if trying to grasp something and incredibly Murano witnessed the glaive he had thrown tear itself from the head of the Scourge Elite and flash through the air into his armored palm even as they ran.
The moment Androcles gave them the word, Laren lifted her Nehtes in one hand and drove it down into the floor of the corridor just as hard as she could. She channeled all of her power into the blow, directing a massive Etheric burst down through the Nehtes into the deck. She felt Dorian execute a similar move and their Nehtes struck the floor in the same instant, and their glowing eyes watched as the floor heaved upwards, buckling steel plates and then setting them on a collision course with the bunched up Scourge at the end of the corridor. The Etheric wave built up speed and power as it raced at the Scourge, buckling and shattering every floor tile in its path as it cascaded down the corridor.

Dalet could only watch in horror as that blade tore itself from the skull of his First and flashed away. As Dalet turned to watch it he saw it then. A wave of Etheric power, and that wave carried with it millions of pieces of steel in front of it as it ripped the deck apart in its motion. Dalet had expected a move like this by the Praetorian, as it was a standard combat move for them. They would send lances of Etheric power through whatever surface they were on to stun Scourge warriors and give them time to regroup. He and his men had been prepared for such a move, their new armor designed in such a way as to reflect the Etheric power back. What he saw coming at him however was not etheric lances, but tiny slivers of metal traveling at impossible speed. Never in all of his battles with Praetorians had he seen such a move and he had time for only one warning to his men.
“Down!” He screamed at the top of his lungs even as that waved slammed into them.

Dalet was one of the lucky ones, seven of his men getting caught upright in that wave when it smashed into them, lifting their bodies from the deck and tossing them around like so many pieces of trash, while million slivers of steel stabbed into their armor at blinding speed. First one, then another, then another, all of them were shredded to pieces of flesh and blood. Almost as if their bodies were simply torn asunder and disintegrated before his very eyes. Dalet continued to watch as that wave moved past his men and smashed into the elevator doors. He gazed on in awe as the doors were peppered by that same cloud and they too were disintegrated before his very eyes. Then Dalet knew what was going to happen and he was powerless to stop it. The four massive beams that acted as guides for the lifts bringing up the rest of his men were struck by that destructive wave and Dalet could only sit there and watch as those beams were struck with such force that they snapped and curled outward.

Dalet Nulai watched in stunned shock as both of the freight elevators lost all power and began an uncontrolled free fall downward. He could only watch as over fifty of his men were killed outright in the blink of an eye by the impact of the elevators at the bottom of the nineteen deck plunge. Rage filled him then. Pure hate and rage and he whirled around to see the two figures moving back into the landing bay at a sprint. With an unearthly roar of anger and hate Dalet rose to his feet in the smoky corridor and pointed toward the landing bay.

“Kill them!” He screamed out the words. “Kill them all!”

Dalet Nulai did exactly as Androcles Leonidas had hoped he would do.


Praetorian and Dahakoan though he may have been, Androcles Leonidas was still a Spartan and second only to his father in tactical genius. The Scourge did not know them, did not know how they would fight. He quickly determined once the exchange between the Holy Elite and Murano had begun that this Scourge had no idea who he was facing. That would be his downfall. 


Andro's father had never been predictable to an enemy in battle and more often than not this was always their advantage. He had learned these lessons from his father well and had used the Etheric connection he had with all of his siblings, Jomann and the members of his team to tell them what he was going to do. They were prepared within seconds. The moment Dorian and Laren cleared the corridor towards the elevators they felt the shudder of the elevators reaching the end of their death fall even nineteen decks up as they were.


They stood perhaps five meters apart, all of them facing the doors into the freight corridor. Laren and Ladur on his right, Dorian and Ryner on his left. Elynth was just behind him, Denali and Aradace on Dorian’s left side, while Deion and Jeru were to Laren’s right.  Murano stood just beside him. Jomann and Soren stood off to the side not because they were not bonded brother, but because Jomann could use his skills far more effectively in a small group. Soren knew this and while they were not bonded together by way of the Etheric realm, they were both brothers in the forge of combat. No matter their species, Jomann and Soren were brothers of a different sense. Both had fought and lost during the Evolli war, on the foul planet of Alba Tau. That place had been the forge. A forge of blood and fire and sweat that had changed so many within the Union. They both had lost something special to them, yet they now had gained something far greater.

The instant the first Scourge cleared the massive double doors in a dead run, Soren launched Jomann into the air above the entrance with a powerful swing of his thick tail. Jomann’s tall, powerful body went airborne in a precise trajectory over the top of the doors, the Pralor particle rifle dancing in his hands. Jomann’s power was unique, even Murano never seeing the ability to warp time as Jomann did. To them he appeared to be moving at normal speed, but to Jomann himself it was as if everything was moving in slow motion. So clear and pure was his connection that everything came into focus for him. 
What Murano did not yet understand fully were how the emotions play a role in this breed of Praetorian. Jomann’s love of Eliani and Brendi, so utterly pure and uncontested in any way gave him a clarity of mind that few ever really knew. His devotion to them was complete, honest and flowed throughout his being in such a way that it allowed him to be pure of mind. This emotion and the power of it granted him the ability to slow time around him and act out in order to protect them. As Jomann was launched through the air by Soren’s tail, he rotated his body upright, pointed his weapon down and fired seven shots as he rotated over the top of the double doors. Each shot from the particle rifle blew apart the head of a Scourge Elite as they exited the corridor, spreading grayish blood and brain matter across the deck all around them, their bodies coming to immediate halts in their momentum and dropping to the deck, causing their brethren to stumble over their corpses as they followed behind them.

Androcles counted to three slowly in his head and then Saar and Cana erupted from Flatspace and Andro twirled the swords effortlessly in his hands. He waited… feeling the pureness of Dorian and Laren beside him… and then he saw him. He emerged from the freight corridor, his face a mask of rage and hatred and Androcles Leonidas nodded his head.

“Go!” He screamed. 


With no hesitation and Spartan war cries that would have made their father proud, the Leonidas family attacked.
SPARTA'S WRATH

“…have engaged Armen!” The Tactical Officer shouted from his station. “Son vada carians! It’s…”


-We can review the battle at a later time TO. We have our own job to do as well- Armen told him even as he stepped in front of him.


The TO nodded and his hands moved across his console. “Yes sir! Alpha Nine and Alpha Thirteen are back aboard the PREMONITION! Princess Sadi and Princess Ne'Veha are back aboard as well and with Commander Caleo they are powering her up! All data we were able to cram into the portable storage units has been teleported over and we took everything Praetorian Murano wanted plus a little more!”

-Status of the core dump into our data banks? – Armen asked.


“That will be complete in seven minutes! The station’s computers were filled to overflowing!” the TO answered.


-Androcles will not let this battle will not last seven minutes- Armen spoke as he turned to look out the massive view window at the station. –Helm! Prepare to come about one hundred and eighty degrees and engage main engines! The moment we receive the signal from Princess Sadi that they are clear, execute a full power turn using all of our station keeping thrusters and go to maximum sub light speed-


“Armen that will scorch the station pretty bad.” The Helm Officer told him.


-It will not matter. Anything left alive on that station will die in nine minutes regardless- Armen spoke. –Let us be prepared for when we are needed-
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Murano knew within the first ten seconds that everything his dear friend Sumar had hoped to accomplish had indeed come true. The Praetorians had been reborn, and they were far more capable than the Praetorians of his time. As he took the head from a Scourge Elite with a powerful swipe of his Saberstaff, Murano knew where his place would be. These young men and women were faster and stronger than he would ever be. Their Lycavorian and Vampiric blood gave them that naturally. A sense of calm came over Murano as he began to slowly draw back from the others as they forged ahead. Sarlana had told him that they would be leaders and teachers for the future generations to come. As he slipped further back, Murano realized that generation had come. This did not upset him as he thought it would, it emboldened him. As he felt the Etheric power swirling all around him, Murano had never felt more at home in his entire life. Sumar had known this and that is why he had left him behind. He was to be the guide for the future generations, and the mentor that they could all come to for assistance. Androcles had said as much to him not so very long ago and he remembered those words vividly.


“I don’t know where we will end up Murano, but no matter what we are, Dahakoan, Praetorian, you and Sarlana are part of that which will make us whole. Never doubt that. We need you just as much, if not more, than you need us.”


Murano let these thoughts guide him as he drew back further and let them take the fight to the enemy. He had no dragon bonded to him, and while powerful, his Etheric connection was far less than those before him. He soon found himself beside Ridor and Fedor in a defensive U shaped perimeter around the rear of the PREMONITION. The Darastrixi Sand Striders were providing the inner perimeter for the ship, Sehri projecting a powerful etheric shield around the immediate rear of the ship. Murano smiled inwardly to himself. He felt powerful once more. He felt important. Not just for the hope of the future of his people and that of his life with Tobia and Mari, but hope for all life across the stars that would do battle with the Scourge in the coming months and years.


Murano turned back to watch the fight and only one thought crossed his mind.


This was only the beginning.


It truly was a glorious battle, at least to those Darastrixi and non-Praetorians who were able to witness it. Aviel and Dytin stood just behind Sehri, protected by the Etheric shield she was projecting, their eyes filled with awe and their expressions one of disbelief. Neither of them took note of Maruk’s eyes which watched them intently as close as they were standing to his future Bonded sister. 

What they were witnessing was a clash of titans as far as they were concerned. There had not been a battle between Darastrixi and Scourge forces for over a million years, and no other species in their quadrant would ever challenge the Darastrixi for their might was too much. This day they were witnessing the first challenge to the Disise dominance and it was not going well for the Disise.


While the Sand Striders rode their Vrrarhoinpa into battle, they did not fight as one unit as they were seeing now. What they were watching was nothing short of amazing. The three Lycavorian females moved along the peripheral of the actual fighting, sitting atop the three Vrrarhoinpa that they knew were Bonded to them. A light blue Etheric shield encased both the women and the dragons and they were wielding Pralor particle rifles with deadly accuracy, taking down any who strayed near the edges of the battle taking place. The meat of the battle was taking place far in front of them, five Lycavorians and a Darastrixi female and six dragons that were defying everything Aviel and Dytin had known throughout their lives. The dragons were in the thickest of the fighting with the Disise, their weapons fire glancing off Etheric shields that no other Vrrarhoinpa could ever hope to project. They witnessed amazing dexterity and power from these Vrrarhoinpa the likes of which they could never have foreseen. The unique and unusual armor allowed them to use their wings and battering rams, their heads as clubs, and their tails as instruments of death. The cross bred dragons, the two near obsidian colored ones were the most impressive, not just because of their size but because of the skill they were showing. It was quite unlike anything Aviel and Dytin had ever imagined they would witness.


Viewing this as they were, Aviel, Dytin and even Matum who stood just behind them, their reasons for coming on this mission were affirmed beyond a shadow of a doubt. This was truer for Matum who now had to make up for mistakes that could have cost others their lives. He allowed his natural arrogance to come forth in the face of men and women who were ten times the soldier he thought he was. Including the Darastrixi female who was rapidly beginning to mean much more to him than anything he had ever felt.


This was it.


The culmination of years of questions with no answers.


They had their answers now, and it was these answers that had successfully unleashed everything inside of them that had waited so long to come out. Everything was so focused and clear. No doubt. No hesitation. It came from within them as surely as the breath that filled their lungs. They had only one thought within them and that was to protect and love those they cared about. Six minds and souls merged together in one unyielding force. Six minds and souls that shared everything about each other without pause. 

Each blow by Saar and Cana fell an enemy of the future. Each thrust by Laren’s Nehtes took down an enemy of life. Each slash of dual daggers snuffed out a bringer of death. They were like six pieces of a perfect ballet, dancing among the Scourge with grace and power unlike anything the Scourge had witnessed before. Andro stood among the gore and slashed his swords across the broad chest of the Scourge with savage power, opening the monster’s chest and abdomen to the air of the landing bay. He ducked down low to the deck as Elynth’s armored wing whipped over his head and smashed into two more Scourge who had attempted to come up behind him. As the edges of her wing cleared his helmet Andro was reaching up with his hand as he stood to his full height and he caught Laren’s hand as she leaped into the air above him. He felt her fingers close around his wrist and then he was throwing her in the air towards another group of Scourge. As Laren twisted her body around in midair she extended her Nehtes once more and fell among the three Disise in a crouch. Using the power of her momentum and her natural strength she slashed forward and back with one hand, removing the legs of two of the Disise with barely any pause. She swung the blunt end of her Nehtes back across her body intending to smash it into the face of the third Disise but his large hands dropped his rifle and he caught the blunt end of the Nehtes between his palms.

“Darastrixi witch!” He screamed at her.


Laren didn’t blink and depressed the recessed button on her Nehtes. The eighteen inch long, delicately curved blade extended out in an instant, punching a hole through his hand and directly into his face under one eye. The tip of the blade exploded out the back of his skull and Laren ripped sideways with her wrists, taking half of his misshapen head with her. 
“I am no witch Disise monster!” She screamed. Laren felt him in her mind and braced herself as Dorian blurred to her, scooping her up in his arm and then they fell upon four of the last five Scourge. An Etheric diamond from Deion blew out the chest of one, while Denali reached out and lifted two others into the air with his own Etheric power. Dorian finished his blur with Laren in one arm and she leaped straight up to smash her Nehtes down across both of their bodies, driving them down with incredible force to crash face first into the deck, their skulls rupturing at the impact. Dorian lifted his dual blades and prepared to take out the last one when he heard the boom of the particle rifle. He was turning away without a second thought as Jomann lowered his rifle from behind him after sending the single particle round through the center of the Scourge’s face.

Dorian whirled around as he came to his feet, searching for more targets, but seeing nothing but bodies all around him. His armor was generously covered with Scourge blood, his glowing blue eyes wide and alert. He and Laren found him first, Denali, Deion and Jomann next. Andro strode through the blood and gore on the deck of the Pralor station directly at where Dalet Nulai stood, his guards down around his feet their blood spilling all around. Never in his life had he experienced such a thing. Fear gripped his heart and mind as he stared at the savage monster that strode toward him with the two swords in his hands. Swords soaked with the blood of his Scourge warriors. Those glowing azure blue orbs were focused on him alone and Dalet snatched his weapon from the holster on his leg and brought it up to fire.
Andro didn’t try to dodge or deflect the shot, he had seen enough of the Scourge weapons this day bounce off the Etheric shields to know that it might hurt, but it would not do serious harm. The shot was well placed and hit him square in the chest causing him to stagger slightly and wince from the pain, but his Dragon Armor plating held. Androcles lifted his hand and reached out with his Etheric power to grasp Dalet’s hand holding the weapon. He clenched his fist tightly and Dalet roared with pain as the sidearm bent and twisted in his fingers. He had to throw it down to the deck or else it would have crushed his hand around it and he stood up to his full height staring at Androcles as he stopped only five feet from him. 
“What are you?” He screamed. “You are no Praetorian!”

Androcles stared at him from across that small space and watched as he reached behind his back and withdrew two long cylinder like objects. He watched as the Scourge gripped them tightly in either hand and he realized they were fighting sticks like Dutkne used. Different of course, forged from some kind of metal, but Dalet obviously was well skilled with them.

“What am I?” Androcles spoke aloud even as his siblings closed in around him, moving to support him if needed.
It was Laren who held up her hand quickly and turned. “No!” She barked to everyone. “They are the chosen weapon of the Ioth Kilnsiri. The Chidragi! Wyverns! No one can match them! Only Androcles!”

Dalet looked at Andro. “You have Pralor blood within you but you are no Praetorian!” He snarled.

“Oh but I am a Praetorian Ioth Kilnsiri.” Androcles spoke once more. “I am the rebirth of the Praetorians foul monster!”

Dalet lost it then and attacked. 

Laren was correct in that the two steel rod like cylinders were the chosen weapon of the Holy Elite. They were masters of the dual sticks known in the Darastrixi language and the Chidragi, and for millennia had used them to inflict pain and suffering during battle and during torture. No Scourge Holy Elite had ever been beaten when using his Chidragi. That was about to change.

Dalet Nulai was famous among the Scourge population as a Master of the Chidragi. He had never been beaten in training or battle when using them. He always felt they made him invincible. 

He was wrong.

Andro stood his ground with Saar and Cana in his hands. The Scourge was a blur of motion as he attacked, wanting to beat this boy into bloody submission for what he had done here today. Dalet Nulai soon discovered that he was not as good as he thought. The Scourge Holy Elites were much faster than normal Elites and this speed had helped them to win many battles, but this day Dalet Nulai had met his match. Their arms moved faster than the eye could follow, Androcles meeting each thrust with a counter thrust, each blow with a defensive form that blocked it. Even Ridor and Kalis who were standing in the line with the others began to gravitate towards the fight. It was unlike anything they had ever seen. Unlike anything anyone had ever seen, and it showed in the expressions of the faces of everyone around them. 

Andro was more relaxed now than at any time in his life. He felt the overwhelming love and devotion from his wives and mates flowing through him, the unquestioned confidence and love of his siblings wrapping around him. He felt Elynth’s power combining with his, coursing through his veins, the Dahakoan sense swirling within his mind as he saw everything the six of them saw, anticipating every move that Dalet could make. Dalet continued to attack, pressing forward and circling Androcles, who matched his every move. He was becoming angry and careless but it was just not…

-Androcles… we are ready- Armen’s voice exploded in his head from his implant.

That was the trigger.

Andro brought Saar and Cana together in a clash of steel that drew sparks and caused gasps from everyone nearby. Dalet was pressing down with all of his strength against those two blades, not understanding how they could hold against his superior weapons. He glanced up into Andro’s eyes and saw the glowing orbs staring back at him, but he also saw something else. He saw something familiar in the features, and it took only a moment for him to realize what it was.

“You!” Dalet hissed loudly into Andro’s face. “I know you!”

Androcles smiled at him and it was anything but pleasant. “And you will contemplate that knowledge in the abyss monster!” Andro snarled at him.

Androcles twisted his wrist, turning Saar in his hand and flicked the blade up with savage strength. It overpowered Dalet easily and then the Scourge felt the bite of steel against the armor of his left wrist and his eyes went wide when that sword sliced through his armor as if it wasn’t there. He screamed in pain and brought the arm back, which only enabled Androcles to flick Cana to the right and remove Dalet’s right arm just below the elbow.

Dalet staggered back as blood gushed from the two wounds. His mind was awash with pain and knowledge but he could not focus and he dropped to his knees in agony and looked at Androcles who slowly lifted Saar and Cana and willed them back into Flatspace.

“Who… I know you!” Dalet screamed out the words. “You… you are dead!”

Andro smiled once more, his dual fangs becoming fully exposed as the smile grew. He stepped forward and looked down at Daret. “You asked who I was.” He spoke the words calmly in a voice that was not his own. “I am death incarnate monster.” He leaned over closer to Dalet as he stared back at him. “We are the embodiment of the vengeance of a people long forgotten.” Andro moved in a blur and gripped Dalet’s head in his hands, twisting his body impossibly around until his head was facing away from him and he was looking down at his arched chest and legs in front of him.

“Pray to whatever gods you may have Scourge monster.” Andro snarled loudly. “Pray for mercy! For I will have none!”

Androcles exerted all of his strength in one motion. Every ounce of Lycavorian and Darastrixi strength within him. Everything he had been taught. He channeled it all and twisted with all of that combined force. Dalet’s head was ripped savagely to the side, the sound of his neck breaking in five different places echoing loudly in the now quiet landing bay. Andro dropped the body immediately even as the last vestiges of Dalet Nulai twitched and jumped on the deck of the station.

Elynth was beside him in an instant and she lowered her head to touch his cheek, while Dorian and Laren moved up on either side of him. Andro and Dorian lowered their heads to hers for she was so much shorter than them, and then Ryner and Ladur finished the group, all of them touching in some manner.

“It is over my Soul Brother.” Laren whispered softly. “It is done.”

Androcles looked at her glowing multicolored orbs and smiled. He shook his head slowly however. “No my Soul Sister…” He spoke.

“It is only just beginning.” Dorian finished his brother’s statement. 


