CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR
VENTORI 
UNION ADHOC COMPOUND
LEONIDAS PERSONAL QUARTERS

“…No!” Saydia snapped softly. “I will not allow this! No!”


Perlyea leaned forward at the table and looked at Saydia. She, Aduna, Anja, Aricia and For'mya had spent the last three long hours hammering out what they were relatively sure the Tasmor Ruling Quorum and the Union Senate would accept. They had to contact Deia on two different matters, but she only confirmed for them what they had thought. This Deia Leonidas, Martin Leonidas’ Aunt, she had impressed Perlyea with her knowledge and words. It seemed that confidence and intelligence ran in their family among the women as well as within their people, which would make it easier to deal with the Tasmor Quorum in particular and the Tasmor people as a whole. Tasmor males were gaining more and more political clout every year, but even they did not seem to question the female dominance of their society. It was also something that had been ingrained in all of them for centuries and that was not something that was just forgotten in a day. Tasmor males knew this and were patient and understanding.

They had also spoken with the other three Queens of the Union who were currently on Honelze. Once more Perlyea had been more than impressed for Dysea, Isabella and Cirith were equally as extraordinary and Anja and the others. The vast knowledge and the attractive beauty of these six women was enormous and convincing. Each of them had an outer, physical majesty that was incredibly stunning to say the least. They had a natural physical beauty that was only enhanced by their exceptionally desirable physiques, but each of them was also a confident and powerful woman who could handle almost any given situation that they faced. They had finally brought Saydia and Namiri into the circle and that now included Anthylea as well since she and Saydia were now a recognized and bound couple by Tasmor law. Saydia had seen to that almost immediately after instituting the law regarding the Tasmor Breeders. Perlyea and Aduna were going to do the same thing as soon as they returned to Danerav. 

“Saydia…” Perlyea began.


Saydia shook her head more forcefully now. “No. I made a promise to my daughter and I do not intend to break that promise Perlyea.”

“Mother you…” Namiri began but was respectfully interrupted by Aduna.


“Sovereign Regent, I have made discreet inquiries of my detachment.” Aduna spoke now. “They have told me that Vesara Athcer does not like how you brought the entire Quorum here. She feels that you have embarrassed them and over reached your bounds while intruding on their power. Several others are in agreement with her.”


“If I had not threatened them with the loss of their positions and titles, they would not have come!” Saydia protested. “If left to their sensibilities the Tasmor people would drift and fall into obscurity! They have no vision for the future beyond what their own personal needs are!”


“I don’t disagree Saydia, nor does Aduna. You know that.” Perlyea spoke once more. “But you also know as well as I do that Vesara will do whatever it takes to either discredit you directly or go around you. Using this clause in our law regarding Namiri is exactly something she would do to try and diminish you and embarrass you. She knows how you feel for your daughters, and knowing you would not be able to stop her would only embolden her. We are just using it to our advantage for better reasons than she would and before she can use it against you.”


“I will put a Referendum to our people then!” Saydia spat.


Aduna nodded her head in agreement. “A Referendum that would undoubtedly pass with overwhelming support. However, you would not be able to do this in a timely enough manner for it to matter to our people in the long run. Or Namiri for that matter. By the time this came up for a vote of our people, the Svorag will have already overrun Honelze and removed the one force that could stop them.” She looked at Saydia intently. “They would be upon us before we could stop them.”


“I support giving Tasmor troops to the defense of Honelze.” Saydia complained. “I have already told King Leonidas this!”


“Which Vesara and the other hard liners would block just to make you look bad, and you know this.” Perlyea said. “They are so set in their ways, in Tasmor dominance in all things, that they would do this just to spite you. Even after what has taken place these last weeks they still think themselves superior. Especially to any male, including King Leonidas. That is why Anja, Aricia and For'mya are putting this forth with the backing of the other three Queens of the Union and their Prime Minister. It is why they included Aduna and myself in its creation. We know what we face and we certainly do not want the Tasmor to vanish into oblivion. Aduna’s knowledge of our law is what helped us.”

Saydia looked at Anja where she sat between Aricia and For'mya. They had remained silent up to now. “I thought… I thought your people did not practice arranged marriages.” She said.


“We don’t.” Aricia answered her. “This situation is different however, and this required a lot of ingenuity on our part to be honest.”


“And a small amount of dishonesty.” For'mya said with a grin as she leaned into Anja affectionately.


“More so to make it work within the framework of your laws.” Aricia continued with a smile at For'mya’s words.


“I don’t understand.” Saydia told her.


“This will only work if Namiri, our son and his wives agree to it.” Anja spoke now. “If they do however, then it will give you the clout and support you need to go around these hard liners in your government and allow you to support us with your troops.”


“What about Martin?” Saydia asked. “I do not wish to be on the receiving end of your husband’s anger Anja. I have seen what happens to those who anger him, and it is in no way pleasant.”


Anja shook her head. “Let us worry about Martin. As Queens we have always had a great deal of latitude in working out different political agreements. That is essentially what this will be, but we are just going to present it in another light, which is how others will see it. Martin doesn’t often question us, but if he does we can make him see our point of view.”


“So you will use your female influence over him?” Saydia asked.


Anja chuckled softly. “It’s more his influence over us really.” She replied. “But Martin is very different than most men. When we have him alone with us, without outside influence, he will usually see things our way once it is explained to him. We don’t manipulate him as much as get him to see it from our point of view. When he sees how it will be presented he will know it is for the best.”


“And how will it be presented?” Saydia asked.


“In a way that makes it appear as if it is something else.” Aricia said. “It very well may help you to see just who among your own Quorum is behind you and who is against you.”

Saydia glanced at Namiri beside her and then back to Aricia. “Now you have truly lost me.” She stated.


“My son is… our son Androcles is very unique. As are the six women who share his life.” Aricia began. “We would like to explain it to you, Perlyea and Aduna will comment on how it affects the Tasmor, but you have to be willing to listen Saydia Daret. As Anja has told you, Namiri must agree to this as well, or it will not work. But if she does, there will be things that are expected of her. Things that she will be exposed to and witness. Things that are very sensitive in nature to our people, but more importantly to our son.” Aricia looked at Namiri. “Namiri?”

Namiri nodded her head. “I will listen.” She said.

“This is not something taken lightly Namiri.” Aricia said. “If you commit to this then you will be committing yourself to our ways. Androcles is much more forward thinking than his father in many ways, but he is also much more grounded in tradition and our Spartan nature.”

“Namiri you don’t have to…” Anja began to speak but Namiri shook her head.

“I will listen Queen Anja.” Namiri said again this time more seriously. “I do not wish to see my people butchered by these Svorag monsters and if there is a way we can stop it then I will listen. And I also believe as my mother does that a continued relationship with your people is the only way we will survive going forward.”

“We will contact Sadi and the others once Namiri has agreed to this, and then they will convince Androcles that this is for the best.” Aricia spoke. “As we will convince Martin. Sadi is Androcles Anome, his soulmate in our ancient language. They met by fate and chance when he was only eight months old and he has loved her with every fiber of his being since that day. Just as he loves all of his wives and mates equally now. You see, Androcles was born fully aware of all life around him. He was fully aware even within my womb while I carried him and he used his Bonded sister as his conduit to the outside world. He…”


Saydia and Namiri Daret were utterly enthralled almost from the outset as Aricia began to explain what they intended. Perlyea and Aduna had heard some of it already but even they were drawn into the story as Aricia, Anja and For'mya began to weave a future for both their peoples just by their words.
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“…Is Laren Ti’shara father, your Sepas Hianag. Your soul daughter.” Andro spoke from within the QCR communications transmission. Wayonn, Danny, Helen, Arzoal and Tobia were in the transmission with him, while Murano, Sarlana, Dorian and the young women none of them had ever seen were with Andro. 

Martin could only stare at the stunning young woman. That she was Darastrixi was quite obvious, but that she was something else as well was equally as obvious. Her long, black hair matched the color of Andro and Dorian’s hair, her multicolored blue eyes matching the color of Andro's azure orbs and Dorian’s cobalt blue eyes. She had a combination of what appeared to be soft, normal skin and Darastrixi scaled skin, but it seemed to fit her perfectly and she did not look out of place at all. She looked at him almost shyly from within the transmission but even from across the stars Martin could feel her strength within the Etheric realm and how it filtered and flowed within his two sons. They were allowing him to feel her now for the first time, and to Martin she was another burning point of light within the realm that was their family and he sensed that somehow she had always been part of them. 
Martin Leonidas did not often let his faith show through publicly, but he believed deeply in a higher power and that power had brought this young woman to them for reasons they had yet to determine. It was not something he was going to question however, not when his sons had accepted her without hesitation and his other children would no doubt do the same.

“I will welcome you to my family properly when I see you Laren.” Martin spoke with a smile. “Your parents and brothers as well. But know that I am so very happy to see you. Just don’t let these two knuckle draggers corrupt you before you get here.”


Laren chuckled softly as the small tears fell from her eyes. “I won’t Sepa Opsola.” She said with a brilliant smile and happy eyes. 


“You are a vison of beauty child.” Arzoal spoke now causing Martin and the others to look at her on their end of the transmission.


“It is a blessed honor Elder Mother.” Laren told her bowing her head. “Andro and Elynth have showed me so much of you in their lives.”


Arzoal laughed softly in dragon fashion. “Yes, I am sure they have.” She stated with a knowing tone of voice. “I will need to tell you the truth when we can speak together.” Arzoal looked at Martin who was staring at her as Laren laughed on her end. “What?” She demanded.


Martin pointed at her and then back to himself, doing this motion several times. “That is going to take some getting used to.” Martin said. “Being able to… you know.”


Arzoal reached over with her head and butted Martin in the shoulder causing him to stagger slightly. “Be careful what you say Martin or I will have words with your wives and mates.”


“I’m just saying!” Martin spoke holding up his hands in defense.


“I see you have been practicing Arzoal.” Sarlana spoke now from within the transmission.


Arzoal nodded her massive head. “Only in private Doraanar, just as you instructed me. Helen and I have been working hard on it.”


Sarlana nodded her head. “Excellent.” She told her. “We will have much help when we arrive. Several of the Darastrixi among those with us have already expressed great zeal for teaching these skills to you and those Darastrixi among you.” 


Martin held up his hand. “Ok, ok, on to the point of this little call.” He told them with a smile. “Give me the skinny boy!” He spoke looking directly at Androcles.

“We put twenty-four Mark 22 ZMFs into the station father.” Andro told him. “Not to mention overloading the core. There was nothing larger than a fingernail when we finally were able to scan the area.”


“Soi Sibfla.” Danny muttered. “A little overkill don’t you think Mandri?”


Andro shook his head. “No Tenne.” He answered. “Not when you consider what was on the station.”


Martin looked at his sons and his eyebrows rose on his face. “We’re listening.” He said.


“Murano were there…” Wayonn began his eyes wide.


“Yes.” Murano replied. “Over a hundred of them.” He told them. “They were in Cryo Chambers on the lower three decks of the station. They would have remained in stasis had a Darastrixi soldier not gone off wandering. He triggered some sort of alarm that caused the computer they had operating to wake them. We must assume that any Pralor facilities that were not destroyed will be the same. We will need to inform Delnash of this so we do not attempt it again.”


“Murano did you…?”


“None survived old friend.” Murano told him. “We will need to gather all the Praetorians that we know of once we have returned in order to show all of you, but they are all dead and they were not able to transmit any messages. Armen made sure of this.”

“You fought them?” Martin asked.


Androcles nodded his head. “Yes. We had no choice. No one was injured father. I don’t think they expected us to be there.”


“There was a Holy Elite among them Wayonn.” Murano continued. “They appeared somewhat different than when we fought them in the last war, but they are essentially the same. He was… he was surprised to see us. He knew what we were and he was surprised. He said as much.”


“Then Delnash and the others are safe?” Wayonn asked.


Murano nodded his head. “It appears they are not aware of any Pralors that escaped the Purge, no. If they are not looking for us, then we are safe. For the time being.”


Wayonn nodded his head. “That is good. It will provide a little peace of mind for Delnash and the other Chief Elders. At least for the immediate future.”


Martin looked at Murano in the transmission. “Were you successful in getting to the cache Murano?”


Murano nodded his head once more. “Oh yes.” He said with a bit of pride in his voice.

“Armen has our detachment of Worker Drones reverse engineering the schematics we were able to take.” Andro told them. “We should be able to build replicas within several hours. After that it is just a matter of mass producing them. Our Master at Arms has already conferred with Nehtes back on Earth. After viewing the schematics Nehtes believes we can streamline the design to something we are more familiar with and begin mass producing them within a week on Earth. He will look at them more closely and begin custom work as soon as he is able for my mothers and any others who need it. Armen assures me that we have enough material here on SPARTA'S WRATH to build sufficient quantities for all of our forces there in the Echo Quadrant and still have at least double in reserve. I wasn’t even aware we had a weapons manufacturing shop on the ship until Armen told me.”

Wayonn nodded his head. “It was one of the improvements that we wanted incorporated into the VORTEX-Class Heavy Cruisers.” He said. “SPARTA'S WRATH was to be the first of her kind. She was the first of her kind. We just…”

“We ran out of time.” Murano added also nodding his head. “It is of no matter now. We have her now. She is Androcles’ ship and now we have the designs and we must convince Delnash to shift at least a part of their production and Worker Drone capability to building these weapons. We also took enough of the weapons and explosives as they are now to equip a full company when we arrive Martin.”

“Convincing him won’t be easy.” Martin said.

Murano shook his head. “He will listen to me.”

Martin nodded his head in agreement. “I’ll let you handle him then.” He said.   


Androcles could not hold it in any longer. “Father… grandfather Sumar and Dadrien appeared to us.”


Martin’s eyes grew wider and he moved closer to the holo disc. “What?” He gasped not expecting this in the least. “Where? When?” 


“Within moments of us meeting and touching Laren and Ladur.” Andro replied. “Father it was…”


“It was inspirational father.” Dorian finished. “It was as if we were…”


“In a dream.” Laren finished.


“Father, it has been grandfather and Dadrien guiding us all of these years.” Andro spoke. “They…”


“What!?” Martin barked. “How! Speak to me son!”


“They are the reason that Dorian and I are like we are. Who we are. Elynth and Ryner as well. Laren and Ladur. They are the ones who have been influencing events for centuries to make it so we could exist.”


Helen rose to her feet now her eyes wide and she stepped up to Martin, her hands going to his arm and squeezing. “Androcles are you sure?” She gasped.


Andro nodded his head. “We sat and talked with them for over three hours Feravomir. Right there in the landing bay. They told us so much father.” He told them. “And they said they needed to talk with you and Torma father. That they would do this soon.”

“Me?” Martin Leonidas gasped.


“You are Wer Irral.” Laren spoke now. “The First. The center from which all else will evolve.”


“Come again?” Martin asked with wide eyes.


“There is much we need to talk of father.” Androcles said. “All of us.”


“Yeah… I’m getting that.” Martin said.

 


“There is something else father.” Androcles spoke as Dorian and Laren got to their feet. “Something that we need to show you.”


“I’m not going to like this am I?” Martin said.


Andro shook his head. “It is just… odd.” He said as he began to unbutton the fleet fatigue top he wore. Dorian was doing the same and Martin and the others watched as they stripped out of their t-shirts as well. Laren apparently had no qualms about this either, though she held the t-shirt over her firm breasts. She knew instinctively that no one among those she was with would look at her in any sort of manner that wasn’t respectful.


As if on que, all of them turned around and Martin’s eyes grew wide in shock as he saw the intricately designed tattoo markings on their skin. They covered nearly all of their backs and shoulders, part of the carvings going up alongside their necks. Most of the ink was dark, but there were parts that were done in both red and green ink. It was the most detailed piece of tattoo artwork Martin Leonidas had ever seen in a tattoo, and he had seen enough of Pablo’s work to know he was a master.


“Holy shit!” Martin finally gasped as he felt Danny come up beside him.


“That’s… that’s some serious artwork there Mandri.” Danny spoke with some awe in his voice.


Andro looked over his shoulder. “It must have happened when we embraced Laren the first time. We did not think anything of it, but Eliani said she and the others saw a very brief flash of Etheric power. Like a living pulse. Carisia and Lu'ria saw them first as I was changing. Carisia said they almost felt alive beneath her fingers.”

“Sheva and Onera said the same thing father.” Dorian echoed.


“Jesus… what are they?” Martin gasped as he moved even closer and looked at the intricate markings intently.


“A key.” Sarlana spoke now as she moved up between Androcles and Laren. “They are a key Martin Leonidas.”


“A key?” Wayonn asked now. “A key to what?”


Sarlana shook her head. “That I do not know. I know they represent a key for some of the pictographs are in an ancient dialect of the Darastrixi language. A language only Dadrien and those from his time would have known and spoken.”


“Sarlana, can you translate them?” Martin asked.


“Oh yes, once I gather the relevant scrolls from Artaaya.” She answered him. “The other images and words, and I only assume they are words, they are in a language I have never seen before. If it is a language at all. Whatever it is… it is far more ancient than anything I have ever seen.”


“Christ we don’t need more questions!” Martin exclaimed.

“This is not something that needs to take away from what we must do Martin.” Sarlana told him. “We have scholars that can do this. I already have many images of these writings and we will figure it out. Their training with Murano must continue.” She smiled. “Since most of those with us are Darastrixi and among them are some wonderful scholars, this will be our task.”


Martin nodded his head and looked at Andro as he pulled his shirt back on. “How long until you get here boy?” He asked.


“We will rendezvous with the remaining ships of General Dytin tomorrow morning father.” Andro told him. “Twelve hours to take a full head count and load out and we will depart tomorrow afternoon. Figure four days to your location since the ships with us do not have SPARTA'S WRATH’s engines. I gather you want us to remain away from Honelze for now.”


Martin nodded his head. “Too much activity there and that fat ronnus Lorendo might figure something out.” He replied. “Come here to Ventori and we can decide what to do from there. Your mothers have a handle on things there right now and we are needed here more to help get the rebuilding going.” Martin looked at his son. “Did your mothers get in touch with Sadi?”

Andro nodded his head. “Yes. They got the message when they returned. What is all that about?” He asked.


Martin shook his head. “I don’t know but I imagine we’ll find out at the same time.”


“Why does that sound rather ominous?” Androcles asked.


Martin shook his head. “You have six mothers boy, never try to outthink them.” He told him with a grin. “That has never worked out in your favor in the past. Or mine for that matter.”


Andro chuckled. “No it has not.” He said. He looked at his father. “It will be… it will be very good to see you father.”


Martin met his eyes and smiled. “You have no idea.” He said with a small laugh. “Your uncle and I are outnumbered here you know.”


Andro laughed himself and nodded. “We will see you soon father.” He said.


Martin nodded his head as well and looked at them. “We’ll have a major head shed when you get here. Delnash and all of his senior folks too. It’s time we started to get the ball rolling.” He looked at Laren then and took a step closer to the holo disc again. “I look forward to seeing you in person Sepa Hianag. And holding you in my arms.”


 Laren simply beamed at this and she nodded her head quickly. “As do I Sepa Opsola. As do I.”

Martin smiled at her and Laren saw that it took the sternness from his face instantly. She knew now why so many feared her Sepa Opsola. His presence alone, even in the transmission, was intimidating and just from his gruff manner you knew he was not one to be trifled with. Martin looked at Andro one last time.


“We’ll see you in a few days son.” He spoke. “Try not to get lost.”


“I will do my best father.” Andro answered. “No promises however.”


Martin laughed once more as the transmission ended and he turned slowly to look at those within the room with him. He looked at Arzoal first off.


“Arzoal?” He asked.


“I have left it to Teniri to decide who to send Martin.” She spoke once more. Her voice sounded exactly the same as when she spoke in their minds and to them it would take some getting used to, but adaptability was not an issue with most of the Union citizens. “She knows the dragons with her better than I. She says that only a hundred are truly ready for the type of battle we could see on Honelze.” Arzoal paused and shook her massive head. “What we will undoubtedly see. They are not trained to the level of our Bonded Pairs however, and Iriral does not have the combat training of Elynth, Isheeni or Torma.”


“Where are they now?” Martin asked.


“They have begun shuttling them to Honelze.” Arzoal answered him. “Twenty-five are currently on the planet, but we are keeping them sequestered away from the settlements to avoid raising eyebrows. The rest will arrived over the course of the next two weeks. Teniri says to rush their deployment will only cause Lorendo’s people watching them to become suspicious.”


Martin nodded his head. “Ok. I don’t want to give that midaeus any kind of advantage.” He spoke. “Once Andro gets here we can send Anthar and Majeir. They have superior combat skills and they can assist Iriral until more of us arrive. They won’t need Carisia or Lu'ria with them for that.”


Arzoal nodded her head. “Excellent. Anthar is more of an unorthodox persona and Majeir is the perfect complement to him.”


“If Armen and your Nehtes are correct and they can make weapons that are more familiar to us based on the particle design we developed the transition will be much easier for everyone involved.” Wayonn spoke.


Martin looked at Danny intently. “I want our teams outfitted first Dan.” Martin told him. “Whatever they come up with I want our folks to have it first. We’re going to be in the shit first with Andro's team and I don’t want us not knowing our weapons.”


Danny nodded his head. “Done deal.”


“We will need to perform a Praetorian meld Martin.” Wayonn told him now. “When they arrive all of us need to join and share everything that we have learned.”


Martin nodded his head in acknowledgement. “Wayonn… I’ll leave that for you to set up. You and Murano will need to guide us on that.”


“Dutkne has done this with me before and he and Andro will have shared everything about the battle by now. If I know my grandson he will already be preparing to direct the others when we get together. It will be much easier with the three of us guiding the others. We have the most experience in this sort of thing and until everyone is comfortable doing it, we will need to practice.”


“Did you do it often?” Martin asked him.


Wayonn nodded. “After every major battle.” He replied. 


“Then I guess we are going to need to start.” Martin said. He looked at Helen. “You ready for that Helen. You have always wanted to get inside my head.” He told her with a smile.


Helen snorted in disgust. “The only individuals that wish to get into your head and the head of your son should be committed to a facility for the mentally insane for all time.” She spat causing the others to chuckle softly. “What sane person would wish to see what chaos looks like?”


“Hey! That’s not fair!” Martin exclaimed.


“I will need to talk again with Anja about this.” Helen said with sly smile. “We do not have any facilities to house such people. Perhaps we will need to change that.”


Martin looked at her as she spun around and left the room with a huge smile on her face. He could only smile as Wayonn shook his head in delight and Danny was holding back his snide comment.


Martin shook his head with a smile. “Well… at least everyone is in good spirits.” He said. “We’re going to need that.”


“Yes we are.” Danny agreed.


Martin turned to Danny now. “Nalmos is waiting for us.” He said. “About three thousand will be moving in from across the immediate area that he was able to contact. Anja and Anuk are going to meet us there.”


Danny nodded his head. “We got teams of medics and everything else waiting.”


“Just like Eden City all over again huh?” Martin spoke.


Danny smiled at him. “Building that city was the best time we ever had and you know it.” He told him.


Martin nodded his head. “Yes it was.”
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“This is… will this even work?” Saydia finally asked after a few moments. Everything had been explained by the three Queens and Perlyea and Aduna and Saydia had to admit it was quite ingenious. It did require a bit of deception on their part, but deception was a large part of politics in many ways. And this deception would actually benefit both of their peoples in a way most people would never see.


“It will work if we want it to work.” Aricia answered her question. 


“But this will look like an arranged marriage to your people.” Saydia said. “Something you have told me they will not accept.”


Aricia shook her head now. “No. It will look just how it has looked as Androcles has met each of his wives and mates over the last two years. He has seen each of them within him before he has ever met them. Only when he was old enough to actually love Sadi in a manner befitting a Leonidas did he reach out to claim her. Once he did that, each of them fell into place just as he had seen. Just as they were meant to in the greater scheme of things. This is what our people have seen in this time and it is what they will see again. They will not question it. Despite what you may see or hear about our son, he is very much like his father in that he believes deeply in faith and destiny. That is what we will use now.”


“Emylea has heard…” Namiri began to speak now but she was tentative because of what she was asking. “She has heard that he is terribly scarred from battle. That many cannot look into his eyes without turning away.”


“Really?” For'mya asked softly. She glanced at Anja and Aricia and saw the look of confusion in their eyes as well. “That is interesting.”


[Kinsoaurgai?] Aricia asked within their private connection.


[It may well be nothing, but I have heard talk among the pilots of a young elven female in Operations that has said these same things on the ARC ROYAL.] For'mya answered.


[Someone who has never met him?] Anja asked.

For'mya nodded her head. [Yes. I will look into it soon enough. It seems too much like a staged event. Especially now.]
[You want some help?] Anja asked her.

For'mya shook her head quickly. [No. If this is what this young woman is doing I will set her straight.]

Among the six Queens of the Union it was well known that Androcles held a very special place in For'mya’s heart now after what he had done. His actions allowed For'mya to keep her faith and her hope alive. His actions returned to her all that she loved dearest in this universe, and his actions saved the two children she had borne in her womb. Her life would never have reached this point if not for Androcles and the love he carried for her as his second elven mother. Aricia and Anja knew For'mya would savage this young woman for talking bad about Androcles in any way if this was the case. 

Anja returned her attention to Namiri now. “Fifteen percent of his body is covered in scar tissue, yes.” She answered Namiri honestly. “All of them earned in battle. But if you are asking if he is deformed in some way, no Namiri, he is not. Whoever Emylea heard that from is very incorrect.”

“Forgive me, I did not want to sound conceited.” Namiri spoke quickly hoping she did not offend his mothers.


“It is an honest question.” Aricia told her. “And one that most in your position would ask I’m sure. This will only work if you are willing to act the part Namiri. You must be a willing participant in the ruse in order for it to work. Sadi and the others will help you if they agree to this, but you need to be willing and able to do this. That is why we think it is best you meet them first via our COM relays.”

“Won’t others begin to question this after a time and I do not… I do not show the signs of… of becoming like him?” Namiri asked. “Lady Perlyea has already explained that the virus in his blood must be transferred to me in order for me to show signs of changing. If he does not bite me and I do not sleep with him or the others, this will eventually come out.”


Anja shook her head in response. “Luckily, there are other ways to make that happen.” She said. “Albeit they won’t be as effective, but they will work. And trust me, our son has a reputation of distain for any sort of news organization. He thinks they are all vermin. They won’t push too hard when it comes to that for fear of incurring his wrath. Being on Andro's bad side is not a very healthy proposition.”

Aricia and For'mya couldn’t help but chuckle at this. “How true.” Aricia said.


“I will do it.” Namiri blurted out.


Saydia looked at her daughter. “Namiri you…”


“Mother you know as well as I do that this is the only way to insure that we have a future as a people.” Namiri stated. “If this agreement, secret though it may be, if it insures that we win this fight, then it is a small price to pay.”


“I know but…” Saydia began to protest.


Namiri shook her head. “We are involved now mother.” Namiri said. “For whatever the reason, whatever drove you to help them before, we are involved now. We cannot undo what we have done. I do not wish to see our people brought down by these monsters and I know you do not.” Namiri reached out and took her hands. “It is only for a year mother.” She said. She looked at Aricia. “Is that right?”


Aricia nodded her head. “Two years at the most depending on what is happening. The information we release will have to be done at certain times in order for it to look plausible but within two years definitely.”

Namiri nodded her head. “That is nothing when held against our people’s future.” She spoke turning back to her mother. 


Saydia squeezed her hands tightly while Anthylea held Saydia’s shoulder in a show of support. Small tears rolled down Saydia’s cheeks and she smiled. “I never imagined that you would turn out to be the strongest of my daughters Namiri.” She gasped softly. “I am so sorry.”


Namiri allowed her to pull her into the embrace and she relished in the feel of her mother’s arms around her. She didn’t see Anja rise to her feet and look at the others. 

“I’ll let Aricia and For'mya talk with Sadi and the others with you. I have to meet Martin and the rest of our team for the refugees that are coming in from the mountain ranges all around us.” Anja spoke. She looked at Perlyea and Aduna. “Want to come along?” She asked. “Field Operations are always so much fun with Marty and the gang.”

Perlyea glanced at Aduna surprised and saw her nod quickly. She turned back to Anja. “Of course.” She answered rising to her feet with Aduna.

Aricia looked at Saydia and Namiri as Anja led Perlyea and Aduna out of their quarters. “I will initiate the call and we will speak with them.” She told them. “Do not be shy Namiri Daret… Sadi and the others will surprise you. They are just as intelligent as they are beautiful.”

Namiri nodded as she looked at her. “I am ready.”

SPARTA'S WRATH
PRIVATE LOUNGE FAMILY DECK


The six Crown Princesses of the Lycavorian Union were crowded around each other at the table still discussing the mission on the station. More to the point, they were talking about Andro's new tattoos and what had happened when first Carisia and then Sadi and the others had run their fingers over them. All of them were beginning to see just how very special the man who had claimed their hearts was. It was amazing to them that he could steal their breath away and make each of them whimper in delight in his own way. It was also so very amazing just how easily the six of them fit together. They were lovers, friends and sisters all wrapped into one and all of them loved Andro and each other more than their own lives. Even Sehri, who had been with them the shortest amount of time, even she had given up on trying to figure it all out and simply accepted it for what it was. It felt so very right and loving and trying to figure out why was pointless. 

They had changed into casual clothes, and Sehri was detailing to Carisia and Lu'ria how she and Marux had held the bottom portion of the ramp on the station during the battle. Carisia and Lu'ria knew what she was describing, for it was exactly how they felt when fighting with Anthar or Majeir. Soon it would be time for them to truly bond and even they knew it now. Sadi, Ne'Veha and Caliria were discussing the mad dash from the control center back to their ship even as the Scourge were breaking into the landing bay.


All of them now wore casual outfits, mostly form fitting jumpsuits that Lu'ria had gotten all of them to wear and fall in love with. The jumpsuits were different in cut and material, but all of them were tailored to fit each one of them perfectly in order to accent their figures. 


The COM panel on the large table chirped and all of their heads came up as Carisia reached out and tapped the panel.


“Yes.”


“The transmission from Queen Aricia and Queen For'mya is coming in Princess.” The Duty Officer spoke from the bridge.


“Very well lieutenant.” Carisia answered. “You can transfer it here.”


“Stand by.” The voice replied.


“Did Aricia give you any idea what this was about Sadi?” Lu'ria asked.

Sadi shook her head as she shifted in her chair. “None. Only that it was very important and we needed to speak with them without Andro present.”


“Which is surprising all by itself.” Ne'Veha commented.


Sadi nodded her head. “Yes it is.”


All of them turned to face the transmission as it synced and came into view on the table and then they were seeing Aricia and For'mya with three other women who they did not recognize.


“Aricia, For'mya…” Sadi began.

VENTORI


“…Looking as beautiful as ever.” Sadi’s soft enchanting voice filled their ears and they both smiled.


There was a time, albeit a very brief one, where For'mya had contemplated killing Sadi Leonidas for what she had done. Fate had stayed her hand then and now she was so very happy it had. For'mya, Anja, Aricia and their fellow Queens had looked after Sadi through the years, though never actively intervening for any reason. Sadi was a powerful woman in her own right and they knew she did not need their assistance. Each of the women Andro had claimed were powerful, confident and so very beautiful. All of the men and women their sons and daughters had claimed were of equal stature and it made the Queens of the Union very proud. 


“As are all of you Sadi.” Aricia answered with a smile. 


Namiri Daret was somewhat taken aback to be honest. She did not expect to see such stunningly beautiful females sitting in the transmission. All of them were breathtaking to say the least, one of them having such delicious dark skin and incredible white hair which stood out right away. Namiri noticed she had the same kind of ears as Queen For'mya and realized she was an elven female. There was a second elven female with long, dark brown hair and bright, incredibly dark eyes. Namiri could tell just from looking at her that this elven female had the most proportionate figure of all of them, and it was ravishing to say the least from what she could see. Another was as exotic looking as any Tasmor female Namiri had ever seen with her long raven black hair and fetching Maya colored blue eyes. 


“The mission went well I take it.” For'mya asked now as she leaned forward in her chair.


They saw Sadi nod her head. “A few hiccups, but nothing that we could not improvise our way out of.” Sadi answered with a nod. “I’m sure you will read the mission debrief in detail so I won’t bore you.”


“Everyone came back, that is all that matters.” Aricia added.


“Yes,” Ne'Veha agreed. “That is all that matters.”


“Aricia, why have you asked to speak with us?” Carisia couldn’t contain her inquisitive nature and she blurted out the question. “Without Andro and in a secure location?”


Aricia couldn’t help but smile. Carisia Leonidas had been sure that Andro's birth mother would never accept her love for him or vice versa. Aricia had turned out to be the strongest supporter Carisia had and the one who had become her closest confidant shortly after it was announced that she was Andro's wife. A daughter of Yuri Moran, not the most popular person within the Union or on Earth for that matter. Carisia had been certain this fact would have destroyed any hope of people trusting her. That had turned out to be furthest from the truth in the end and her actions right after Zarah had been attacked had proven that to even the most skeptical man or woman.

Aricia looked at Saydia and Namiri briefly. “Thankfully our son chose women who like to cut through all the rensibfla and get right to the point.” She commented.


Namiri heard the blond one Sadi laugh and then all of them were chuckling in some manner while the dark haired exotic one looked embarrassed somewhat. Namiri blinked several times for she felt a flush course through her skin at the sound of their voices. It was almost like a musical sonata as seamlessly as they blended together.


“Carisia, Sadi, Ne'Veha, Lu'ria, Caliria and Sehri…” Aricia spoke as she motioned with her hand to where Saydia and Namiri sat. “Allow me to present to you Saydia Daret, the forty-ninth Sovereign Regent of the Tasmor people and her youngest daughter Namiri Daret. The woman behind them is Anthylea Tomar, First Colonel to Saydia and her bound mate.” 


Sadi took point in the conversation as all of them expected her to do as Andro's Anome and the best speaker of them all.


“Sovereign Regent, we are honored and it is a pleasure to meet you.” Sadi spoke. “Andro has told us of the things his father and mothers have spoken of in regards to you. He was very impressed.”


Saydia blinked several times in surprise. “He was?” She stammered.


“To impress Androcles means you first have to impress his father and mothers.” Sadi spoke. “You have done that quite well according to Andro. And that is no small feat.”


Saydia was also taken aback somewhat. This young woman, indeed not one of them had blinked when Aricia had introduced Anthylea as her mate. All of them were astonishingly beautiful Saydia had to admit, and looked to be in incredible physical condition. She glanced quickly at her daughter and saw Namiri staring at them intently.


“You… you have me at a disadvantage young lady.” Saydia spoke now. “I… I do not know much about you.”


Sadi chuckled. “Good.” She replied. “That is the way we like it. The Netnews vermin won’t bother us if we stay out of sight and out of trouble. Something that is exceedingly hard to do considering the man we all love is prone to trouble finding him even in the middle of space.”


Lu'ria rolled her amber colored eyes Namiri saw and then she laughed softly. “How true.” Lu'ria stated.


“As to the point of this transmission and why we asked you what we did?” Aricia started again. “We have a situation here. I don’t know how much Andro has told you of what his father has told him, but we need something from you.”

Sadi didn’t hesitate. “Name it.” She spoke quickly.


“Sadi you need to hear us out first.” For'mya spoke now. “This is not a normal request and it is more political than anything else and we want you to feel free to say no. All of you must agree to what we wish to do.”

“I’m not sure I understand.” Sadi spoke looking at Sehri and Ne'Veha quickly before going back to For'mya. “What do you mean?”


“I’m sure Andro told you, or you have read the reports that Martin will not pull any more troops from the Alpha Quadrant to support our operations out here.” Aricia said.


Ne'Veha was the one to nod now. “Yes. Andro suspects that Martin is wary of unnatural issues that might arise if we pull more troops away from home.”


Aricia nodded her head. “We don’t know exactly what he is thinking, but essentially that is what he has decided. There is a way however, that we can accomplish what we need to do without more of our troops.” Aricia told them. “It requires the Tasmor to commit a million of their ground troops, which Saydia has already generously offered. However, the Tasmor Ruling Quorum is at odds with her over many things and this would be one of them. They will not allow this unless certain concessions are made.”


Namiri noted how Sadi’s face twisted briefly into one of disgust and she suddenly liked this young woman more.


“Politics.” Sadi spat.


Aricia nodded. “Politics.” She answered.


“What can we do Aricia?” Carisia asked now. “We are not even there yet.”


Aricia looked at For'mya quickly and then back to Sadi, Carisia and the others in the transmission.


“Sadi, in order to keep everything we know and love from being absorbed or killed by these Svorag monsters, we need you to convince Androcles that all of you need to take Namiri as a wife and mate.” Aricia blurted out the words.


Sadi Leonidas blinked rapidly several times not sure she had heard her correctly. She looked at Carisia and Ne'Veha and saw the confusion on their faces as well and turned back to Aricia. 


“I’m sorry…” Sadi said. “I don’t think I heard you correctly. Did you say we need to convince Andro that we need to take this young woman as our wife and mate?”


Aricia took a deep breath. “Yes.” She said.


This brought all of them to complete attention and they crowded closer to Sadi within the holo transmission. Six very beautiful and very dominant young woman who were extremely possessive of the man they all loved.


“Aricia, perhaps you should explain…” Sadi spoke calmly but the touch of anger in her voice could be detected easily. “Before we decide to end this very strange communication before it ever really gets off the ground.”


“Bear with us please Sadi.” Aricia told her. “Just listen…”

VENTORI

NORTHEAST CORNER OF CITY


There were far more than three thousand Martin saw, and they were not coming from the direction they were supposed to be coming from. He was squatting on the ridge roughly fifty meters above the natural depression in the terrain that allowed the refugees to move down the mountain with relative ease. The slope was gradual and nowhere near as rocky and hazardous for the many elderly that Martin’s keen wolf eyes could detect. Anja knelt beside him on his right talking quietly on her implant for she knew her husband and mate was deep in thought. Zarah, Lucia and Radem knelt on his left, both Zarah and Lucia looking alert and aware of almost everything around them. Radem knelt just behind them, looking confident and healthy for an Evolli. Martin had not seen them in nearly four days now but he knew Radem had taken them up into the mountains to begin what Martin had asked of him. They appeared as if they had slimmed down slightly, their uniforms hugging already well-muscled and very female figures, but both Zarah and Lucia were still very young and both had now lost much of their remaining baby fat in these last weeks. Their figures were beginning to take shape and looking just as their mothers looked. Very feminine, lean muscles that were becoming more defined as each day passed. Martin had shared a looked with Radem when they first appeared and silent acknowledgement had passed between them. Zarah and Lucia were turning into two of the finest protégés that Radem had ever trained and that was only after four days of seeing what they could do. It would take many more months and possibly years of training, but Radem was certain the two of them would become the deadliest of their kind.


Anja was speaking with Perlyea and Aduna, who were kneeling on her opposite side, in soft whispers. They had been chatting of many diverse things the entire way here, laughing at different times, almost as if they had known each other for decades. It actually made Martin happy to see this because he knew that outside of the six of them, none of his Queens had very many close friends even though he encouraged this. Perlyea and Aduna were rapidly becoming accepted by all of them as friends and they were growing closer as each day passed.


Anja turned her head back to him and she nudged his arm to make him look at her. “Jules says there are at least another thousand still in the trees Lover.” She told him. “Looks like close to six thousand total by quick count.”


Martin nodded his head slowly looking into her jade green eyes. “You going to tell me what the three of you are scheming in your heads?”


Anja’s eyes shimmered with delight as she looked at him and she smiled. “As soon as we have all the details worked out, yes. You know we will.”


Martin stared at her further for an extra-long moment. [Are you happy Red?] He asked finally within the private connection they shared with each other. Martin Leonidas shared a similar private connection with all of his Queens and another connection that was just for the seven of them, which is the one they almost always used.

Anja looked at him confused for a second. [Come again?]

[Are you happy?] Martin asked her once more. [With me? With your life?]

Anja’s eyes grew a little wider at this question and she scooted closer to him, pressing her forehead to his and reaching up with her hand to grasp the back of his neck and stroke the long black hair there. [Why would you ever ask me a question like that after all of these years?] She spoke softly. She pressed the back of her other hand against his cheek. [Are you sick?]

[Things haven’t exactly worked out the way we envisioned them outside Eden City you know.] He told her with a grin. [We…]

Anja put a slim finger to his lips and stopped his words. [I would not trade one day with you and the others for anything in the universe Martin.] Anja told him. [Not one hour. Not one moment. I am so happy with my life; with your love of me, my love for Aricia and For'mya and the others, our children together, everything that we have. I would not change one single thing about my life. None of us would. No other man could possibly make us feel what you do Lover, emotionally or physically. And the sex is… it is just out of this world good. We…] 
Martin snorted and grinned at her now. [I get it.] He said.

Anja smiled brilliantly and met his eyes. [Well… maybe I would add a couple inches in my height. I’m so damn short.]

Martin smiled once more and leaned forward, pressing his forehead to hers harder and he kissed her full lips softly. [I like you just as you are.]

Anja took his face in her hands and stared at him, almost losing herself within the depths of those dark brown eyes they all adored so much. [Martin Leonidas, I love you more than I could ever put into words. We all do. And we love each other just as much. None of us would change a damn thing. Ever. For anything.]

Martin closed his eyes as she kissed him, slowly running her four inch long tongue along his lips as she knew he loved so much. She looked at him with her jade green eyes, the sunlight reflecting just right and making them glitter in the light. 


[I just wanted to be sure.] Martin told her softly. 


Anja smiled at him. [Well, be sure and stop with all these morose questions.] She told him. [Carians… you have the worst timing in the universe.]

Martin chuckled softly and nuzzled her cheek and neck causing Anja to gasp ever so softly in delight. [You, Aricia and For'mya seem to be getting along pretty well with Perlyea and this Aduna.] He told her, staring in to her eyes. [Even though she just got here, Aduna seems to resonate with you guys just as much as Perlyea. They appear to be very much in love and this resonates with you guys.]


Anja nodded her head with a smile. [They are good people Lover.] She said. [We have discovered quite a bit about them, mostly from Perlyea, but also from Aduna since she has been here. We have a lot in common with them.]


[That’s it?] Martin asked her.


Anja looked at him intently. [Martin Leonidas…]


[Their desire for all of you is obvious even to a newborn wolf Red.] He told her. [But for you, it’s very pronounced. And I’m not stupid Anja, I can sense that all of you are attracted to them.]


[Yes, they are attractive.] Anja answered knowing she could never lie to this man who she so loved. [They are very attractive in fact. All of us think so. We would be lying to you and ourselves if we said otherwise. That does not mean anything.]


Anja heard him chuckled within the connection even though his face remained impassive and he gave no outward appearance he was laughing. [Anja, it’s me.] He told her. [They are very beautiful women, but they are not males, so you don’t have to worry about me acting out like a possessive Alpha.]


[But they are females who happen to have both sets of reproductive organs.] Anja told him bluntly. [And while they are not anywhere as gifted as you Lover, they are impressive. Do you think we want to jump their bones? Is that it?]


[That’s not it and you know that.] Martin told her. [I have been saying for years that the six of you need friends; outside friends that all of you can relate too. It seems Perlyea and now Aduna meet that criteria and I don’t want any of you to lose that because you think I might not approve of them because of what they are packing between their legs. I would hope whether or not I approve doesn’t matter to you guys.]


Anja stared at him for a moment and couldn’t help but laugh gently in their connection at his rather blunt way of saying things. [Whether or not you approve of who we choose to call friend does matter to us Lover. Perlyea and Aduna have connected with us in a way no one else has, yes. They are confident, smart and drop dead gorgeous, but we have each other Lover. When you aren’t around, we have each other to confide in and to keep each other warm.]


Martin nodded his head. [I know.] He told her. [I just want you to know that if it ever came up…]


[Martin…] Anja said.


Martin shook his head quickly. [Just don’t discount it because of what you guys think I might feel about it.] He told her. He reached up and ran his fingers along her cheek watching as her eyes closed in happiness. [I want you; all of you, I want you to be happy Red. If being friends with Perlyea and Aduna, with anyone really, if this allows you to experience things with them that you can’t with me, if that makes you guys happy, then that makes me happy.] 


Anja opened her eyes and looked at him with unabashed love. [You are unlike any man that we have ever known Martin Leonidas.] She told him. [And that is why we love you like we do, and why we will always love you.]

Martin smiled at her and leaned forward to nuzzle her nose and cheek. [And that is a very good thing for me.] He said.


“Alvva?” Zarah’s voice broke into their private moment and they both turned to look at her. (Papa)

Zarah motioned with her head and they followed this motion to see Nalmos scurrying up the side of the ridge with another, younger Lycavorian beside him and Danny and Pablo right on their heels. And they were moving with determination. Nalmos had full blown purpose to his life once more and his physical form showed. His few medical issues had quickly fallen by the wayside, as had all the issues with those who they had already encountered. Anja and her team of doctors and medics saw to that from the outset. Though he was nearing a hundred thousand years of life, Nalmos had regained his youthful vigor it seemed, something the events of the recent years and months had taken from him. Martin watched as he navigated the ridgeline with relative ease and moved up to where Martin and Anja stood. The second Beta Lycavorian seemed slightly out of place and less sure. He had to be one of the refugees for he did not look as healthy as those they had already encountered. Even so he looked in excellent shape if a little under nourished, and very alert mentally.
“Nalmos… I don’t suppose that you know where all these new folks are coming from?” Martin asked as he rose to his full height, Anja with him as Nalmos moved up next to him. “My people say there are almost six thousand total.”

Nalmos nodded his head as he caught his breath. “Martin… this is Junior Justice Denrak of our port city Microu. It is roughly fifty kilometers east of here along the coast.”

Martin nodded his head. “Yep.” He spoke. “That was going to be our next stop once we got Jorlari situated.
Nalmos nodded his head. “Denrak had just begun his first term as Junior Justice when the Svorag attacked. He has been keeping those survivors of Microu alive for months now. I was able to contact him just yesterday and have him bring his people in. They have been moving all night to get here.”
Martin nodded his head and held out his hand to Denrak. “A pleasure to meet you.” He said.

Denrak looked at Martin in shock at his outstretched hand. He appeared to be just about Martin’s age by his scent and still looked quite young, meaning he did not appear a day over twenty-five. “Milord… I cannot! You are… you are an Alpha! And King!” He spoke bowing his head.

Martin rolled his eyes in disgust at this. “I ain’t God Denrak! I’m just like you.” He hissed softly. Nalmos nudged Denrak to comply and the young man finally reached out and took the hand and shook it. Martin smiled and made a show of looking around below them. “Ok… I’m assuming all these other refuges are with you and that that would account for the additional survivors we were talking about when you came up.” He stated. “How many in your group Justice Denrak?”

“Just under three thousand Milord.” Denrak answered quickly and Martin saw he wasn’t going to get him to call him by his name. He was too young and too inexperienced.

“You came cross country?” Martin asked.

“It was not far Milord.” He answered. “We have been staying in the mountains outside Microu anyway.”

Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Why not in the city remains?” He asked. “At least there you can use whatever shelter endured.”

“That is why I brought him up to see you right away Martin.” Nalmos said.

“I’m not following.” Martin said.

“I think there may be another bunker like the ones here in Jorlari.” Nalmos said. “Denrak told me at night, from the mountains, they could hear strange noises and see different lights from parts of the city.”
Denrak nodded his head. “They were like animal noises Milord.” He echoed Nalmos. “I did not want to send any of my people back to investigate. I had few enough of our surviving military as it is to defend the civilians. We would go to the city to scavenge supplies and such but only during long, day light hours where we could see things coming.”

Martin looked at Nalmos. “Another underground bunker?” He asked. “Our sensors should have picked it up Nalmos. We found the others.”

Nalmos nodded his head. “Yes I know, but then I remembered that your Colonel Collins mentioned that your shipboard sensors could be affected by trace ores in the surface terrain or water.”

Martin nodded his head. “Yeah.”

Nalmos moved a little closer. “The coast all along this region of the continent is rich with high concentrations of Rubidium Ore pebbles. I checked with Colonel Collins and she says this is one of the elements that can affect your sensors from orbit.”

“It would not give an accurate scan.” Martin said to no one in particular.

Nalmos shook his head. “Not underground, no.” He answered. “And this Ore is very prominent in and around Microu. Even as crushed dust in the streets and surrounding areas.”

“We got a four member team in that area Marty. We can have them do a quick recon.” Danny spoke up now.

Martin nodded and looked at Pablo. “Tell Jules to give the order Pablo. Not too close though, just in case. And check in every hour on the dot.”

Pablo nodded his head. “Will do Skipper.” He said before turning and jogging off.

Danny stepped up close to Anja and looked at him. “We are stretched real thin until Andro gets here fervon.” He said seeing Denrak’s eyes grow a little wider at his use of the ancient language and his casual interaction with the Alpha who was King of their people.

Martin nodded his head. “I know and it is driving me nuts.” He said. He looked at Denrak. “How many soldiers do you have among your group?”

“Barely two hundred survived the attack on Microu Milord.” Denrak answered. “The officer in charge has been keeping them together quite well. They saved many hundreds of lives in those first days. The Commander, he deserves awards that I cannot give to him. To this day he keeps his men ready to defend the civilians at a moment’s notice. There are another hundred or so among my group that are armed and can fight.”
Martin shook his head. “No, I want only the trained ones.” He said. “Danny, once they get to Jorlari, pull this Commander aside and get him and his men seen by Anja’s medics. Pull from our reserve stores on the ARC ROYAL and let’s put them to work.”

Danny nodded his head. “Done.”

“There is something else Milord.” Denrak said. “I don’t know if it is important or not but…”

Martin looked at him. “Go ahead. Right about now, anything you can tell us is of use. We will discount nothing.”

Denrak looked at Nalmos quickly and then back to Martin. “Once we began traveling here to answer Justice Nalmos’s call, a group of new survivors joined my people in the last two days. About twenty of them. They just wandered into our group from all around as we moved through the timber and tried to blend in. Others have done this in past Milord and we never thought anything of it. Until now.”
“Until now? Why is now so different?” Anja asked now as her own short hairs began to tremble.

Denrak nodded his head. “I know all of my people Milady.” He answered her. That she was an Alpha female and Queen was obvious to Denrak even before he got this close to them and he called her Milady almost by instinct. Despite her diminutive size, her female wolf aura reeked of power. Her unique female scent was saturated with the King’s scent marking them as mates to any wolf with half a brain. Her female aura projected indifference to any male wolf who could smell her, indicating that she was mated and had been for many years. Denrak could taste her Alpha female aura and being a male he could sense right away that she was not an available female. He found himself briefly hoping that the many young Beta males within his group did not attempt to pulse her with their auras. He did not think it would turn out well for them. “We have been together since the beginning, and they are not part of my group. We have had to scavenge for food and shelter for three years now, yet these newcomers, they look healthy and fit. And their clothing is not as it should be after three years of hiding and running in the mountains.”

Anja nodded towards him in acknowledgement. “Very perceptive Justice Denrak.” She told him.

“And they are Betas Denrak?” Martin asked.

The young man nodded his head quickly as he looked back to Martin. “Yes. But none that I have ever seen as I said, and we have been together in the mountains for a very long time Milord. I would know them if they had been citizens of Microu.”

Martin nodded his head then. “I figured as much. They landed on Ventori two days ago.” He told the two men seeing their faces twist into utter amazement. “They tried to sneak onto the planet through what they thought were small gaps in our sensor grid of the Ventori planetary system. Big mistake on their part, they are thinking like Pralors and not wolves, but they don’t know that. We’ve been tracking them since they landed about fifty klicks outside Microu. They left five on their ship, a short range Tasmor transport of all things, something that the Tasmor will be very interested in I’m sure. Fourteen of them moved to just outside where your people were camped in the mountains above Microu. Once Nalmos contacted you and they discovered their opportunity to act, they began to blend into your people as you moved here.”
“You have known about them this whole time?” Denrak asked with a stunned expression.

Martin grinned at him. “Justice Denrak, you will come to discover that there is very little that escapes my notice when it comes to the safety and concern of my people. Like I said, they are thinking like Pralors, not knowing that I am one sneaky tukannupaee.”

Nalmos chuckled at that while Denrak looked at Martin with wide eyes. “I am… I am only a Junior Justice Milord.” He stammered in reply.

“You were a Junior Justice.” Martin corrected him. “I just promoted you. At least until we can get things situated here and we can hold new elections among the survivors. That will be a while since the Tasmor are still organizing ships to bring our people home here. It might take several months.”

Denrak continued to stare at him in open mouthed shock. “Carians!” He exclaimed.

Anja laughed softly at his reaction. “He has that effect on a lot of people.” She told him with a smile.

“Have they tried to do anything?” Danny asked Denrak now.

Denrak shook his head now, not only to clear his thoughts, but to try and get a handle on what was happening. “That’s just it.” He told them quickly. “They only seem to be interested in observing what is happening. They rarely talk to anyone not in their immediate group and they are much more alert than most of the others.”

“They have got to be from the same group Dy ran into.” Dan said without a hint of doubt referring to Dysea by the nickname they had given her all those years ago while they were building Eden City.

Martin nodded his head. “Sure seems like it. But why? Why spy on your own people?”

Anja looked up at Martin beside her. “They were tracking Jezima and Meral when Melda Min bumped into them Lover.” She said. “They were Betas on that ship too and Dysea did tell them where she was going. Maybe they decided to put someone down on the surface to find out about Jezima and Meral.”
Martin looked at Anja for a moment and she saw that same vicious protectiveness for his grandmother and aunt that she saw for her and his other Queens. The kind that did not bode well for those who were trying to hurt those that he loved. Martin didn’t turn away from looking at her but his next words were directed at Danny.

“Fervon, put Colin and Jules on these new folks and tell the team we have following them to drop back some.” Martin spoke firmly. “Watch them from the shadows and when they get back to the ADHOC we’ll take them.”

Danny didn’t hesitate and nodded his head. “Done.”

Martin looked at him this time. “And Dan… have Nayeca put a couple extra bodies on my Grandmother and Aunt. Discretely. I’ll let Archer and Asa know so that they are aware.”

Danny’s face was emotionless as he nodded once more. “I’ll take care of it.” He spoke and turned to head back down the ridge.
Martin looked at Denrak, who appeared quite intimidated by Martin’s very demeanor as an Alpha Wolf and King. “Denrak, what say we get down there and help your people through this last piece of timber?”

Denrak looked stunned. “You… you Milord?” He gasped in shock.

Martin looked indignant and Anja laughed at his expression. “Yeah.” Martin finally answered him. “I do pretty well in the timber you know.”

ADHOC COMPOUND

ROYAL QUARTERS


“…is where we stand.” Aricia finished explaining what their situation was. The one thing that Namiri noticed above all else was that each of them kept looking back to her with gorgeous colored eyes and they appeared to be looking right through her. “This is not something we came to lightly Sadi, but we felt it needed to be tried. We know that you and Ne'Veha and the others might refuse, as is your right. I know Anja, For'mya and I had a hard time reconciling this when we put ourselves in your positions. Androcles might refuse even if you do agree with us, but it is something we felt we needed to ask.”


“Do not think less of us for this approach Sadi.” For'mya added.


It was Ne'Veha who shook her head instantly in response to For'mya’s words. “Never.” She said. “That is not something we could do. Not when we now know all the details.”


“Aricia, will this even work?” Sadi asked as she looked at the data pad in her hand. They had transmitted the details to them via secure COMs so that they could review them while they spoke. 


“Only if it appears Namiri was meant to be with Andro and all of you.” Aricia answered honestly. “We have spoken with Deia and she agrees that if it appears to have happened as it did with all of you, then our people will not question it. If our people do not question it, then Saydia is certain the Tasmor will not.”


Saydia nodded her head. “As strange as it may seem, my people tend to look at other culture’s beliefs in very honorable terms. What Aricia has explained to me about how her son has found all of you, how all of you found him, that is something that would be looked upon by my people as almost religious in nature and they would view this as very favorably for Namiri. Almost as a sign really. Even the Quorum would not question it because of how your people view it.”

Sadi sat back in the chair she was in and exhaled heavily. Aricia noticed this and leaned forward in her chair. “Sadi, speak to us. What are you thinking?”


“Does Andro know about this?” She asked evenly. “He knows about the serious lack of numbers, yes, and Martin not calling for more troops? But this Svorag ship?”

“We don’t know for sure, but knowing how he and his father communicate far more than we are aware of, I would have to say yes.” Aricia answered.


Sadi nodded her head in agreement at that statement. “We don’t know when or how he does it, but we are pretty sure he speaks to Martin every day.”

Aricia nodded. “Anja, For'mya and I agree.” She said.

“And if he knows about it and has not acted on it, then that means he shares Martin’s view point on the issue.” Caliria finished saying what they all were thinking.

Aricia nodded her head as well. “Very true Inamarno.” Aricia spoke calling her by the name all of them had given their blue skinned wife and fellow Princess. “Neither of them will endanger the welfare or future of the Union for any reason. Pulling large amounts of troops when they feel they will be needed back home is not something they will do. They will try and solve the issue here or die trying.”


Sehri looked at Sadi now. “That is why he has had trouble sleeping these last few days Sadi.” She said. “He is trying to develop some sort of plan to act upon to counter this. It has to be.”


Sadi nodded her head. “I think you may be right DuanGai.” She said.


“Martin has had Avi running the numbers here for days Sadi.” For'mya interjected then. “None of the scenarios are promising in the least. So far all of them have all of us being killed or transformed into one of the Svorag.”


“What about the attack on the mother ship?” Carisia asked. “Won’t that help?”


Aricia nodded her head. “It will keep them from being able to resupply the Svorag that they land, but that one ship has almost seven million Svorag on it Carisia. We don’t know how many they will be able to land before we destroy it. If we can destroy it.”


“Do you hesitate because you do not trust the Tasmor?” Saydia asked.


Lu'ria was the one to answer that question and put that issue to rest right away. “Lady Daret, if the Tasmor were not trusted, we would not be having this conversation and discussing what we are discussing.”

Saydia looked at the table sheepishly and shook her head. “Of course.” She spoke looking at Namiri as her daughter squeezed her arm. “That was silly of me to say.”


“It was honest.” Carisia added now. “Namiri Daret… may we call you Namiri…?”


Namiri stared into those Maya blue eyes of the raven haired vampire woman and nodded. “Of course.” She replied instantly. 


“Are you certain you are willing to do this?” Carisia asked her. “Aricia, For'mya and Anja have told you that if we do this, you must act the part. And you must be convincing. We will help you in every way we can, but you must be willing to see and do things that you might not have done before. Things that Tasmor might not normally do.”


Namiri glanced quickly at her mother and then back to Carisia. “I know that I will need to act as the six of you act. As one of his wives and mates.” She answered her. “That I may need to sleep in the same bed as all of you. That…”


Sadi leaned forward next to Carisia’s head. “That’s not what she means Namiri Daret. You have been among our people Namiri.” She said evenly. “You know how we act with each other? How Aricia and Anja and For'mya act with each other?”

Namiri nodded her head. “Yes… I have seen it with Aricia, Anja and For'mya here.”


“You will never be asked to do something that you do not wish to do.” Sadi told her. “Ever. By any of us or Andro. As for the sleeping arrangements, our quarters here on the ship are on a private deck. We can arrange something comfortable for you while we are here, but the planet is far less private and…”


“I will do what is necessary Sadi Leonidas.” Namiri told her evenly. “I believe in the need for this for both our peoples to survive. And I also believe that I will not be forced to do something that I do not want to do, but I know I need to play a role. I can do this. I know I can do this.”


Sadi smiled slightly at her response, sensing the strength and intelligence in this young woman even through the communications. And Sadi had to admit, Namiri Daret was very easy on the eyes to look at. She could feel Sehri and Ne'Veha and the others agreeing with her in that regard just by the ebb of their Etheric resonance. “Yes, we believe you can as well.” She echoed Namiri’s words. She looked at her fellow Crown Princess’s and saw all of them nod their heads together. They were all in agreement as Sadi knew they would be after having all of the facts.


Sadi shifted her jungle green eyes back to Aricia and For'mya. “I think you knew we would see things just as you, For'mya and Anja do once we knew all of the facts Aricia.” She said with a smile. “We are too much alike.”


Aricia nodded her head. “I had a feeling, yes, but we needed to let you hear the details and decide for yourselves.”


Sadi smiled and looked first at Carisia, Lu'ria and Caliria and then Sehri and Ne'Veha on her opposite side. “We are way too much alike you know.” She said turning back to Aricia.


Aricia and For'mya chuckled heartily at this. “Yes, we certainly are.” For'mya answered. “And this drives Martin and Androcles malda.”

Sadi and the others nodded and laughed with Aricia and For'mya. “Yes it does.” Sadi spoke.


“I think perhaps we should get acquainted with Namiri since we have the time.” Caliria told them. “If it is acceptable to her, we would like to speak with her alone.”


“I would like that!” Namiri said with an unusual amount of excitement her mother saw. “I would like that very much.”


Aricia nodded her head as she began to rise. “Certainly. Take as long as you like.”
She looked at Saydia and Anthylea and motioned them up as she turned to look at Namiri. “Saydia why don’t we leave them alone and we can work out the details of how you will present this to the Quorum.”

Saydia nodded her head. “Of course.”

VENTORI 
LIRANA’S INTEL GROUP


Whatever she had been expecting it was not what she was seeing.

Lirana had selected nineteen men and women to accompany her on this mission. All of them experienced fighters with ample experience. Many of them had far more experience and many more years in age than her, but because she was Konlar’s wife and mate, that made her unique. 
 

The sensors on their Pralor transport had allowed them to measure the gaps in the sensor cones of the many ships in orbit above Ventori when they arrived. They had remained hidden with the edges of the third moon’s gaseous rings while conducting their scans and finding the best way down to the surface. There were very few gaps and they had to thread the needle in order to reach the surface undetected, almost getting caught once when a sensor beam swept over them inadvertently. They had finally made it to the surface and intercepted the calls of this Chief Justice Nalmos and their location. It was easy enough to make their way over land to intercept this group coming from Microu, which they did. What they found had stunned all of them since they believed that no survivors existed on Ventori after the Svorag attack. Lorendo had told them that those the Tasmor did not rescue were left to die and the planet was a dead hulk now. He had lied to them yet again and Lirana was beginning to share her beloved husband and mate’s viewpoint of the Pralor Lorendo.

For over a day they listened and moved with this group of survivors from Microu, until finally they came face to face with those they had only heard about in stories as children.

Alpha Wolves. And lots of them. 
Lirana and her group had been dumbstruck to say the least. These Alphas were unlike any of the stories they had heard. Alphas were supposed to be the most powerful and violent of their species. Yet what she had witnessed in the last few hours alone had most certainly changed all that. She saw one Alpha wolf, a hulking man well over six feet tall, one child perched on his shoulders and one in each of his arms as he walked them down the side of the ridge. The children were laughing in his arms, his tanned face bright and happy as he told them obviously funny jokes in order to make them laugh so. She had seen two other Alphas move to where four men were carrying a makeshift carryall between them and they took this burden from the men without question. Lirana saw many Beta wolves mixed in with the Alphas, all of them looking fit and more powerful than any Beta she had ever seen with the exception of her husband and those among her people. Several of the Beta wolves she saw giving instructions to Alphas, which were acted on almost instantly. She saw many other men and women who were not wolf, but Lirana could sense something about them was different. She saw at least four other species among the men and women alone, species that she had never seen or knew existed. What she did take note of right away was the fact that every form of burden that the Beta wolves from Microu carried was taken from them almost immediately when an Alpha or one of the other new people came close. She saw elder women being carried gingerly down the mountain, injured men and women were being swarmed but who she could only assume were medical people of some sort.

Lirana was jarred from her thoughts as she walked when one of the most senior men in Konlar’s command appeared next to her. He was a grizzled old veteran and had been a close friend of their family for decades. He always made it his goal to insure her security whenever he was with her.

“Lirana?” He spoke softly as he fell in beside her.

“Neral… what have you discovered?” Lirana asked as they continued to move along the ridge towards the valley below.

“Whoever they are, they are far more organized than any I have seen in my lifetime.” The seven thousand year old Beta wolf told her.

Lirana glanced at him. “What do you mean?” She asked him.

“Even as they help those around us, they have dozens more in the timber all around us providing security.” Neral told her. “I can smell them, but I cannot see them.”


“Do you feel it as well Neral?” Lirana asked.


He glanced at her quickly. “Yes. The aura of an Alpha wolf that surpasses all those we have seen and felt so far on this planet by a margin I cannot begin to explain.”


Lirana looked around as they continued to move. “I have never felt so many powerful auras in one place like this. So many Alphas… but so many powerful Betas as well.”


“They are extremely well equipped and well-armed.” Neral told her. “They move with the grace and effortlessness of seasoned combat veterans Lirana. Men and women who have faced battle before and been victorious. Lorendo did not tell us this.”


“No he did not.” Lirana said. “And I feel coming here was a mistake.”


“What do you mean girl?” Neral asked. “We have been very careful in our actions.”


Lirana nodded in agreement. “Yes we have.” She told him. “What we did not take into account because we have not been here since the Svorag attack, is how refugees would look. Our garments are not worn and ripped. We are healthy and well fed while the others are not. We stand out in too many small ways for it to be a coincidence Neral.”


Neral nodded his head after a long moment. “Yes, I see your point.” He spoke softly. “What do you suggest?”


Lirana shook her head. “I don’t know to be honest.” She replied. “We wish to see where they are taking the refugees and where the two women we were following have gone but I fear that if we continue further we will be discovered.”


“Do we give the abort signal?” Neral asked her.


Lirana was silent for a moment and then shook her head. “No. We need to discover why Lorendo wanted these women so badly. And the only way to do that is to find them in whatever camp they have put together. We will continue on but tell everyone to be extra cautious in what they do and say to others.”


Neral nodded his head and then slowly moved off. Lirana heard the excited squeal of several children and her head whipped around and her eyes grew wide. The single source of the overwhelming Alpha aura she and the others had been feeling was now only a few hundred feet from her. Martin Leonidas had hauled two children into his arms as they moved down the rocky ridge, another male carrying a third and the children were delighted in this. She saw the petite Persian red haired female, also incredibly powerful and with an Alpha female wolf aura that far surpassed her own, helping the mother of the children, for she appeared several months along in pregnancy once more. 

Something inside her told Lirana that they needed to turn back now, that none of this felt right at all. Almost as if they had already been discovered. That couldn’t be possible she knew, at least not that she was aware of, and her husband and her people needed the intelligence that she could get them. She pushed her fear and doubt to the deep recesses of her mind and then continued walking along with all the others.

ECHO QUADRANT

HADOR

PRALOR DESIGNATION MOON 739


Edrao entered the medium sized bunker and saw Konlar standing by the computer station and the man controlling it. He turned at Edrao’s entrance and watched as the much older Pralor/Lycavorian elder moved to get a large mug of clear, mountain water and then moved over beside him.


“Lirana?” Edrao asked him.


Konlar nodded his head. “They made it into the system and onto the surface with no issues.” Konlar answered with a touch of pride. 

Edrao knew that Konlar worshiped his wife, mate and mother to his children and while there were three thousand years between them in age, for their people age was really not a factor because of their longevity. Lirana had been smitten by the broad chested Konlar almost from the outset and their union had been seen many years before they actually became mates. Lirana was one of the most skilled and tested females among their Pack, and as Konlar’s wife she also was looked up to by many.

“Then my tactic worked?” Edrao asked.

Konlar nodded his head. “There were gaps in their sensor coverage of the system. Our Tasmor contacts say that this King has requested that all Lycavorians from Ventori be returned as soon as possible if that is their wish.”

Edrao looked at him with wide eyes. “He requested it?” He gasped. “He didn’t demand?”

“Apparently not.” Konlar said. “There are rumors from the Tasmor homeworld that there was a confrontation with a Kintaur fleet. This Lycavorian King killed a senior Kintaur officer in from of the fleet’s commander, a Sector General, then had their ship destroyed. The Kintaur fleet quickly departed Ventori space after this. He protected the Tasmor Sovereign Regent, who appears to be on Ventori as well.”

Edrao sipped his water. “You have been busy Konlar my boy.” He said.

Konlar nodded his head. “I don’t trust Lorendo. He is up to something and I will not have us dangling out in the open while he gets away free. We have many contacts within the Tasmor society, and we have always helped each other.”

“An arrangement that appears to be paying dividends now.” Edrao said. “What else?”

“They do not know very much because of the layers of security, but as you know it is not often the Tasmor Sovereign Regent leaves their homeworld.” Konlar spoke. “She is currently on Ventori with two of her daughters, the youngest ones. If the reports are accurate, they are working out some sort of mutual agreement. Part of that is bringing the surviving Lycavorians back to Ventori. The Tasmor fleet has already begun to prep for this, and there are a few Tasmor ships within the system that are transiting back and forth. That is why I had her use our Tasmor transport to land. Less chance they would be questioned if discovered.”

“The Lycavorians do almost all of their mining.” Edrao spoke softly. “Their mines are poison to Tasmor. How will this affect their production I wonder?”

“Our contact was not sure, but they were reasonably certain that the Sovereign Regent wasn’t given much of a choice, but that concessions were made.” Konlar said.
“Concessions?” Edrao spoke. “The Tasmor Sovereign Regent is not known to give concessions easily. That would be an interesting event to witness. What do these Alphas have that the Tasmor could want?”
Konlar motioned to one of the screens surrounding the man who sat in front of them. “Look.” He stated pointing to the screen.

Edrao leaned closer and his eyes grew even wider as he saw the many large warships in the image. He moved closer. “Warships?” He gasped.

Konlar nodded his head. “And lots of them.” He told him. “Lirana’s transmission before they went to the surface spoke of over forty warships of varying size within sensor range of the transport. Very large and very well armed from what she could make out. They didn’t scan any of them but she is reasonably certain they are using a power source based on Pralor technology Edrao. Your concerns about why Lorendo is acting as he is now may have just been answered.”

“Carians, Alpha Lycavorians with Pralor technology!” Edrao gasped.

Konlar nodded his head. “And if they are using it to bargain with the Tasmor, then it makes sense that the refugees from Ventori would begin returning soon if this King called for them. It is in our blood and instincts to follow the most powerful Alpha Edrao. You know this.”

Edrao nodded his head. “Yes.”
“If this Alpha is powerful enough of an influence to alter the Tasmor Sovereign Regent’s point of view…” Konlar said.

Edrao nodded once more. “I know.” He said. “Hopefully Lirana will be able to tell us more. There is no point in speculating until we know more.”

Konlar nodded now. “Agreed.”

“What about the station?” Edrao asked.

Konlar leaned over and altered the view of the monitor they were using by tapping the screen twice. “You were correct.” He stated. “The miniaturized Worker Drone pods that you developed are working perfectly. We were able to fly them right up to the facility and insert them via one of the exterior vent shafts. We are getting pictures of the inside of the facility that we have never seen before.”

“Why does the way you say that make my skin crawl?” Edrao said softly.

“It is as you feared Edrao.” Konlar told him. “Whatever it is they have been working on all these years is not a cure for the Svorag virus. They have been able to access several areas with the drones, keeping them out of sight, but all they have recorded so far are extreme quarantine measures and vacuum sealed doors and hatches. They have only been able to enter a third of the facility. The other areas are sealed with force fields and security measures I have never seen.”
Edrao looked at him. “Konlar… do you realize what this could be?” He asked.

Konlar nodded his head slowly. “And I hope we are wrong.” He said softly.

VENTORI

ADHOC BASE


They were selected very early on in the grueling eighteen month long Durcunusaan training regime. They were singled out for one thing or another, whether it be increased intelligence, reflexes, endurance or simple strength. Once this was completed, their standard Durcunusaan training was altered slightly to make the tasks and training even harder than they normally were, but done so in a way that it was never really noticed. 

They were being tested further and did not know it.
Selection for inclusion into the ranks of the famed Durcunusaan was the single most stringent process anywhere within the Union military. The only possible exception being the Omega Teams, and the Nexus Grid personnel, but in order to be considered for them, you had to have been active military for at least ten years. The Durcunusaan candidates were the youngest and brightest of the many cultures within the Union as a whole and all of them were subjected to the exact same standards of testing. No difference were made for species or gender, this was one of the very first and most important controls that Vengal and Vistr had put into place from the onset of the program. While it was true that the Durcunusaan were mostly made up of Lycavorians, Elves and Vampires, there were nearly a dozen different species from within the Union who were members of the Durcunusaan and all of them had succeeded where so many failed. The failure ratio had improved slightly over the years since their inception, but it was had the highest drop-out level anywhere within the Union military. Perhaps one in five thousand graduated Durcunusaan training, and each class was roughly five hundred when they began. 
Then there was the Hippeis Sedla.

Only three species made up the Hippeis Sedla, and that had not altered since their origins only months after the Durcunusaan were created. By decree, Lycavorians, Elves and Vampires were the only species allowed to hold positions within the Hippeis Sedla, mainly because of the species of their six Queens. Just recently, an addendum to their charter had been added and now two Hadarians were in the final stages of their training as full Hippeis Sedla. Out of over a thousand Hadarians that had applied, only two had been able to survive the training until now. Both were female obviously, but the lone male who had lasted until the just before the last phase, he was now undergoing additional training that would make him one of the most sought after surgeons within the entire Union military and rank him fourth in line to command the entire Union Medical Corp behind Queen Anja, Princess Eliani and Star Colonel Anuk.

The Durcunusaan Hippeis Sedla were a breed apart.
Each was approached after their graduation from normal Durcunusaan training when all the celebrating and ceremonies were over. Each was given one day to make the decision, none of those chosen to be asked had mates or children. All of them were single and in the peak of physical perfection. Those who volunteered after being given the opportunity were then spirited away to a remote Durcunusaan base. No one knew where this base was, but most of those who had graduated the schooling were sure it was not on Apo Prime where the main Durcunusaan training facility was. It was here on this base that they began three years of what would amount to the most grueling, cruel and sometimes humiliating training any of them had ever been subjected too. The training for the Hippeis Sedla was broken into six different phases of six months each. Fail one stage, no matter where it was in the order, and you were terminated from the program, never to be allowed to try again. 
There were three requirements that were inescapable even before the individual was considered for the Hippeis Sedla. They had to be a Tier Six Etheric user, they had to have at minimum a Degree in one field or another, and the last requirement was that they spoke the ancient Lycavorian language fluently.

The First Phase was simple six months of survival and showing that you had what it took physically to endure hardships beyond any that were expected of normal soldiers. Very few candidates finished this stage without the scars to prove their worth.

The Second Phase of the training was six months’ worth of becoming intimate with every known Union military weapons system and becoming experts with all of them. Assault rifles, handguns, heavy weapons, Nehtes, swords and knives. All of them had to be mastered in order to pass this Phase of the course. Fail one weapons system and you failed the phase.

Phase Three was a six month long field operation where you were dropped on a planet and you had to survive alone for that six months, all the while avoiding being captured by the many enemy forces that were looking for you. If you were caught, you were out of the program.

Phase Four was completely academic in nature. A six month stint at the Apo Prime University taking advanced classes in whatever field the candidate had excelled in during school. During this time, the candidate also had to learn an additional language to complement their use of the ancient Lycavorian language.

Phase Five was perhaps the most difficult phase since the individuals were paired with another candidate and they had to learn to work through the differences of their personalities to become a smooth operating team. This is when they learned that they would always be paired with another wherever they were sent and to guard whoever they were supposed to guard. It was during this Phase where many candidates washed out. They were unable to work seamlessly with another individual to the point that everything they did was almost second nature to them both. If they did wash out of this phase, each individual was given a glowing recommendation and a promotion and then placed within the normal Durcunusaan forces, usually leading to leadership positions within a year or so because of the advanced training they had received.

Phase Six is where these teams, usually down to four or five teams of two, brought it altogether and made it work. Phase Six was six months of real world missions that could take them anywhere in the universe and into any situation. Once in Phase Six you were considered an active member of the Hippeis Sedla and were treated as such. Essentially Phase Six was a probationary period that you had to pass in order to be recognized. Only one team had ever failed to complete Phase Six in the twenty years that the Hippeis Sedla had been in existence, and they had been killed standing back to back during the nightmare that was Alba Tau. Their names now resided on the Durcunusaan Wall of Honored Dead at the main facility on Apo Prime and the graduation grounds at Thermopylae.

Vengal had known immediately who he was going to send the moment he received the communication from Martin Leonidas and they now stood just inside the doorway of Jezima and Meral’s quarters on Ventori. Jezima and Meral both had protested loudly when they had arrived and Martin told them who they were. After twenty minutes of ranting at Martin and finally seeing the set of his impassive face they both relented and were introduced to the two individuals who would die to ensure the protection of their charges, even if that meant letting innocents fall to accomplish that goal. 

The Hippeis Sedla were not known for being gentle in anything they did. If it put their charges at risk, or it was a threat to them in any way, that risk and threat was eliminated without remorse or pause. 

The pureblooded female vampire was barely five feet tall and was the picture of exotic and surreal beauty. Her black hair hung well past her shoulders, her normal pale blue eyes bright and ever so alert, and able to change to the cobalt blue of her vampire persona in a blink. The Lycavorian male was six foot three inches tall, with wild brown hair that was tied into a pony tail and stunning teal green eyes. When in wolf form he was close to the size of the Leonidas males and this was due to the purity of his Lycavorian blood and the fact that his ancestors were members of King Resumar’s inner Circle. 

Colonel Archer Elmand’s own great grandfather had fallen the same day as King Resumar, fighting by his side. Colonel Asa Rakish was the daughter of purebloods who had come to the Union with Queen Isabella. Her mother and father were honored members of the City Council of Tuya on Apo Prime and her four brother and three sisters all served the Union in some capacity. Their parents had raised them to be what some would call super patriots, but they had always worn that term with pride. They were an odd pair when you looked at them in a relaxed position, but they had become the most effective team the Hippeis Sedla had ever produced in their twenty plus years of existence. Vengal knew what Jezima and Meral meant to his King and friend and only the very best he could send would suffice. 

Martin Leonidas had approved immensely when he saw who Vengal had sent. 

Jezima looked at them as they sat beside one another at the small counter that separated the small kitchen from the rest of the living area of the portable bungalow. She and Meral had spoken well into the evening hours the night before with them and Jezima found them to be fascinating to the extreme. Meral she knew was having a harder time adjusting to what it meant now that they had discovered Martin and the others and just what their roles would now mean to the billions of Lycavorians who descended from those Sumar, Wayonn and the others had helped to shape. She was coming around Jezima knew, but it would take her a bit longer to get used to it.

Jezima looked at Archer and Asa as they sipped the mugs of coffee as Meral came into the small kitchen behind her.

“So what happens now?” Jezima asked them.

Archer looked at Asa with a confused expression and then back to Jezima. “I don’t think I understand the question Lady Jezima.” He spoke.

“Do you limit what we can do and where we can go?” Meral asked. “That is what my mother is asking.”

Archer looked surprised at the question and glanced once more at Asa. It was she who took on that question. 
“We are not here to impede what you choose to do Lady Meral.” Asa told her. “Only to protect you.”

Meral looked at her. “But protecting us is keeping us from doing what we want to do isn’t it?” Meral asked confused now.

Asa smiled brightly. “Perhaps in times past.” She said. “Not any longer. Not with Archer and I.”

“We were going to see the new Lycavorians that Martin was bringing into the compound today.” Jezima said.

Asa nodded her head. “Then that is what you will do.” She told them. “As I said, we are not here to restrict what you do, only to protect you should the need arise. You must understand, whether Martin or the Queens have told you…”

Jezima looked surprised. “You call him by name?” she asked.

Archer nodded his head. “He insists upon it for all the Durcunusaan.” He said in reply. “As do the Queens. They know many of us by name and both Asa and I have served with them before. It is not something that many of my comrades are comfortable with but my ancestors were part of King Sumar’s Inner Circle and Asa’s parents were with Queen Isabella when they first came to the Union. Neither of us seems to have an issue with it.”  
“There are those who do not feel for the King and Queens what most of our people do.” Asa told them. “They feel they would make better rulers.”

Jezima looked at her. “That always seems to be the case.” She said. “A single individual or group who thinks they are better suited to rule over others and believe they should have the power to do so.”

Asa nodded her head. “Yes it does, no matter the form of government that rules. They would like nothing better than to see the King and Queens disgraced or dead. Too many have targeted those he loves to try and get to him in the past. After Queen For'mya was taken, it was decided by General Vengal that everyone who is a Leonidas or close family member or friend would have Hippeis Sedla protection. In your case, it means far more than you know for you are…”

“Essentially you are the mother to us all.” Archer told her rising to his feet and seeing Jezima’s eyes grow wider. “From you is where our Pralor blood began, you are King Sumar’s mother and sister! We honor all those who settled among our people so many millennia ago, and you will be loved just for who you are.”

“And hated.” Meral said but with no malice in her voice.   

Asa nodded her head slowly. “Perhaps by those who crave power to subjugate and rule, but that is not for you to worry about. That is our job. And we are very good at our job.” She said.

“I don’t like all this attention.” Jezima spoke softly.


Meral stepped up to her and placed her hand on her shoulder. “Mother, we have hidden for so long.” She said after a long pause. “We cannot hide any longer. We must trust in Martin now. He is your son’s descendant, my brother’s descendant. He is our family. They all are. We never doubted Sumar. It is time for us to once more honor who we are. Who he was.”


Jezima looked at her and nodded her head after a long moment. “You are right Meral. Forgive me.” She said.


“There is nothing to forgive Lady Jezima.” Asa told her.


Jezima took a deep breath and nodded her head once more. She looked at Archer and Asa. “Then we will do what we want just as you suggest.”


Archer nodded his head with a smile. “Excellent!”

VENTORI 

ADHOC COMPOUND 

PORTABLE COMMAND BRIEFING CENTER

“…This true?” Vesara Athcer gasped as she lowered the data pad and looked at Saydia sitting at the head of the table, Aricia and For'mya standing just to her left holding hands, while Anthylea stood to her right.


Saydia nodded her head slowly. “Namiri informed me of this only this morning. Needless to say I was quite taken aback.” She told them.


“You expect us to believe this?” Vesara hissed as she leaned forward. 


“I don’t particularly care what you believe Vesara!” Saydia snapped at her. “You and several others on this Quorum still cling to the false ideal that we, as Tasmor, are the dominant species in this universe even after what you have seen here. There are species out among the stars that could squash us like insects and still you won’t let this ridiculous ideal go. We are among one of those species even now, and yet all they wish is friendship and allies so far from their own home. They have but a miniscule fraction of the power they could bring to bear on any enemy with them now and you sit there unwilling to see this. This is happening whether we want it to or not! I was equally as surprised when Namiri informed me of this. She has always been the more introverted of my daughters, you all know this, mainly because of who her father is and the circumstances that put the two of us together. This is not something that I expected her to announce to me, but after what little I have seen, I am not going to question it. I do not understand all of it, and that is why I have asked for Queen Aricia and Queen For'mya to be here, in order to answer these questions. You can question Namiri herself if you choose, but I doubt very much she will tell you anything. When I left her, she was speaking rather animatedly with those she has been able to feel for weeks now. And she was quite happy.” This was not a lie for Saydia had stolen a look back into the COM center as she left and Namiri was indeed speaking with Sadi and the others in a very energetic manner.


“This is only a means for you to wrest control out of the Quorum’s hands!” Vesara barked.


“I am wresting control of nothing!” Saydia snapped. “I am simply informing you of an event that will alter our relations with the Lycavorians.”

It was the Tasmor Defense Minister who put an end to the growing squabble between Saydia and Vesara. “Saydia… you have seen this… this power that they have?” Seran asked leaning forward in her own chair and making her voice rise above Vesara.


Saydia nodded her head slowly. “Briefly, yes. Namiri and Emylea have seen even more of it and what they can do. Tobia tried to explain it to me after she first came to be among us, but I did not listen.” Saydia turned her head and looked at Aricia. “Aricia…?”


Aricia smiled and stepped up beside her at the table. She lifted her left hand and all the Tasmor present at the table jumped in shock as the Etheric knife burst into existence extended from Aricia’s closed fist.


“It is called Etheric power.” Aricia stated. “You must have seen it among the Pralor people even just a little.”


It was Seran who nodded her head quickly. “Yes… yes, but never so blatant and in such physical terms!” She gasped.


Aricia nodded her own head. “It is common among the Pralors and my people, Etheric abilities as a whole, but to be able to do this…” She lifted her hand and showed them the Etheric knife once more. “This requires a certain gene to be present in our bodies. For some of us, like myself, it allows us to do things others cannot. For others like For'mya, it is passed to them in a dormant state through a bite from one of my people that turns them. For'mya and Anja were not always wolves as I was and…”


Aricia went on speaking for nearly an hour, with For'mya adding things at different times to compliment what she was saying. Even to Saydia, though she had heard some of it, it was truly amazing to get a more detailed explanation. Aricia and For'mya Leonidas were very well spoken and extremely intelligent and this was quickly noted by the women on the Tasmor Quorum. They were also incredibly patient as they fielded questions that seemed silly, but that they answered nonetheless and with no arrogance in their tone in the least.

“…Do not consider ourselves better than another species simply because of our advanced technology.” Aricia was finishing. “We were just as you are now once; on the cusp of great discoveries that would lead us into the stars and beyond. We can help you to discover them, help you develop them, but we will not simply give it to you.”


“So you will not give us better weapons and technology to improve our ships?” Vesara asked rather indignantly.


Aricia met her gaze. “Simply give it to you? No.” Aricia answered her calmly. “Giving you technology that you are not ready for would be counterproductive.”


“Who are you to say we are not ready for this technology?” Vesara demanded.


“Your demeanor right now suggests that you are not.” Aricia told her. “Your scent speaks of arrogance and dominance. Several of you here at this table radiate this same scent. It is easy enough for us to detect it in your scent so denying it would be pointless I’m afraid. It is part of our nature as wolves. Working with your people to help you discover this technology would be much more beneficial in the long run.”

Seran leaned forward in her chair, holding up her hand to stop Vesara’s retort to the common sense answer. Seran had been convinced the moment they landed on this planet that Saydia had been correct. She was far more interested in seeing the Tasmor grow as a species than dominance of any form. If what was happening between Namiri Daret and the son of this Queen was an indication of the future, the days ahead would be so much brighter. “Excuse me Queen Aricia… unlike my Quorum colleague Minister Vesara, I am more interested in seeing our people thrive going into the future.” Seran ignored Vesara’s angry look and gazed directly at Aricia and For'mya. “What… what exactly does this mean?”


Aricia took a deep breath. “It means that Namiri Daret will become a Crown Princess of the Lycavorian Union. She will become my son’s wife and mate.” She told them. “You must understand, this has happened with each of my son’s wives and mates. As they came together, they grew in power enough to detect others who would share their lives. Sadi, Carisia and Ne'Veha were the first, but then came Lu'ria and Caliria and then Sehri. They felt each one of them within themselves as they came together. Just as they now feel Namiri. And she feels them.”


“But Tasmor… our people… our species, we do not have this power that you and the Pralors have.” Another Quorum member spoke up now. “How could it be?” 



For'mya nodded her head. “There is much even our own people do not yet understand about Etheric abilities. Sadi, Androcles’ Anome, she believes that because Namiri is not yet sensitive to Etheric abilities, they were unable to sense her until all of them were finally together.”


Vesara leaned forward once more. “Namiri Daret will have a say in your government?” She asked openly. Several Tasmor Quorum members rolled their eyes in disgust Aricia and For'mya both saw. It appeared all of them knew what Vesara desired most of all. Power and influence.


Aricia nodded her head. “She will have the ability to influence or support something, and because she will bear our family name, it will carry quite a bit of weight, but ultimately the final decisions will be made by Martin, myself and my fellow Queens, in complete conjunction with the Union Senate and Prime Minister.”


“So your… your King does not have the final say in political matters?” Vesara pressed.


“Martin is King of the Lycavorian Union, the Union military falls under his full authority, and he does have a major influence and vote in domestic and other political matters, as do we all, but no, neither he nor us are the final word on an item or agenda that will affect all of our people.” Aricia answered her, which was not entirely true. “We are not a true monarchy in the definition of the word.”


“And what would this mean for the Tasmor?” Seran asked.


“Namiri would be a member of our family.” For'mya answered. “This alone would tie the Tasmor to the Union as no treaty ever could. It would mean open trade between the Union and Tasmor, mutual agreements of defense and cooperation, the sharing of training regimes and the ability for the Tasmor to travel to the Union freely once trade routes and travel corridors are established.”


“And the Kintaur?” Seran asked.


Aricia smiled slightly. “Given what has already occurred here on Ventori and the Kintaur people’s enslavement of our people, they would become our enemies just as they are yours. As they already are.” She told them all seeing their eyes go slightly wider. “Our husband and mate has little tolerance for those who enslave others, and our son Androcles has even less.”


“What about mutual defense treaties?” Another Quorum member asked now. “Would your ships assist us if the need arose?”


“We would be allies.” For'mya answered. “As Aricia has already said, your enemies would become our enemies. Joint training and missions are things that can be determined and worked out in the future, yes. To answer your question directly, yes.”


“We would need to inspect him?” Vesara blurted out.


Aricia blinked as Saydia’s eyes went wide. “Vesara that is out of line!” She declared.


“It is our right!” Vesara proclaimed. “We have inspected all of those who have shared your bed! We will be the final say in this! Not you and not your daughter!”


“So you would dismiss what this could mean for an archaic ritual that is hundreds of years old?” Saydia demanded.

“Yes!” Vesara spat. “I will not approve this… this Union without it!”


“How dare you!” Saydia snarled now coming to her feet.


Aricia looked at Saydia. “I don’t understand.” She spoke. “What does she mean?”


Seran rose to her feet now reaching for Saydia’s arm even as Anthylea did as well in order to keep her calm. “It is an ancient Tasmor ritual Queen Aricia. Those chosen to share the beds of any member of the Sovereign’s family. The Quorum reserves the right to inspect them to insure they will be suitable… suitable reproductive material for the Tasmor.”


Aricia looked taken aback and she looked at For'mya quickly. She turned back to Seran. “You wish to physically inspect our son?” She asked.


“He will present himself to this Quorum for inspection. Questions will be asked of him and we will decide if he is a quality specimen for breeding with a Tasmor daughter of the Regent’s blood.” Vesara snapped. “That is our law.”


“Androcles Leonidas is a Crown Prince of his people!” Saydia snapped loudly. “He is not Tasmor and therefore not subject to that law! For you to demand this is preposterous!”


“It is even more important because he is not Tasmor!” Vesara quipped right back. Vesara looked around the table. “I believe I have the support of the majority on this issue!”


Saydia noticed that all but Seran nodded their heads in acknowledgement of Vesara’s words and this made her even angrier. Aricia and For'mya detected the spike in her scent because of her anger and Aricia moved up beside her.

“I will make the arrangements.” Aricia blurted out.


“This must take place before he arrives here.” Vesara continued. “Before he sees Namiri Daret in person! There can be no delay!”


Aricia looked at For'mya. “Kinosaurgai?” She asked.


“We can use the HELIX Corvette assigned to ARC ROYAL.” She answered almost instantly. “We have their coordinates and course, we can have them hold position and jump to them in perhaps twenty hours.”


Aricia nodded her head. “Then I suggest all of you rest for the remainder of the day. We will leave in the morning.”


“Aricia…?” Saydia began but Aricia shook her head.

“No, we will honor your traditions just as we ask that you honor ours.” Aricia spoke. “It is only fair.”


Vesara nodded her head arrogantly. “As well you should.” She snapped and then spun around and walked out of the building. The other Tasmor Quorum members rose and followed her out with the exception of Seran, who moved closer to Saydia Daret.


“I swear to all the gods in the stars I am going to see that woman fall!” Saydia snarled angrily.


Saydia turned to fully face Aricia once the room was empty but it was Seran who spoke first. “What is going on Saydia?” She asked causing her to turn and look at her. “We have been friends for over fifty years and I know you. What is going on?”


“Seran…” Saydia began.


“No!” Seran interrupted her. “I alone have thoroughly read the many reports submitted by Drenia and Anthylea. I know that these Svorag monsters are as large a threat to our people as to everyone else in this Quadrant. You obviously have a plan worked out with the Queens here. I know your daughter Saydia, Namiri is as stubborn as Emylea and she would not…”


Saydia looked at Aricia. “I don’t believe Namiri is the issue any longer.” She said. “Is she?” She asked.


Aricia shook her head quickly. “This is not something we anticipated.” She replied. “We did not know about this custom of yours.”


Anthylea stepped closer now. “Your son… he will not look fondly upon this I take it?” She asked.


For'mya moved up closer to Aricia and their hands came together and their fingers interlaced. “That would be an understatement.” For'mya spoke now. 


Aricia looked at Saydia. “The last person who attempted to do something similar to this with our son, he was a member of what we call the School of the Mages.”

“Do we dare ask what happened?” Anthylea asked.


Aricia looked at her. “The man spent four months in a body cast and another six months recovering from his other wounds.”


“Your son beat him?!” Seran gasped in shock.


For'mya shook her head quickly. “No! Well… not really.”


“What do you mean?” Saydia asked.


“Andro only hit him three times.” Aricia answered.

UNION ADHOC BASE

NEW DESIGNATION FOB DISCOVERY

It was a testament to Union engineering skills really. 


Miranda Lorian, ranking military officer in the Quadrant behind only the King and General Simpson, had re-designated the ADHOC command base as Forward Operating Base Discovery. Even in the few short weeks they had been here it had grown far larger than anyone really thought it would. 


FOB Discovery now stretched nearly two miles long and half a mile wide alongside the clear waters of the lake shore. Using the lake as a major defensive wall, the base expanded outward. Hundreds of the portable buildings were now set up within the perimeter of the base to house the refugees and the Union troops that were on the ground. Two fully staffed Medical facilities, four massive Mess Lounges and a number of other buildings that housed equipment and power generating materials. The lakefront perimeter was used as a beach for swimming and relaxing, though you had to ignore the four foot deep trench line that had been dug around the entire perimeter and then reinforced with the six foot high, one foot thick Dragon Armor wall. It had become standard for a field operating base of this size to utilize the malleable Dragon Armor to help defend it. With so many uses for the incredible metal, it was only natural for it to be used in base defense. Light and nearly indestructible, elven engineers had devised an ingenious interlocking system that allowed the eight foot sections of wall to be anchored together and then sunk into the ground to make it nearly impossible to knock over. When it was finished, the perimeter wall was between six and eight feet tall encircling the whole base, making FOB Discovery the most heavily defended position on Ventori at the moment. Sensors of all kinds had been laid across the terrain all around the base, to include many in the water of the lake. Defensive positions were many, each of them with heavy weapons charged and ready to use. While not as heavily fortified as the base on Manne, FOB Discovery had become the center of Union Operations on this planet and would remain so for the foreseeable future. While they were not many Union troops left on board the ships above, many engineers and techs had volunteered to pull shifts on the perimeter as well as run patrols. Even so, it made many of the standard Union Spartans operate on a higher alert level to compensate until more troops arrived with Prince Androcles and his forces. They had not expected to find this on Ventori and were unprepared for all of the survivors, but as they did so well, Lycavorian Spartans adapted to their changing environment. STRIKERS and MENKLA transports were coming and going from the airfield on the far end of the base nearly every hour rotating personnel, lifting off with patrols or bringing the more severely sick or injured refugees up to the advanced medical facilities on the ARC ROYAL.


This is what had Lirana’s attention as they approached Discovery. Never had she seen anything like it in all her years. She saw a multitude of species that she had never seen before in her life, though predominantly it appeared as if the base and personnel were mainly Lycavorians and the long eared individuals. Neral had moved up to walk alongside her as they got closer to the base and he too was awestruck by what they were seeing. Many of their people had moved closer to them as they got closer to the entrance of Discovery, which was very well defended by heavily armed men and women. Two heavy weapons positions were posted just at the entrance but were not threatening in any manner. They were occupied by several stern faced Lycavorians who appeared to be exceptionally alert. 


Had Lirana and Neral been better versed in military tactics they may have detected it, however they were dealing with Lycavorian Spartans, men and women far better trained then they would ever know. When the single word erupted above the voices of the refugees they were unprepared for the devastating quickness and precision.


“EXECUTE!”    




Before the sound of the single word had finished echoing in the air, Lirana saw a strange shimmering of movement directly in front of her and her eyes went wide as the body of two young women and a large reptilian looking individual appeared right in front of her. Lirana never saw the leg sweep that Zarah executed with perfect precision and she felt her body lift into the air effortlessly as she lost control of her motion. She did not see Neral beginning to fall backwards in the same fashion, but because of his larger size Radem and stepped into a ridge hand blow right behind Lucia’s leg sweep and did not pull any power from the blow. A Beta wolf he may have been, Neral was still a powerful man, and Radem was taking no chances. Even as Neral fell back, the soft popping sound of PSGs deactivating surrounded the entire area, and Union troops rushed forward to disarm and push the men and women on Lirana’s team to the ground while covering them with firearms and bladed weapons.


Lirana landed hard on the ground beneath her, but kept her wits about her enough to attempt to roll and rise to her feet. She got nowhere as Zarah spun completely around until she was facing Lirana once more and straddling her body. Her Shakur fighting knife glimmered in the morning light and Lirana froze as she felt the blade come to rest against the soft skin of her throat. Never had she seen anyone move so fast, and her dark eyes looked at Zarah Leonidas above her with stunned shock.


“Move one centimeter and I will open your throat to the air around you and you will die right here!” Zarah snarled at her, the cobalt blue eyes of her vampire side very easy to discern and her much thicker and stronger wolf teeth exposed completely.


“Hi there!” The deep voice bellowed and Lirana watched the man she had seen earlier move into her view as she lay pinned to the hard ground. He stepped up behind the young woman and leaned over her shoulder. “Beautiful work daughter.” Martin praised her as he kissed her head gently. “Absolutely brilliant.”


Zarah beamed at the praise from her father, but she kept her eyes on Lirana.


“Jules! Colin!” Martin called out as he looked up and down the line of refugees. Julie, Colin and Pablo each had a body pinned beneath their weapons, while a full squad had others surrounded and disarmed. Many of the refugees had scrambled away in the confusion and sat huddled on the ground as they witnessed the Lycavorian Alpha Wolf King they all had heard about.

“Secure!” Julie called out, her K12 KM jammed into the neck of the man beneath her legs.


“We’re good Skipper!” Colin echoed his vampire lover’s words, his P190A5 stuck under the chin of another man.   

 


Martin saw Pablo and the others nod to him from where they were standing and then Martin looked back to Lirana as Helen came up beside him clutching the K14 KM in her smaller hand.

“What is your name?” Martin asked her.


Lirana cut her eyes to Zarah and then back to him but remained silent. She grit her teeth and shook her head slightly. Her eyes grew wide when she saw the older Alpha female kneel beside her head and look at her. Her aura was staggering to say the least, nowhere near as powerful as the Persian haired female she had seen earlier, but definitely more powerful than her or any female she had ever felt before.


Helen gazed at the attractive young female, smelling the fear coming from her and the others. She kept her face at ease and slowly returned her K14 to the holster on her thigh. All of them had taken to carrying weapons because of what had happened in the past and where they were.


“My name is Helen child.” She spoke very calmly and with a soothing voice that stunned Lirana. “I am the Feravomir of the Lycavorian people.” She saw Lirana’s eyes go wide at this and she smiled slightly. “You know what that means? Good. You have only one chance now child, for you and your people have been caught spying on us. Those of us from the Lycavorian Union, where we are all from, we don’t deal with spies in very kind ways. You have entered the domain of the King of the Lycavorian Union, Martin Leonidas. Given recent events, we are not a very forgiving people right now.” 

Helen reached out and placed the back of her hand to Lirana’s cheek.


“We are however, your people.” Helen spoke. “We have secured those with you and we have taken your ship. We have been watching you since you entered this system.” Helen saw her eyes grow even wider. “That was very foolish trying to sneak into the system in what you thought were breaks in our sensor grids. We are not the Pralor people young lady, even though much of our equipment and ships is based on their technology, and we do not use their tactics.”


Lirana’s head turned slightly when she saw the second male figure move up beside the huge figure of the Alpha King. Her eyes narrowed when she realized that while the man was an Alpha wolf, he was also Pralor by his scent.


Wayonn looked at Martin. [Their ship is ours. A standard Tasmor transport with a few Pralor modifications. Emylea Daret confirmed this.]


[They try to fight?] Martin asked him.


Wayonn shook his head. [They surrendered without incident.]

Martin nodded his head and looked at Helen for she had heard their exchange. [Good.] Martin spoke softly. [I sure as hell don’t want to start killing the people we came all this way to save.] 



[Perhaps we should show them that Martin.] Helen spoke.



Martin held her gaze for half a second and then nodded his head. He moved quickly, startling Lirana and her eyes grew wide in fear when he reached for her.

“Leave her alone!” Neral screamed from where he lay on the ground. “Do what you will to me but do not harm her!”


Martin ignored him and grasped Lirana’s arms as Zarah moved out of the way. To her surprise his touch was not forceful in any way and he pulled Lirana to her feet in front of him with hardly any effort in the least. Lirana’s head came only to his chest and she had to look up into dark brown eyes that seemed to bore into her very soul. Lirana could detect not only the sweet, honey like scent of the Persian haired female she had seen earlier upon him, but five other very feminine scents were buried deeply within his blood and on his person. Three of them were more pungent than the others, but she knew that was only because those three had been with him recently. These six different female scents were burned into his essence just as hers was burned into Konlar’s blood and resonance. They were all his mates and from his scent she could tell that the devotion to each of them was unquestioned. 

Martin held her arms in front of her and met her wide eyes. “We can do this one of two ways.” Martin told her as he released her arms. Lirana was no fool however and she knew the young woman beside her would strike her down well before she attempted anything. “You are spying on my people. My family. I am going to assume you are from the same group that met my wife and mate Dysea, the tall, platinum blond with incredibly tasty ears.”

“The one with pointed ears!” Lirana blurted out before she thought about it and Martin smiled at her.  

“Yep! That would be her.” Martin said. “You were following two Pralor women then. I want to know why. You came here to Ventori for a reason. I want to know why. You did not come here to try and attack anyone because you have limited weapons, but you came for a reason. Tell me that reason. You are Lycavorian, my people, and my kind regardless of what caste you belong to. You will not be injured and you will be treated with the utmost respect and honor.”

“If… if I answer your questions.” Lirana stammered.

Martin nodded his head. “Yes.”

“And if I do not?” Lirana asked.

“Trust me that is not really an option.” Martin told her seeing the set of her jaw. “If you do not, then I will execute each one of you, discover where you came from with your ship’s computer and I will get my answers from whoever is there. And I’ll start with him.”

Lirana was shocked at the speed with which he moved and then K12 KM appeared in his fist in a single blink of her eyes. She saw the large weapon level at Neral beside her and then the tongue of flame and deafening boom as the weapon fired. She screamed as Neral was blasted back away from her, landing several feet away with the left side of his chest rapidly soaking with blood.
