CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE
VENTORI

FORWARD OPERATING BASE DISCOVERY

The portable CIC building conference room was partially filled once more, the wide transparent wall allowing them to look into the heart of the Union operations on Ventori. It was not something Lirana had ever seen before in her life, Konlar and others having a much smaller and less sophisticated base with nowhere near the level of technology and equipment. 
Lirana had only heard stories as a child about the Alphas of their people and how they had disappeared over the course of several centuries after Lycavorians had settled Ventori. No historian had a really good idea of what happened to them, only speculation and rumor. Alpha wolves were the most intelligent and most powerful of their species and Lirana was very nearly overwhelmed at the utter strength of the many wolf auras she had felt since coming into this camp. Hundreds of Alpha males and females dotted the camp, as well as very powerful Beta wolves of both genders. Beta wolves that certainly dwarfed what she had ever felt among her own people with the exception of her husband and mate Konlar. Lirana also knew that Alpha wolves were the most violent and unpredictable of their species and when the Alpha King shot Neral with no hesitation or remorse, this knowledge was slammed home in a fashion she was unaccustomed to. 
Screaming in horror she had wrenched free of his grasp and ran to where Neral lay on the ground bleeding heavily. As she pulled Neral’s limp body into her arms, she began to tell them everything while in the same breath begging them to save him. She didn’t see the slight nod from the King but she watched the red haired female move quickly out of the crowd and settle next to Neral. Lirana watched through amazed but tear stained eyes as Duewa easily dropped her hands to his chest, the white glow of her healing power flaring into view and she drew out the projectile and quickly healed the damage done to him by the 12.7 mm round while the King squatted by his feet.


Lirana glared at Martin in rage as he squatted next to her and Neral, a look that obviously had no effect on him in the least. She remembered his words to her then.


“That was only a demonstration.” He had told her. “I can and I will order your executions if you do not answer my questions, and I won’t lose a wink of sleep over it. I won’t want to do this but make no mistake. I will. It is my responsibility as King to protect my people and I will do just that, no matter what. You and your friends are Beta wolves and I have no desire to hurt any of you, but so far all you have done is sneak around and try to blend in like an enemy would do. I’m trying to repair and rebuild what was once here, but I can’t do that when there are others of my own kind operating against me and threatening members of my family.”


“We have threatened no one!” Lirana snarled at him.


“You were following two Pralor women on Honelze.” Martin told her. “One of them is my grandmother by blood. The other is my aunt by blood. My family.” Lirana’s eyes had grown wide at this information as she stared at him.


“You are… you are an Alpha Lycavorian!” She exclaimed. “How could they…?”

“That is a rather long and boring story.” Martin answered her. “What is your name?”


Lirana had stared at him for a long moment unsure of what to do or say. His presence alone frightened her terribly, especially after what he had just done, but his aura right then was radiating a soothing calm unlike anything she had ever felt. “Lirana.” She answered him finally. “My name is Lirana.”


“This is the situation Lirana.” Martin told her. “I want to know why you are here. I want to know why you were following my family. I want to know how you got a Tasmor ship and that Pralor frigate your mate was commanding…”


Lirana looked at him with wide eyes. “How… how did you…”


Martin smiled at her, a rather disarming smile considering that he could probably kill her before she knew she was dead. “You have four children don’t you?” Martin asked her. “I can smell each of them on you, and your husband and mate. He is a strong and proud Beta and I’d like to meet him in the future. We can do this civilly Lirana, we can sit and talk, or I can have each of your people interrogated. It would not be pleasant for them or for you and I’d rather not have to resort to such measures.”


“Do I have a choice?” Lirana asked him with some indignation.


Martin shook his head. “Not really. You and your people are here gathering intelligence for someone else. Technically you are spies and I don’t treat spies very well. I’d much rather we talk as Lycavorians and wolves.”


“My… my people?” She gasped.


“They will be placed in a separate building but they will be fed and treated with respect and honor.” Martin told her. 


“Prisoners?” Lirana said.


Martin met her eyes. “Only if that is what you choose to be.” He told her. He looked at Duewa. “Dee?” He asked.


Duewa nodded her head. “Let me get him to the clinic to make sure he doesn’t have any adverse reactions to my healing power and then I will have Thoti bring him to the CIC.”


Martin nodded his head. “Good enough.” He turned back to Lirana. “It is your choice Lirana.”


That decision was easy for Lirana and now nearly an hour later she was sitting in what they called the CIC Briefing Room with a steaming mug of delicious, dark liquid in her hands and several different types of bread and rolls on the table in front of her. The bread had smelled delicious but she was still very wary of what was happening all around her. She didn’t realize that Martin and Helen could detect this easily and both of them tore off precut slices of the thick bread and began to eat them. The impulse was too great and her mouth was watering and Lirana soon did the same thing and was eating the almost wickedly divine tasting bread in great chunks because it was so good. 


Lirana recognized the Tasmor Sovereign Regent sitting at the table, her First Colonel beside her, but she did not recognize Tobia aside from the fact she was a Pralor. The huge black skinned Alpha stood at the end of the table by the King and while their lips were not moving, it almost seemed as if they were talking to one another somehow, as their expressions and such changed from time to time. The attractive woman who had told her she was the Feravomir of the Lycavorian people sat beside her and while she looked young and in excellent health, Lirana could smell that she was well over four thousand years old. The woman had asked her a few questions about her family trying to draw her into a casual conversation and while Lirana was vague in her answers, they had not pressed her. They had yet to ask her any real questions and she didn’t know why until the door opened and she saw the tall Alpha leading Neral into the room with the Persian haired Queen behind them holding hands with two other females. Both of these females were also Alpha females with incredibly powerful female auras. 
Lirana rose to her feet as Neral rushed to her and embraced her tightly at the end of the table. He looked at her, holding her at arm’s length as if inspecting her. 

“Are you hurt?” He asked.

          Lirana shook her head quickly. “No.” She answered. She looked at his chest and moved her hand to where he had been shot. “You were the one who was shot.” She said finally.


Neral nodded his head and covered her hand with his. “It is completely healed.” He told her. “As if it did not even happen.”


“I saw her…” Lirana began. “It was amazing Neral… her hands were glowing and…”


“Her name was Duewa and she is Hadarian.” Helen spoke now as she got to her feet and moved closer to them, both of them turning to look at her. “They are founding members of our Union and are they Healers.” Helen looked at him with a warm smile. “Lirana here has told me your name is Neral?”


Neral nodded his head warily as he glanced at Lirana and then back to Helen. “Yes.” He said in reply. “I heard you… you said you are the Feravomir of our people?”

Helen nodded her head. “Yes.”


“We… we read of the Oracles in our history scrolls.” Neral spoke. “You do not… you do not fit that description.”


Helen smiled now. “Were they all wearing body covering robes that fell to the floor and looked to weigh a hundred pounds?”


Neral’s eyes grew a little wider. “Yes!”


“Don’t believe everything you read.” She told him. Helen took his arm in her hands. “We are not your enemy Neral.” She said softly.


“You… your King shot me!” Neral quipped.


Helen nodded her head. “You are anse lucky he did not kill all of you outright.” She told him sternly which caused him to look at the floor. “He may be King but he is also an Alpha wolf who is very protective of his family and those he loves. Ever since we arrived in this far quadrant of space, people or creatures have been trying to kill us. We do not take kindly to that as I am sure you understand.” She squeezed his arm now. “Honesty is your weapon now. Prove to him and to us you are not our enemy and you have nothing to worry about.”

“Helen?” Martin’s voice echoed in the room from the other end of the table.

She looked at him and nodded ushering Neral to the chair beside Lirana. “Sit down with Lirana Neral.” She told him. “You have nothing to fear from us if you are honest. I give you my word as Feravomir that this is true.”

Neral nodded his head slowly and moved to the chair beside Lirana and settled into it slowly. He looked up at where Martin stood near the other end of the table and saw the three Alpha females all take chairs around him. The raven haired female behind him and the red haired female directly in front of him, while the blond female with pointed ears sat in front of her. All of them radiated power in their auras that like Lirana, he had never felt before. 

Martin turned his head when the door to the CIC opened once more and he saw Jezima and Meral enter with Archer and Asa right behind them. Neral watched with surprised eyes as he went over to them and embraced them both in long, emotional hugs, kissing each of their cheeks.

Jezima relished in his embrace, feeling his power and strength not just physically but within the Etheric realm as well. She shivered in delight, for his essence and resonance spoke of her son in every way. She met his eyes and saw him staring at her adoringly. “We heard that you discovered those that were following Meral and I. We wanted to…”
Meral squeezed his arm now. “We wanted to know why.” She told him.

Martin nodded his head. “Of course.” He told them. “Grab a chair.”

Jezima and Meral looked to where Aricia and the others were and they were quickly drawn in to the embrace of Martin’s Queens and chairs were brought over to make room for them. Martin reached for Archer’s arm and they clasped forearms tightly before he leaned over and touched his forehead to Asa’s. 

[They understand?] He asked both of them.

Archer and Asa nodded together as they erected additional Etheric shields around their conversation naturally. [We explained it to them.] Asa answered.

Martin nodded his head. [Good.] He said. [You have no other priority. Just them.]
Archer nodded his head. [We understand Martin.] He replied. [We will not fail you.]
[I know you won’t.] Martin answered. He turned back around and looked at Lirana and Neral who were staring at him. He stepped back to the table and moved up behind where Aricia sat, placing one hand on her shoulder and one hand on Anja’s shoulder. 

“Let’s begin with where you got your hands on a Tasmor ship and how you acquired a Pralor Frigate and the know how to fly it. The Lycavorians here on Ventori were barely into the Space Age yet you obviously know how to control these ships.” Martin spoke to both of them now. “And know that lying to me about anything will only make things really bad for you.”

Lirana glanced at Neral and saw him nod his head. She turned back to Martin. “I can… I can only tell you what our history has been since we left Ventori.”

Martin nodded his head. “How is it that you left Ventori to begin with?”

“My mate’s father was approached by a Pralor.” Lirana spoke now. “He offered him a deal that would see several hundred of our people taken from Ventori and provided everything we ever dreamed for in exchange for working for him.”

“A Pralor?” Tobia asked now. “Are you certain?”

Lirana nodded her head. “He is a ronnus who hates us and treats us as if we are beneath him and…”

Martin chuckled softly stopping her words and shook his head. “That definitely sounds like someone we know so well.” He said almost casually before his eyes grew a little wider and he looked at Lirana. “Wait a minute, do you know his name? He is a fat little fuck with pudgy cheeks and a funky twitch in his eyebrows?”

Lirana nodded her head quickly, her own eyes wide. “Yes! He still to this day gives us our directions in what he wants us to do.” 

Martin looked at Wayonn. “Lorendo.” He said.

Wayonn nodded his head as Lirana’s eyes grew wider in shock. “It has to be. And it would certainly explain quite a bit.”

“You know him?” Neral gasped now looking at them from his chair. “How… how is that possible?”

Martin pulled a chair from the wall closest to him and he moved it over beside Helen before lowering himself into it. “Tell me.” He told Lirana. “Tell me everything.”

“”It began almost twenty thousand years ago and we…”

SPARTA'S WRATH

72 HOURS FROM EDGE OF ECHO QUADRANT

HOLDING POSITION UNTIL RENDEZVOUS WITH THE QUEENS


Whether it was the excitement from the past few days and weeks, the discovery of Laren and Ladur and the tattoos they all now wore, or simply because he desired his wives and mates as he always did, whatever the reason the six Crown Princesses of the Lycavorian Union had enjoyed an utterly debauched last ten hours that none of them would forget for a very long time. Or at least until he did it to them again. 
Their lovemaking had always been intense and boundless, but in the weeks since he had dispatched Dante Moran, Androcles had been a different person in many ways. He was more humorous and not as serious outside of their bed, and he was far more playful and even more attentive in their bed. This night she and Ne'Veha had been the receivers of most of his carnal attentions to their ethereal delight, but Carisia, Caliria, Sehri and Lu'ria were by no means left out. Their cries of heavenly passion had filled their quarters each time Andro had taken them and he had taken them each twice, driving them insane with his touch and aura. Sadi had to admit that there was something simply divine about having seven sets of lips and seven tongues all exploring at once. It made for some very delicious pleasure.

Ne'Veha and her fellow Crown Princesses were now collapsed on the huge circular bed in their quarters, their limbs entwined together as they clung to each other completely spent and exhausted. Androcles on the other hand was still aroused and energized and he had taken her into the living area of their quarters and proceeded to have his way with her. Sadi could not have been a more willing participant and her soft gasps of delight and urging filled the room until finally they found themselves on the large couch just as they were. 
Sadi’s naked flesh was plastered to Andro's powerful body, his twelve and a quarter inch manhood buried within her velvety depths and causing her to shudder continuously as her climax built once more to a crescendo. His fingers danced across the flesh of her sides and back, sending electric jolts of rampant desire cascading through her non-stop. She was moving her hips atop him, simply grinding their loins together in circular motions and relishing in the shivers of pleasure that skirted outwards from her center. Her large breasts were pressed against the skin of his chest, her nipples enormously hard and responding to the sensations of his male aura flowing all around her. Sadi could feel every throbbing millimeter of his length within her, feeling his length begin to throb faster and hotter. She felt his hands come to rest on her firm ass and hold her tight and even as waves of her orgasm began to spill outwards, Sadi felt his body stiffen, his manhood become like steel inside her and then he was groaning aloud as his searing hot seed began to fill her as only he could. Sadi whimpered in orgasmic delight as her own release followed his an instant later and she clutched at his shoulders, pulling his head to her breasts as her head lolled back, her jungle green eyes open wide and her dual wolf fangs fully extended. There were times when he could pummel her tirelessly and she wailed in unabashed delight the whole time, and then there were moments when he simply made staggering love to her barely moving a muscle. This was one of those times, and as always it was the most intense of their orgasms because of the slowness and love that they felt for each other. It is was what set Androcles apart in all of their eyes, and he never failed to show them that they belonged to him body and soul, and that he belonged to them in every way imaginable.

Sadi held a dreamy smile on her face as she felt the last of his explosions within her ebb and she pulled his head from her breasts and lowered her face to his. She nuzzled his cheek furiously, her lips parted in enchantment and she teased his earlobe with her tongue for a long moment before pulling her face back and looking into his gorgeous azure blue eyes. They were staring at her with ethereal brightness and it made Sadi shudder in happiness as she gazed into those beautiful orbs.

“Carians pen enyla forn sarad inion Androcles Leonidas.” She stammered still slightly out of breath.
Andro smiled at her and she saw his eyes twinkle in the light. “I love you more.” He told her softly. “All of you.”

Sadi smiled and drew her fingers across his cheek and through his goatee lovingly. “Why didn’t you tell us that you knew what vexed your father aur enyla.” 

Andro blinked several times at her sudden question, his hands tightening on her firm ass and he pulled her closer to him as he straightened himself more on the couch. She did have a way of jumping from topic to topic at times, her mind always running circles, and that is one of the reasons why he loved her so. He shrugged his broad shoulders after a moment. “He did not have all the pieces in his head to make an informed decision.” Andro answered her. “We did not want to worry anyone until we knew for certain what we were up against.”

“And not pulling more troops from home?” Sadi asked him.

“He feels that Tenna Deia and Tarifa will need them.” Andro spoke softly. “To pull more troops out here would have gotten out eventually. The Netnews vermin would have reported it and our enemies back home may have acted on that information.”

“Kavalians?” Sadi asked.

Andro nodded his head. “They are one possible enemy that still could hurt us at home, yes. My father was thinking more internally than anything else I believe.”

“Internally?” Sadi questioned.


Andro stared at her beautiful face for a long moment and nodded once more. “I don’t know everything he is thinking but he believes there may be an internal organization that may cause Tenna Deia issues before the election.”


“Going up against your aunt would be very foolish for most anyone doing so.” Sadi said with a smile.


Andro grinned. “On this I would agree.”

“You put up far less of a protest against this plan of your mother’s than any of us thought you would.” Sadi told him softly, leaning over to caress his cheek with her own, relishing in the sensations it caused within her.

“It is kind of hard to protest when…”
Sadi laughed and put a finger to his lips stopping his words. “You dare not say that!” She said. “Do not blame this on Enylarcopri because you are so talented in that way! She could not help herself. None of us could.”

Andro reached up and stroked her cheek with a smile, running a finger across her lips as he did so. The way he smiled at her made Sadi shiver in delight for his features grew so much more handsome when he smiled. “For my mother’s to have even thought of doing something like this…” Andro answered. “…They had to have determined that father was not telling them everything. Or they wanted to relieve whatever stress they could from him. They know father and I will do anything to insure the survival of the Union and our people, no matter what it is. This is a means to an end KertaGai. Nothing more. I know that.”
“Then why would your father not pursue it?” Sadi asked him.

Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “He told me that he feels Emylea Daret will become part of our family very soon in the future. He does not know how but he has always been able to sense these sort of things.”

Sadi thought back briefly to that night on the island when Martin Leonidas had told her almost that very thing. She nodded her head slowly. “Your father is very unique in that way.” She said.

“He did not want the Tasmor to think he was asking them for this because of Emylea.” Andro said. “He did not think it completely through as my mother’s did, nor did he think to use the Tasmor laws in the manner they are using them. My father sees the Tasmor as we once were when my grandfather led them after the Black Day and during our time as slaves. He likes them KertaGai. And he does not like anyone quickly. These Tasmor have affected him in a way most do not. He likes their pride and their honor and does not care that most of their race is female or that they have females who act as our males do.”

Sadi chuckled at that and nodded her head slowly. “I think your father enjoys meeting new species regardless of what he says openly.” She told him.

Andro grinned. “I think you are right.” He agreed with her. “He says that my mothers have found fast and honored friends among the Tasmor. More so than at any time in their lives. He wants to insure that this continues and grows.”

“Namiri seems very similar.” Sadi told him. “She is very smart and proud of her people. We spoke with her for almost four hours Andro and we all found her captivating.”

“Do you think she can pull this off KertaGai?” Andro asked. “She will need to fool her people more than ours. My siblings we will never be able to fool, but everyone else must buy into this ruse if it is to work.”
Sadi nodded her head. “With our help, yes.” She answered confidently. “Even DuanGai seemed eager to do this. We all know what is at stake here my love, and we can do this.” Sadi tilted her head slightly. “Can you?”

Andro nodded his head slowly. Sadi knew that he had been against it when they first approached him. He was so much like his father when it came to hating politics and anything having to do with politic maneuvering like this. They explained to him their reasoning as well as the reasoning of his mothers and why they were suggesting it. It took them several hours but he finally caved to their rational thinking as Sadi knew he would. 
“Yes.” He told her.

Sadi took his face in her hands. “You will need to act with her just as you do with us in public my love. In every way. I know that does not sit well with you because you think it is a betrayal of us. It is not, for we will be doing the same thing. We made a promise to each other that our people came first my love. We all did. This is something we need to do for our people. And Namiri does it for her people.”
“I know.” Andro told her with a nod.

“Then stop thinking and be yourself.” Sadi told him.

“Do you know why my mothers wanted us to stop and wait for them?” Andro asked.

Sadi shook her head. “No. The request came as a surprise for me as well.” She answered. “Especially after speaking with them not so long ago.”
“Well, we will just have to wait and see.” He spoke.  
Sadi felt him shift on the couch and then his hands closed firmly around her ass. “What are you doing?” She asked with a smile.

“I’m going to carry my KertaGai to our bed and lay her among our wives and mates so that we can get some much needed sleep.” Andro said.
Sadi pressed her face to his neck as he stood up easily with her in his arms and she sighed deeply. “That sounds wonderful.” She spoke softly.

Andro smiled and made his way into their bedroom, seeing that Ne'Veha and the others were awake and looking at them. He didn’t hesitate and climbed onto the bed while Ne'Veha and Carisia made room for them. Each of them crowded around Andro and Sadi as they settled to the bed, Andro’s arms reaching back and pulling Ne'Veha and Carisia close while Lu'ria, Sehri and Caliria pressed tightly to them. Soon it was very difficult to see where one of them began and the others started, which is exactly how they all liked it. Sleep came easily to them and within moments all of them were once more sleeping soundly in the arms of those they all loved.
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“…Any way to be certain?” Konlar asked his technician who sat at the computer console in front of him.
The female Lycavorian shook her head. “Control on any one drone is limited to say the least. Having one of them trying to access a computer station would never work.”

“You are recording all of this correct?” Edrao asked her.

“Oh yes.” She replied. “There is no way for one of the drones to penetrate the secured areas without setting off some alarm. Everything is vacuum sealed, with motion and bio-metric sensors everywhere.”

“So trying to get into the secured areas to find out what they are doing will not happen?” Konlar spoke.

“Without an access card of some kind, or the correct bio-metric reading from a senior staff member of researcher, no.” She told him. “We can’t duplicate an access card, we don’t have the equipment. And unless there are things I don’t know about, you can’t duplicate a bio-metric signal either.”

“We can send the videos to my people on Artaaya.” Edrao spoke. “They will know what this place is. And what they are doing. I will take them.”
Konlar looked at him. “What of my people on that station?” He asked.

Edrao put his hand on his shoulder. “Let us wait until we find out what it is.” He said. “Have you heard from Lirana?”

Konlar shook his head. “No.” He replied. “She was supposed to send the signal when they arrived at the Base Camp but nothing yet.”

Edrao nodded his head. “She is very skilled Konlar. Have faith in her.”

Konlar nodded his head. “I do.” He stated without doubt. “I just… I worry for her.”

“You chose well my friend.” Edrao told him and Konlar chuckled.

“I did nothing. She chose me.” He answered. “And to this day I do not know why. There were many handsome young wolves for her to seek the attentions of. Why did she pick me, old beast that I am?” Konlar looked at him. “Lirana and my children are my life now. I will do anything to protect them.”
Edrao grinned. “I know.” He replied. “And Lirana knows that and she loves you more and more each day. What about that fool Lorendo’s request?”
Konlar shook his head. “The ship that he sent us the specs to… they are not any good. We’d never be able to get them off a ship that size. We will need to do this when they get to Ventori or to Honelze. Depending on where they go.”

Edrao nodded his head. “The team we left on Honelze?”

“Still hidden and awaiting instructions.” Konlar replied. “Their last report indicated that the female Alpha with the pointy ears has returned and they seem to be going about and reinforcing the settlement’s defenses.”

Edrao looked at him. “Its defenses?” He asked softly. “That is odd.”

“I thought so as well.” Konlar told him. “It is a large settlement yes, but it has never been a strategic one. At least not to my knowledge.”

“Perhaps there are things that we do not know.” Edrao said thoughtfully.

Konlar looked at him intently. “Edrao… do you believe that there is any way Lorendo is responsible in some way for what happened on Ventori?”

Edrao met his eyes. “Why?”

“They are still our people Edrao.” Konlar said. “Those monsters… they almost destroyed my entire species!”
Edrao shook his head. “No my friend. Not all of them it seems. If these new Alphas are here now, perhaps they know…”

“Sir!” The excited voice interrupted Edrao’s words and both men turned to look at the technician who handled their COM array. “We are receiving an incoming transmission! It’s on a secure channel like I have never seen before! Origin unknown!”


Konlar and Edrao rushed over to the station. “Unknown!” Konlar demanded. “It is not Lorendo! He is the only one who has our transmit codes!”

The man shook his head. “This is not Lorendo. The level of encryption is far more than he has ever used! It’s almost… I want to say it is a QCR burst but I have never seen one of those so I can’t be sure.”


“QCR?” Edrao spoke. “The only species capable of such a thing are Pralors. How would they know that we are…?”


The small command center was suddenly bathed in an eerie soft white glow and all of them turned as the small transmission cone opened near the side wall of the facility.


“Whatever it is, it’s has penetrated our ciphers and jamming nodes as if they aren’t even there!” The COM officer declared. “It is…”


There was a small flare of the white glow and then they were looking at the face and body of a tall, and very powerfully built man. A Lycavorian Konlar and Edrao knew instantly, and an Alpha wolf without a doubt. The transmission cone shimmered for several seconds and then it cleared to the point that it appeared as if he was standing in the room with them. The man was silent for several moments as the transmission cleared and then they took note of the black shoulder length hair and the deep, dark brown eyes. His skin was deeply tanned and they all saw the scar that started on his forehead and passed over his right eye and onto his cheek. It had to have come from a blade tip Konlar knew and that meant close in fighting. And if the blade had gotten that close and he still stood there, it could only mean that this man was not to be trifled with.


Konlar and Edrao stared at the transmission in stunned silence as did everyone in the room. Nothing like this had ever happened before in their history and none of them knew what to expect.


“Hi there!” The man spoke evenly. “My name is Martin Leonidas and I do believe we need to talk.” He held out his hand and Konlar’s eyes went wide in horror when he saw Lirana take that hand and move into the cone of the transmission.


“Lirana!” Konlar almost yelled. He glared at Martin in the transmission. “If you… if you harm her I will hunt you down and kill you slowly!” Konlar yelled at the transmission as his eyes changed and his fangs extended.


“Konlar my love…” Lirana spoke quickly now. “I am fine! We are fine!” She said urgently. 


“Lirana!” Edrao gasped now.


“This is… Konlar this is King Martin Leonidas.” Lirana spoke calmly. “This is… this is the King of the Lycavorian people my beloved husband and mate!”


“Lirana where is Neral?” Konlar stammered. “Your team… are they…”


He saw Lirana look up at the Alpha wolf beside her and he said something to which she nodded her head. Those dark brown eyes focused on him once more. “We need to keep this transmission short on the off chance that fat ronnus Lorendo or his cronies might detect it. Your wife and mate is here on Ventori, but you already knew that didn’t you?”


“If you hurt her I will…” Konlar began to speak again.


“Husband no!” Lirana exclaimed.


“That’s the second time you have threatened me.” The Alpha Martin Leonidas spoke. “Don’t let there be a third Konlar.”

“Konlar listen to him!” Lirana spoke again.

“Your wife and mate and all of your people are here with us. They are safe and are being treated with the utmost honor and respect. They are guests after all.” Martin spoke once more. “We have been talking, Lirana and Neral with me and my people. We have discovered some very interesting information these last few hours.”

“What do you want?” Edrao asked the question now.

Martin turned his eyes on Edrao. “I am not talking to you sir, I am talking to him, so sit down and shut the nubou up!” Martin told him sternly his eyes changing and his dual fangs extending instantly. Konlar’s eyes grew wide when he saw the vicious dual fangs, never having seen anything like it in his life. Konlar held out his hand and put it on Edrao’s forearm at the Alpha’s use of the ancient language, but he kept his eyes on the Alpha. Lirana stood too close to the Alpha to suit him but she did not appear in distress and he was not acting possessive of her in any way for this he would detect right away from his younger wife and mate.

“I ask that you do not hurt my people.” Konlar began. “They are only there doing what I ordered them to do. They…”

The Alpha appeared confused and he shook his head. “Hurt them?” Martin interrupted his words. “I have no intention of hurting your mate or your people. They are my people as well.”

“I will give you whatever you want for their safe return.” Konlar told him. 

Martin shook his head. “You misunderstand the purpose of this transmission Konlar.” He spoke evenly. “I don’t want anything for their return. They are in no danger and they are under the protection of my family.”
Konlar blinked several times. “I don’t… I don’t understand.”

Martin nodded his head. “That is why I would like for you to get on board your Pralor Frigate and come here.” Martin said. “Tell no one where you are going and for sure don’t let that slobbering fool Lorendo know what you are up to. We have some things to discuss and I would prefer to do it in person.”

“What?” Konlar gasped.

Martin nodded. “You may bring whoever you like and you can come armed if you wish. I will have people as well however. We have mutual interests Konlar and one very bad and very smart mutual enemy.”

“Enemy?” Konlar asked hesitantly.

“You don’t honestly believe that you could have abducted Murano and my son’s wife and mate do you?” Martin asked him.

Konlar glanced at Lirana quickly and back to Martin. “Mate?” He stammered.

Martin nodded his head. “Lorendo has tasked you with killing the brother of the Pralor Chief Elder and taking his daughter.” He spoke. “What he failed to tell you is that the Chief Elder’s brother is a Pralor Praetorian and that is not something you would have been able to do. He also failed to tell you that Delnash’s daughter is actually his brother Murano’s daughter and she is now the wife and mate to my son Deion.” Martin grinned when he saw Konlar’s eyes grow wide in disbelief. 
“Lorendo doesn’t actually know that yet, so if you could keep that to yourself that would be cool.” Martin spoke almost happily. “He was sending you in blind Konlar. Now, the two most important things that he forgot to tell you are that Murano and Mari are with my oldest son Androcles, his siblings and roughly five hundred warships and upwards of a hundred thousand of my son’s troops. He also forgot to mention that you would not have gotten within a thousand meters of Murano or Mari without either one of my children detecting you or one of those thousands of different troops. He was sending you on a suicide mission Konlar. He knew it too. He’s a self-serving tukannupaee who doesn’t care who he hurts in order to get his way. ”
Konlar looked at a wide eyed Edrao and then back to Martin with an equally shocked expression. 

“Yeah, I figured he didn’t tell you that.” Martin said shaking his head. “Come here to Ventori Konlar. I didn’t come all the way across the galaxy to kill my own people. I came out here looking for them. Come to Ventori so that we can talk. You will find I am not the man I’m sure Lorendo told you I am.”

“And if I do not?” Konlar spoke.
Martin shrugged his broad shoulders. “That is your choice, but that will also mean you will not see your wife and mate for some time. Your people will remain here with us for their protection. And it will also not stop me from blowing that evil, god forsaken station in orbit above you to tiny fucking pieces.”

“Konlar!” Lirana spoke now. “My love please. I am not under duress. I speak to you as your wife and mate and the man I love with all that I am. Come here. Please.”

“You are an Alpha!” Konlar snapped. “I have your word no harm will come to her or my people?”

Martin nodded his head without hesitation. “On that you have my word.” He told him. “Though I can’t guarantee that they won’t become addicted to our food.” He said with a smile as his eyes and fangs changed back to normal. “Your wife and mate has been eating me out of house and home of our bread.”

Konlar saw Lirana blush almost immediately and he knew instantly that she was in no danger. Her reaction to the Alpha’s comment was a shy smile and he had seen her make this same expression on many occasions.

“I can be to your location in eighteen hours.” Konlar spoke.

Martin nodded his head immediately. “Eighteen hours it is.” He said moving closer to the transmission and appearing to move closer to Konlar in the room. “I will protect your people as I would protect my own. There is far more going on here than you know Konlar and I would much rather we be allies than enemies. For the sake of our people’s future. All of our people.”

VENTORI

DISCOVERY BASE

Answers.

To say that the answers to so many questions came the longer Lirana and Neral spoke would have been the understatement of the millennia. For Martin Leonidas, they were answers to questions he had asked for many more years than he could remember. Thirty minutes after Lirana had begun speaking he had called Arzoal to hear what Lirana was saying. After a brief period where Lirana and Neral had scrambled back in utter fear at the size of the monster that appeared in front of them when the outer wall lowered to allow Arzoal to participate, Lirana began to speak again. Thirty minutes after that, Martin had initiated a priority QCR COM link with Delnash on Artaaya and then he too was involved in what they were hearing. They let Lirana and Neral continue for another two hours before both of them stopped and looked around the room at everyone who had remained silent up until now.
“By the Ancients within the Rift of Time…” Delnash finally muttered to himself as he sat back in the chair he was sitting in on Artaaya. He was in his office and Two seven had insured the room was secure.

Martin had been pacing the room behind Aricia, Anja and For'mya for the last thirty minutes as Lirana spoke and he stopped now and nodded his head. He looked at Lirana and Neral both.
“You are certain of everything you have told us?” Martin asked them.

Lirana nodded her head quickly. “Yes. Edrao has maintained detailed records of every single communications this man Lorendo has made since Konlar’s father lead our people. He does not know of course, for he forbid us to do such a thing. He did not know about Edrao and the other Pralor people who joined our pack in the beginning. Edrao made sure of this.”
“He was the one in the transmission with your mate?” Aricia asked.

Lirana nodded her head. “Yes. I noticed his expression when you said what you did to him. He will not be happy.”

“He will get over it.” Wayonn spoke before Martin answered. “This Edrao has files on everything?”

“Only he or Konlar can access them, but yes.” Lirana answered.

“Even concerning my ship child?” Arzoal asked from where she rested on the ground.

Lirana nodded quickly. The huge dragon had asked several questions as she was speaking and her voice was so soothing and warm that it put Lirana at ease almost immediately. That a creature of such size and power had such a beautiful voice amazed her. “Yes. We do not know exactly what he used the ship for prior to meeting Konlar’s father here on Ventori but Edrao is certain he had the ships for several hundred years at least before coming to find us.”

Arzoal’s massive head turned to look at Martin, but he was already gazing at her. Of all those in the room only Martin, his Queens and Helen knew the complete story and the results of that ship not returning to Elear when it had been programmed to. Arzoal’s actions when the ship did not return had set in motion of chain of events that had cost thousands of dragons their lives. She no longer carried that shame, Helen, Martin and Androcles insuring they saw to that. She had done what she needed to do in order for her species to survive.

“Probably using it to set up his little empire.” Danny spoke now. “No record of Arzoal’s ship still existed. It had been reported lost. No one would be looking for it and no one would question a Pralor ship out here when they first arrived.”

“True enough.” Martin echoed his words.

“Lycavorians are extremely adaptable and can endure far more than most species.” Helen said. “He knew those on Ventori existed so that means he had records going back from when the Pralors used us as a seed Species. He knew they were here.”
“And from what I understand Lorendo was one of the main supporters of settling on Artaaya.” Tobia spoke.

“Yes.” Delnash nodded his head.

“It also means he may have records dating back to before the Pralor Empire fell.” Aricia said now. “Records that could be used now. History Scrolls, anything.” 

“He was part of the Science Convocation.” Tobia added nodding her head. “He would have had access to such things.”

“Lirana, how long has that facility been in orbit on Hador?” Martin asked.

“As long as I have been alive.” Lirana answered.

“It was finished when I was a boy King Leonidas.” Neral added now looking at him. “I am almost nine thousand years old. I remember my own father working in orbit with thousands of others to build it.”

“So he had someplace else he was working on the Svorag virus before having the station built.” Martin said. “They began appearing almost twenty thousand years ago according to Murano and others. He was working out of somewhere else then.”

“How many of your people did he take from Ventori?” Helen asked.

“At first we thought it was just those from Konlar’s pack.” Lirana answered. “We did not discover until later that he took thousands of our people.”

Neral nodded his head. “Single packs were spread out across the planet.” He said calmly. Neral had deduced very quickly, just as Lirana had, that these Lycavorian Alphas were unlike anything that they had read about as children growing up. Their auras radiated power and so much confidence, yet not once were they looked down upon in any way. Even the King treated Lirana with the utmost respect and he had even apologized for shooting him. A sincere apology that Neral had never expected. These actions endeared these alphas to him in a way that insured his honesty and hope going forward. “Before we began building the cities, many packs chose to remain solitary and alone King Leonidas. He could have done this easily. It was Konlar’s father Joreg who united all of us once we were relocated to Hador. That is where our schooling began for the Pralor equipment.”
Martin looked at him. “I think we can dispense with the King rensibfla while we are all together.” Martin told him. “It seems kind of out of place don’t you think?”

Neral looked at him for a long moment, a smile spreading across his face. “Yes I suppose it does,” he said. 

“Lirana do you know how many people are on this station in orbit?” Martin asked.

“Edrao estimates several thousand at least.” Lirana answered. 

“We still need the original location of where he began the work on the Svorag virus. And if it is still active.” Martin said. “Would the station have this information?”

Neral met his eyes. “It is possible.” He answered. “We are not allowed access to the inner station. Only the cargo bays in order to offload supplies and food for those working there. Over the years many of our people did not return and they were never seen from again.”

“He kept them to use as test subjects no doubt.” Anja spoke again. “That might explain what happen to the Alphas that were among the Lycavorians on Ventori when they first arrived here.”

Martin looked at her. “Red?”

Anja turned in her chair to look at him. “Think about it Lover.” She said. “The Svorag that jumped onto our ship on Twelve Alpha. It was a turned female Pralor. A turned Alpha female Martin.”
Martin’s eyes grew a little wider. “You didn’t say anything about that.” He gasped.

Anja shook her head. “I didn’t think it mattered up until right now.” She told him.

“Anja, Lorendo didn’t start dealing with the Lycavorians on Ventori until roughly twenty thousand years ago.” Helen spoke now. “Nalmos and now Lirana say the Alphas disappeared long before that.”

Anja looked at her and nodded. “That is true, but Lorendo created this virus. And it infected a turned Pralor Alpha female. That tells me he knows where the Alphas from Ventori are at the very least. And he has dealt with them. If not the Alphas from Ventori then some other Alpha Pack. How else would they have come in contact with the Svorag virus? And they need to be relatively close. Within this quadrant somewhere at least.”

“Could he have turned them all Anja?” Martin asked her with some awe in his voice.

Anja met his eyes. “I don’t know Lover.” She answered. “The Svorag we had on our ship was a turned Pralor and she was turned by an Alpha. She had to have been part of whatever team had interaction with them long enough for an Alpha to take her as his mate and turn her. That implies that Lorendo knows where another colony of Lycavorians exist. Quite possibly the Alphas that supposedly disappeared from Ventori.”

“Carians this man is like a cockroach.” For'mya muttered to no one in particular. “He infects everything he touches.”

It was Delnash who leaned forward now. “He pulled Arzoal’s ship off its pre-programed course costing how many dragon lives! He used it to transport these Beta wolves off Ventori, interfering in their natural course of evolution! Then he used them as uninterrupted slave labor to do his bidding so that his hands could remain clean!” Delnash was wound up and all of them could see it. Even Tobia had never seen him so angry in all her years of knowing him. “I will see him taken into custody and punished like no other Pralor in the history of our people! I will…!”
“No!” Anja declared loudly as everyone turned to look at her.

“Anja he needs to be…” For'mya began to speak as she turned to look at her with wide eyes.

“He needs to answer for his crimes I know!” Anja declared. “All of them, in the worst possible way, but if we act too soon we will never know what else he has done!” Anja spoke. “What other species he has interacted with or used as test subjects! We need to find out!”

“Red…” Martin spoke putting his hand on her shoulder.

Anja turned her head to look at him. “Lover this is too important!” Anja protested. “We can’t just…”

“I agree with you.” Martin told her meeting her eyes.

Anja’s jade green orbs grew a little wider. “You do?” She asked stunned.

Martin nodded his head. “Yes.” He spoke.
“Martin we need to act now!” Delnash protested.

“Anja is right.” Martin said firmly. “This ronnus made the Svorag virus! He has infected thousands of Pralors, Lycavorians and Tasmor alike! Thanks to Lirana here we know where the main orbital facility is, but how many other creature labs does he have out there? How many other species that we have not seen has he interacted with, or used as test subjects just like Anja says! So we squash out the Svorag here, and that is a big if, but if we do, what happens ten years down the road when more pop up! Or a hundred years! I will not risk everything we can rebuild here, everything that we can build together now on the hope that we discover everything! No… when the time is right, when we have reviewed these files that Lirana’s mate has, then we will act. Then we will take him.”
“He will not tell us anything willingly fervon.” Danny added. “You know that.”

“Oh, he will talk.” Martin assured them.

“How do you know this?” Delnash demanded.

Helen met Martin’s eyes from across the room where she now stood beside her Bonded Sister. “Because he is going to use drugs.” Helen spoke. “And he is going to give Lorendo to the Drow for questioning aren’t you?”

Martin met her eyes. “Yes.”

Helen nodded her head without hesitation. “I approve.”

“Who are… who are these Drow?” Delnash asked.

“The dark skinned elves!” Perlyea exclaimed from the side. “Like Daniel Simpson’s woman. With the white hair!”

“They will get the answers for us?” Delnash asked now. “These Drow?”

It was Wayonn who nodded his head now. “Oh yes. They will get the answers we seek.”

“How do you know this for sure?” Saydia spoke for the first time. “If what this young woman has said is true, he is responsible for the deaths of my people. They will demand justice be served Martin.”

“It will be served.” Martin snarled softly. “It will be served.” He looked at her. “Do you trust me Saydia Daret?”
Saydia was surprised by the question but all she had to do was look at where Perlyea and Aduna stood on the side of the room; all she had to do was look at where Anja and Tobia sat. All she had to do was think about what they had discovered as a people in the last week alone between the Tasmor and the Lycavorians. The values and ideals that they shared.

Saydia returned her gaze to Martin. “Yes.” She answered confidently.

Martin looked at Arzoal. “Lorendo will pay Arzoal. I give you my word he will pay for everything he has done. I promise he will answer for everything Delnash. We need to be smart about this however. There is too much at stake.”

Arzoal bowed her massive head slightly to Martin. “You are one of four Talon Guardians of our species Martin Leonidas.” She told him. “You and your son I trust without question or reluctance. Your word is your bond to us. You and your son. You have never broken your promise and nor has Androcles and if you say he will face your justice than I can be patient.”

Martin nodded his head to her and looked at Delnash in the transmission. “Chief Elder Delnash?”

“You ask much of me Martin.” Delnash spoke. “If what Lirana has told us is true, and I for one have no reason to doubt her word, not after what we already suspected, he is responsible for attempted genocide and so many more crimes that I cannot begin to imagine.”

“You’ll get no argument from me there sir.” Martin spoke.

Delnash took a deep breath and slowly nodded his head. “Swear to me Martin.” Delnash spoke looking at him. “Swear to me that he will not be the cause of another purge of my people. Your people.”
Martin took a breath. “I…”

“Swear to us my grandson.” Jezima’s voice rose in the room now and Martin turned to see her rise from her chair. “Swear to your Aunt and I as you swear to the Chief Elder, swear that you will not allow him to do what my son did. Swear to me that you will do what must be done as your grandfather did. As my son did, no matter how much it weighs on your heart and no matter what you have to do.”

Martin held her gaze for a long moment and he felt Aricia reach up and take his hand to squeeze it. He glanced down at her beautiful face and saw her nod her head. He cut his eyes to both Anja and For'mya and saw them mimic her action and he lifted his head back up to look at Jezima, Meral now standing and holding her mother’s arm tightly in support and confidence.
“I swear to all of you in this room now, on the lives of my children, Lorendo will face justice for what we know he has done.” Martin spoke the words slowly. “And it will be neither swift nor painless. On that you have my oath as King, as a Praetorian and as a Spartan.”

Wayonn nodded his head as he felt his wolf blood stir and he stepped closer to the table. “Then we will speak of it no more.” He said. “We need to focus on our tasks ahead now. This information will change how we will do things and we definitely need to put a plan together before Androcles arrives.”

“Because he has the troops?” Delnash asked from within the transmission.
Wayonn shook his head. “No. Because when he arrives here and discovers what Lorendo has been doing and what he has done to dragons, even Martin will be hard pressed to hold him in check.”

“This is true.” Arzoal echoed. “Now that we know what the cause of his affinity for my kind and theirs for him stems from, he will wish to act. And this is not something we want to happen. Not yet.”

“Why?” Saydia asked.

Martin looked at her. “Because for what he has done, my son will light fire to the stars until Lorendo is dead. And not just dead, but in lots of little pieces dead.”

“Is this not the ultimate goal?” Saydia pressed.

Aricia looked at her. “You will see for yourself when you meet him Saydia, but our son Androcles is unique in many ways.” She explained. “He loves his family without doubt or remorse and he…”

“If you are a friend to us, to our family, to our people, then Andro will go out of his way to help you in any way he can, including fighting beside you.” Martin told her. “If you happen to be on the wrong end of that emotion…” Martin lifted his hand and waggled it back and forth. “Not so much.”
“Meaning?” Perlyea asked now.

“Meaning that if you think I am an ugly, scary bastard…” Martin smiled now. “Get on the wrong side of my son Androcles and his siblings and the definition of frightening takes on a whole new level of meaning.”

“Do they even make a word for that?” Danny asked him with a small grin.

Wayonn nodded his head. “Jorbhe.” He said. “Jorbhe.”

VENTORI
0330 HOURS
Discovery Base was quiet.
Very few men and women moved around at night except for the ever present security that now covered the entire sprawling base. Thankfully it was dark enough near the lake’s edge for Martin to sit and contemplate many things. He wore only his fatigue pants and boots, his upper body bare to the night sky and cool breeze. His dark eyes searched the stars above guidance. So many things were happening at once and on nights like these Martin would find a spot to be alone and work things out in his head. The stars soothed him in a way that the warm bodies of his wives and mates could not. Torma was with him in his mind, but he rested beside his beloved Isheeni in the large open air shelter where all of the dragons stayed. Martin smelled them long before they made their way to where he was, perhaps taking a meandering path to his location in order for him to focus his thoughts better.

He looked up to his left when Helen settled to the ground beside him and Arzoal just on her opposite side. She moved her powerful body with grace and precision considering her massive size but as with all dragons in an unknown area, she kept her talons bunched under her body in case she had to move quickly. Martin smiled as Helen sat beside him and held out the mug of Aricia’s coffee she had in one hand while sipping the mug she held in the other. Since she had stopped using her Etheric power to disguise her features as that of a much older woman, her true beauty had begun to shine through more and more. She was barely four thousand years old and in Lycavorian terms she could still be considered a child, though no one in their right mind would ever call her that.
“We thought this might help.” Helen told him finally.

Martin smiled and nodded his head as he sipped the steaming mug of coffee. “And it does.” He told her.

They sat in silence for a long time simply staring at the stars, Spartan Praetorian and Mage, positions that neither of them had ever envisioned they would hold not so very long ago. Helen knew he would speak when he was ready and she simply enjoyed the feel of his aura and confidence within the Etheric realm as she always did. There was something so very different about this man, something that could not be explained in simple words. To this very day it was impossible to illuminate or to even comprehend what it was that drove so many to him to do his bidding. Trillions of men and women alike, from so many different species, they would die for him with but a single uttered word. They would die for him because they knew that he would stand with them to the bitter end no matter the result. Only deeds and actions could inspire such fanatical loyalty from so many Helen knew, and though he hated it to the extreme, Helen knew Martin was aware of this. He followed his father’s words with everything that he did. Fight with your head, but lead with your heart. It was this same, almost simple mentality that he instilled in his children every single day as they grew and this action garnered even more loyalty to him. To his family. She knew those who served with Androcles practically worshiped him. They would follow him to the gates of whatever hell awaited them and they would do so willingly for they believed in him as they believed in his father. This ability, though they knew not how it came to be, it came from Martin Leonidas. It came from within him, radiated from him naturally and Helen knew that there were times when Martin feared it. He had grown so much since the day she had first met him in Sparta, and there was much growing still yet to come she knew.

“So what do we do?” Helen asked him finally as she brought her own mug to her lips and sipped her coffee.

Martin glanced at her. “That’s a pretty open ended question Helen.” He said.

Helen nodded in agreement. “It certainly is.” She answered. 

“Do you ever regret that day I first came to Sparta?” Martin asked her turning to look at her.

Helen shook her head without the slightest bit of hesitation. “Not for one moment since.” She told him meeting his gaze. “Not for one moment since.”

Martin looked up over her shoulder at Arzoal, her flame colored eyes staring down on him intently. “Arzoal?”

Arzoal blinked several times and then lowered her head closer to Helen’s shoulder so that their faces were only inches apart. “Does the word “never” cover it?” She answered.  

Martin chuckled softly and nodded his head. “Yes, I suppose it does.” He told her with a smile. “Though I would have to say that both of you are slightly malda for the answers you gave.”

Helen smiled. “Well… there is that to consider.” She said with a twinkle in her eyes.


Martin turned back and looked at the stars once more. “We need to know what he has done.” Martin said. “Anja is right and she is a hell of a lot smarter than me. We need to know what he has done and how far his reach extends. It’s the only way that we can truly roll up everything he has put his filthy hands on.”


“You left very quickly after speaking with Lirana’s young husband and mate.” Arzoal commented. “And you said nothing to no one.”


Martin nodded his head. “I needed to work things out in my own head.” He replied. “I can only listen to people blither and blather for so long.”


“I assume then that you know Aricia and the others leave in a few hours to meet with Androcles.” Helen spoke. “You know why they are taking the Tasmor Quorum?”


Martin nodded and sipped his coffee once more. “Andro has already agreed according to Sadi and his wives and mates. She speaks for all of them just as Aricia does.”


“He agreed to this Martin?” Arzoal asked the tone of her voice with an inflection of surprise.


“I was surprised too.” He said.


“You shouldn’t be,” Helen told him. “His duty to our people and our Union is absolute. Just as yours is. He learned it from you, so you should not be surprised. Now tell us what you feel Martin.”


“They are part of our future Helen.” Martin said. “The Tasmor. Namiri. Her mother. All of them. My instincts tell me to pull them tight and give them as much help and protection as I can. That we will need them in the future.”


“And you told Andro this?” Arzoal asked softly.


Martin nodded his head. “Why do you think he agreed to this scheme of his mother’s?” He answered. “He loves them all but this is not something he would have agreed to no matter who they were.”


“Namiri is going to become a wife to him Martin.” Helen said.


Martin nodded. “For now.” He told her. “She is not meant for Andro and the others though. But she will have our name for the rest of her life.”


“Someone in our family?” Arzoal asked.


Martin nodded again. “I can’t see who clearly, but yes. She’s tough and smart, just like her mother and she knows it is just a role. Just as Andro and Sadi and the others do.”


“This is being done to get the Tasmor to help us with Honelze isn’t it?” Helen asked.


“In part, yes.” Martin explained. “Saydia offered it to us before we ever came up with the idea. I think she sees that their future lies with us. With the Union. And she will do whatever she needs to in order to see that happen.”


“I have noticed that the Tasmor woman Perlyea has become very close with Anja, Aricia and For'mya in a very short time.” Arzoal commented evenly. “It is a very strong attraction but there is something else that goes far deeper.”


Martin nodded in agreement. “I’ve noticed that too. Anja, For'mya and Aricia as well. They are not shying away from it has they have in the past. I encouraged them to embrace it and this time I think they will. The physical attraction is a small part of it, but I believe they all feel a deeper connection.”


Helen reached out and put her hand on his thick forearm. “Martin Leonidas you are talking to us now.” She said gently. “What weighs on your mind?”

Martin met her gaze. “The unknown.” He replied.

“Are you not the one who lives by the saying never to fear the unknown?” Helen asked with a smile. 


Martin nodded his head. “The unknown that we know.” He said. “What worries me is the unknown that we don’t know.”


Helen and Arzoal both blinked at that statement. “Martin that does not make any sense.” Helen finally said.


“But in a way it does.” Arzoal spoke.


Martin nodded once more. “We know what Lorendo is capable of based on what we know he has done and what we suspect he has done.” He explained. “What we don’t know is what he has caused to happen based on his actions. That is what worries me?”


“Cause and effect.” Helen muttered.


Martin nodded. “He has directly influenced and changed the course of evolution for three species that we know of.” Martin said. “What we don’t know is how many has he changed that may not even have been directly affected by his actions.” 


“You are speaking of the Alphas from Ventori aren’t you Martin?” Arzoal asked.

“Part of it, yes. What Anja said got me to thinking.” Martin continued with a nod. “We don’t know if he had anything to do with that or if it was just some sort of natural process of evolution in this quadrant of space. What I do know is that we are a very hard species to kill and we are not talking about a few dozen here. We are talking about an entire caste of Alpha wolves Helen. Our people. Where did they go? How did they die? Did they die?”


Helen was silent for a long moment and finally nodded her head slowly. “Yes, I see what you mean.” She stated.


“Could these answers be found in what we will discover in the future?” Arzoal asked.


Martin nodded his head. “Yes, they could be.” He answered. “Something tells me that we won’t like those answers if we get them.”

Helen looked at him intently. “I do not like it when
you play the harbinger of doom.” She said softly. “When you do such a thing Martin Leonidas, it is far too ominous.”

Martin chuckled gently and nodded his head. “Tell me about it.” He said. “It seems like that whenever I find an answer to a question, that answer only gives me more questions.”


Has it not always been this way for us? Torma’s deep voice echoed in their minds now and they turned as his huge body glided gracefully out of the darkness and he settled to the cool grass behind Martin. 


Martin jerked his thumb back at Torma. “The voice of reason.” He spoke sarcastically.


Torma’s massive head, clearly twice as large as Martin’s upper body, moved forward to butt him in the shoulder causing him to almost drop his coffee. One of us has to be reasonable. Torma spoke.


“Hey! Careful!” Martin exclaimed balancing the mug in one hand while shoving against Torma’s massive head with the other. “This stuff is like the nectar of the gods ok!”


Helen and Arzoal smiled at their antics. Twenty plus years they had been doing such things and it never ceased to cause others to smile. Martin Leonidas held nothing back from only three people in the universe, things that he did not share with even his wives and mates or her, and those three individuals were his true brothers in Daniel Simpson and Torma and his son Androcles.

“So where does that leave us?” Helen asked him.


I believe Anuk says it best Feravomir. Torma answered. Flying by the seat of our pants hoping our asses don’t catch fire and drop out along the way.


Even Helen could not contain the laughter that burst forth and it felt very good to say the least. Helen gripped Martin’s arm and squeezed as her laughter softened. “Oh my…!” She gasped aloud. “I do believe he has been associating with you for far too long.” She declared.


Martin grinned. “Yeah. We get that a lot.” He said. He leaned back against Torma’s foreleg which was just behind him, knowing that it would be there. “We’ll find out some things once we take down Lorendo’s floating nightmare show.” He spoke finally.

“We may be able to impart more answers to your question if you will allow us.” The voice spoke from behind them.


Consummate soldier that he was, Martin Leonidas was moving long before the last words were spoken, his Shi Viska flaring into existence as he spun in the direction of the voice. Torma was half a second behind him, his wings flaring and his muzzle turning back in a snarl. Helen and Arzoal were slower on the uptake of what was happening, but hearing the voice and not detecting any scent moving up on them could only mean trouble and both of them were moving three seconds after Martin had risen to his feet, Helen’s own Shi Viska appearing from within Flatspace and Arzoal rearing back her massive wing to snap it forward in a killing blow.


Martin stared at the glowing Etheric projection in front of him over the expanse of his Shi Viska, his dark brown eyes wide. The size of the Etheric projection of the dragon was immense, a good one and a half times Torma’s substantial size, but it was the image of the man that froze Martin Leonidas in his spot. There was simply no mistaking who it could have been, at least not for Martin.

The image of Sumar moved closer to Martin in the cool night air and held a wide smile on his face and what, astonishingly looked like tears, staining his cheeks.


“You do not recognize your own blood Martin my boy.” Sumar spoke with the same dark brown eyes that were one of Martin’s most prominent features. “I know Androcles told you that we spoke.”


“Grandfather!” Martin gasped aloud unable to fully believe that this apparition in front of him was actually the man who had started it all. “Grandfather Sumar?”


Sumar chuckled. “That’s not exactly the reaction I expected. You are usually more colorful.”


“Dip me in sibfla and call me beven.” Helen muttered aloud as she stared at him with eyes that did not appear to fit on her face they were so wide.


The Etheric projection of Sumar looked at her and burst out in uncontrollable laughter, joined in a second later by the deep rumbling of Dadrien just behind him. He turned back to look at Martin.


“Now that is what I expected from you!” He announced to Martin. “Close your mouth boy… we have a lot to talk about!”

“…She loves you.” Sumar spoke softly. “You know that don’t you?”


Martin cut his eyes from where they were watching Helen and Arzoal recede into the distance chatting away like school girls. He turned his head back to look at the Etheric image of his blood grandfather ancestor. The grandfather to his own father. “Excuse me?” He stammered. 


“Helen.” Sumar spoke again. “She loves you.”


Martin shifted on his feet. “Grandfather we are not…”


Sumar chuckled. “Not in that way boy!” He told him. “But she does love you.”


Martin glanced back and saw her small form easily and he nodded his head. “And I love her.” He replied.


Sumar’s image nodded. “Good. As Praetorian and Mage should.” He responded.


“You sent them away.” Martin said turning back once more to look at him. “Why?”


“It is time that we spoke with you and Torma alone.” Dadrien answered that question.


“What happened to my sons?” Martin asked them.


“As we told Androcles, we don’t truly know how it came to be.” Sumar answered him. “Only that it did and we sensed it within you first.”


“Me?” Martin said. “I don’t have dragon DNA in my body like they do! How could you have sensed it from me?”


“We sensed it the moment Androcles was conceived. The moment Elynth was conceived in her egg with Lycavorian blood in her veins.” Dadrien told them. “You do realize they were conceived within days of each other. The moment Andro was conceived in Aricia’s womb he reached for Elynth and found her. We don’t know how it came to be Martin; only that it was.”


“It came as a surprise to us as well.” Sumar continued. “How the gene came to be in you we do not know. Only that it was carried by you and then passed to your son. You no longer have the gene, which is rather confusing as well. We don’t usually lose DNA is such a way.”

“And Dorian?”


Sumar nodded his head. “It happened in the same way. We felt it briefly in you as the conduit and then it was gone. Passed to Dorian. We felt in it Ryner and Laren and Ladur. All of them. As we told Androcles, we cannot explain it, for even we do not comprehend it. You must understand Martin, this was something that neither Dadrien nor I ever considered until after we had been together for centuries. It was only something that we spoke of once and that was only casually.”


“But it happened!” Martin hissed.


Sumar nodded his head slowly. “The hand of destiny or fate we do not know. But yes, it happened.”


“And no one heard you?” Martin asked.

Sumar smiled and looked at Dadrien. “I assure you… we have been quite alone for some time.” Dadrien answered. 


“And you don’t know where or how. Yeah I got that part. Sibfla… this stuff gives me a frigging headache!” Martin said nodding his head. 


“And you have guided my daughter and Androcles Dadrien?” Torma asked now.


Dadrien shook his head. “Not guided no. From the moment Androcles reached for her they have been of one mind. Just as Dorian and Ryner are, just as Laren and Ladur are. All of their choices have been their own. We have whispered to them in a sense, within the fabric of the Etheric realm, whenever they were torn. But we have never directly influenced them. Their connection makes that impossible. Just as it does for you and Martin. It runs too deep, and is far too intertwined. That is a power even Sumar and I combined could never hope to alter or influence.”


“That power, that connection, it was triggered by Isheeni and Aricia’s connection within the Etheric realm, but the power and depth comes from you two.” Sumar said.


Martin looked at him. “Us?”


Sumar nodded his head. “Laren called you The First. The center from which all else will evolve.”

“I don’t suppose you could explain that?” Martin asked him.


Sumar smiled and motioned with his hand along the shore of the lake. “Walk with us.” He said.


Martin looked at him. “You know grandfather, whenever someone has asked me to walk with them, they usually tell me a whole bunch of stuff that I either ain’t going to like or they tell me I need to kill someone.”


Sumar met his eyes. “Indulge us grandson.” He said as he began to walk.


Martin glanced at Torma who lifted his wings in a shrug and then they began to follow. Sumar waited until they caught up to them before he began speaking.


“You have always believed in a higher power haven’t you Martin?” Sumar asked.


Martin nodded his head. “For the most part, yes.” He answered.


Sumar met his eyes. “And so do I. As the Darastrixi do, and almost every known species in the universe.”


“So you believe this higher power is at work here?” Martin asked.


“In a manner of speaking yes.” Sumar told him. “It is something we do not understand or comprehend. This force, this higher power is directing events. Shaping them. At least where it concerns us.”

“Why?” Martin asked.


“That is a question both Dadrien and I have asked many times through the course of our lives.” Sumar answered. “How is it that he and I were brought together when over a million years separated our life experiences?”


“How is it that Arzoal chose the one dragon egg among the thousands in that chamber to transfer her consciousness to?” Dadrien asked. “The single egg in that chamber that was the last of my physical descendants?”


Martin’s eyes flew open and he looked at Dadrien. “Your descendant!” 


“I did have children Martin.” Dadrien spoke with some humor. “One hundred and forty-three to be exact. One of them was chosen for the Seed mission by the Pralors that brought the Darastrixi to Elear. She was killed by the denizens of that world, but her legacy was the single egg that Arzoal chose.”


“Why didn’t you… why not tell her?” Torma gasped now.  


Dadrien shook his head. “It is not my place.” He told them. “She will discover this in due time, at a moment where she will need to make the single most important decision of her life as a Pralor and then as a Darastrixi. Until that time she cannot be distracted and I ask that you do not tell her.”

“Dadrien that…” Torma began once more.


Dadrien shook his head. “No.” He spoke more firmly. “It must be this way Torma. It must be this way in order for the chaos that now grips the Darastrixi to be washed away. Only Arzoal can do this. It also means that your mate and your daughter are my descendants Torma.” Darien looked at him. “And now you must see this and what this means.”


Martin looked at Sumar with wide eyes. “Aricia and Isheeni. Androcles and Elynth.”


Sumar nodded his head. “The bloodlines of the two most feared enemies the Scourge have ever known brought together as one.”


“And you believe…?” Martin asked the question.


Sumar nodded his head. “Whatever the higher power, as we believe it to be, it is affecting events all around us, and it is doing so for a reason.”


“Then how could they…”

“Be gods?” Sumar finished his sentence. “Why not?” He asked his own question. “Who is to say that whatever higher power it may be, who is to say that they are not gods and thus directing events in order to face evil head on.”

“That is assuming that whatever higher power this is, that they are benevolent.” Martin commented.


“Or are they simply maintaining a balance within a fragile universe in order to keep the universe moving forward?” Sumar finished once more. “There is no clear answer, but there are many questions my grandson. Questions that Dadrien and I have been asking for millennia.”


“With no answers.” Torma spoke.


Dadrien nodded his massive head. “With no answers.”


Martin chuckled and shook his head. “Answers have been eluding me for some time.” He stated. “Answers to a whole lot of questions.”


“Indeed.” Sumar told him.


“The tattoos that Androcles, Dorian and Laren now wear?” Martin spoke looking at him.


“Sarlana is correct.” Sumar told him. “They are a key.”


“To what?” Martin asked.


“They are a key to something that Dadrien and I both have left for you. We recognized the markings.” Sumar told him. “But it is up to you to find it Martin.”


“Grandfather, I don’t have time for games.” Martin said rather testily.


“Oh it is not a game my boy…” Sumar answered not taking offense. “We simply cannot remember.”

“What?” Martin gasped.

Sumar nodded his head even as Dadrien answered. “It is the truth Martin.” Dadrien said. “Whatever it is, we no longer have the memories of what or where to provide to you. They have been removed. Perhaps as a means to keep this secret safe. The tattoos that Andro, Dorian and Laren now bear on their bodies provide the route and key.”


“So this higher power took it away from you?” Martin asked.


Sumar nodded his head. “It would appear so. Or we may have relinquished them willing. We do not know, hence why we still have so many questions that we cannot answer.”


“Well, that is just plain fucking stupid!” Martin hissed.


Sumar laughed now. “And we certainly agree, though we would have been a tad tamer in our description of it.”


“Why do something like that?” Martin asked.


“The only reasons that we can find sense in, is that you were not ready. That none of you were ready and only the journey to this knowledge will make you ready.” Sumar spoke. “That it is not the time for you to discover these things. Perhaps because there is still so much we do not know.”


Torma shook his huge head and blinked his golden eyes. “Now my head is beginning to hurt.” He stated aloud causing Dadrien to laugh.


“Now you know what we have felt for centuries as we have tried to decipher these very things.” Dadrien told him. 


Martin shook his head. “How did you… how did you keep from going malda?” 


Sumar looked at him and smiled warmly. “We focused on you. And then Androcles and Laren when they were born. And finally Dorian.” He told him. “When Dadrien and I first came together we could feel that you were the center of it all and now that feeling within is even more evident to us. Everything that is happening now, everything that will happen, it revolves around you and moves outward to swirl around Androcles, Dorian and Laren and those they are bound to. Within the Etheric realm that all of you inhabit are the answers to it all.”


Martin looked at his Etheric projection. “Really grandfather… no pressure. No pressure at all.” He said causing Sumar to smile. “Lorendo and these Svorag are going to be bad enough and now…”


“Lorendo is a worm!” Sumar hissed with an obvious vehemence in his tone. “The man has always been a worm and that will never change. He has never forgiven me for not saving his son all those years ago, and no doubt he took great joy in sabotaging our Seed Mission because he knew what I had planned. I sincerely doubt he ever realized how that would turn out, though I’m sure that he knew, and was powerless to do anything about it because of the Scourge and their invasion.”

“He knew?” Martin gasped.


Sumar nodded his head. “Of that I am quite certain. He knew exactly what he was doing and exactly where our ship crashed. My guess is he hoped the Lycavorians, our people, would solve his problem for him and kill all of us.” Sumar chuckled. “He was so very wrong and that is why he hates our people so.”


“Grandfather… the Scourge have…” Martin began.


Sumar nodded his head. “Yes, I know. You and Wayonn are correct in that the threat to the Alpha quadrant has stopped. For the moment.”


“Do you know why?” Torma asked.


Sumar shook his head. “No Torma, I do not. And that worries me. There is much we are unable to see happening and I fear Lorendo has only made things worse. His hatred of me and our people clouds his reason and judgment. If he ever had any to begin with.”


“The recent encounter Androcles and Murano had with them on old Pralor station is a clear sign though.” Dadrien spoke once more. “They are very much alive and active. Far more active than we believed.”


“Can’t you see them from where you are?” Martin asked.


It was Dadrien who shook his massive head now. “This place we reside, it has curtailed our ability to sense the Scourge as we were once able.”


“Curtailed?” Martin asked.


Sumar nodded. “We do not have the abilities we once had. Whether it is because we are no longer corporeal beings or something else we do not know. We could not sense Murano until he no longer shielded himself. The same can be said for Tobia, though I am very happy she survived. She will be a great asset to the Praetorians to come.”

“Shiria and my Tenna Deia are seeking out those with the gene. They have devised a way to discover them.” Martin offered.

“Ah yes, Deia.” Sumar spoke. “Another in the long line of powerful, confident females that my bloodline has merged into our own. Just as you and Androcles have done. All of my grandsons and granddaughters. Watch that boy Jomann though…” Sumar said. “He is powerful that one and he loves my granddaughter like a blazing sun.”

Martin grinned inwardly at this for he had sensed it in Jomann as well. As a father it was always nice to hear from someone else that his daughter had chosen someone who would love her senseless. And Androcles and her other brothers would never have let it carry on had they not felt the same about Jomann and his intentions with their sister.


“They are my strength.” Martin said softly.


Sumar nodded his head in agreement. “Just as my beautiful Gailina was for me.” He took a deep breath in the Etheric projection and nodded his head. “Back to important matters now.” He spoke. “As I was saying, our ability to sense powerful Etheric presences is now diminished. You and our blood we can sense, but anyone not within close proximity to you or those of our family, if they can shield well, we will not sense them. Even family, yourself or Androcles, if you chose to shield from us we would not be able to detect your essence. Tobia is a master with this skill, it is why even as a child I knew she would be important.”

“You appeared to her?” Martin asked.


Sumar nodded his head. “Her parents, in secret just before we left on the Seed Mission, so that they would know her importance.” He answered. “I also compelled them to forget that they ever saw me. Only to heed my wishes. Tobia’s father was Captain of one of the ships that escaped the purge of our Empire.”

“You know that Tobia and Murano…”


Sumar nodded once more with a smile. “Oh yes.” He stated. “And now, perhaps the most powerful of those who fought beside Wayonn and I is now tied to our bloodline forever because of Deion and Mari. An unexpected but pleasant turn of events to be honest. Since our abilities have been reduced to what they are now, detecting anyone of Etheric power is a questionable proposition at best if they can shield even remotely as well as you and Androcles can. As Tobia and Mari can. As I said, it is not something I expected but it also allows us to achieve our goals more easily.”


Martin winced slightly and Dadrien detected this. “You do not like what we have done through the years?” He asked. “We can see it in your eyes and on your face. Androcles had much the same manner when we spoke to him.”


Martin looked at him. “I think it has to do with not being in control.” He told him. “I do understand, and given the circumstances I would probably have done the same thing. It’s just difficult knowing that much of what we have done has been staged.”


Sumar shook his head. “No, not staged Martin.” He said. “All of your decisions Martin, all of the decisions made by Androcles, they have all been your decisions. No matter what they have been. I give you my word.” He explained. “Dadrien and I simply gave you the means to see each decision from every aspect. Nothing more. We did not influence you one way or the other.”


“But you have influenced others?” Martin said.


Sumar nodded his head slowly. “Not directly, but in a manner of speaking I suppose that we have, yes.” He answered honestly. 
Martin stared at him for a long moment. “Grandfather, you and Dadrien are among the few who have ever actually admitted to this throughout the whole of history.”

“Perhaps.” Sumar told him with a shrug. “You and Androcles are my blood, as are all of your children. Elynth is Dadrien’s blood, as are all of Isheeni and Torma’s offspring. We are not ashamed of anything we have done.”


Martin nodded his head. “I suppose I would not be either.” He stated softly. “Do you regret anything grandfather?”


Sumar was silent for a long moment before meeting his eyes. “The only thing I regret is not being able to say goodbye. Lorendo robbed me of that and my parents and siblings joined our ancestors within the Rift of Time never knowing.”


Martin looked at him now. “Ummm… grandfather, perhaps I should tell you something before we go further.”

SPARTA’S WRATH
ANDROCLES’ READY ROOM



It couldn’t really be called a Ready Room. It was more like an apartment as far as Andro was concerned. It was situated just off the port side of the bridge for easy access and contained not only a small bedroom, but also a large conference room as well as office area. Androcles had refused such accommodations at first until Armen had told him he could not change the layout of the Ready Room without altering the structure of the entire deck. Armen had known Androcles would refuse thanks to Sadi, for she was the first one he showed it too. With her help they had transformed the Ready Room into a mini CIC and briefing center. They both knew that Androcles wanted to be close to the action and this is how they accomplished that. 

The conference room portion now held a massive polished oak table donated by those at Dreamland with all of the toys built directly into the table that they could hope for. Portable computer screens and small consoles that could rise right out of the polished top. Along the outer portion of the wall that held the huge view window now stood a waist high counter with a small kitchen set up.

The huge table now held thirteen occupants, with another six involved from their ships via secure holo COMs. As was usually the case in meetings like this, plates of different kinds of food were spread out on the counter and table itself with pitchers of water, coffee and juice. To say it was one of the most amazing things Dytin and Aviel had ever seen would have been silly. Both of them were occupying chairs on one side of the table and neither of them could stop sampling the incredible food before them. Eliani and Jomann sat beside one another close to where Andro sat at the head of the table, Denali and Ridor beside them. Ridor had become the unofficial co-leader of Andro’s personal team behind Jomann it seemed and this did not bother anyone in the least. Even Daio had begun taking direction from the young man, though they were the same rank. Ridor had the same drive and presence as his father and this was naturally evident to everyone around him, causing them to look to him for direction. Ridor took this in stride and had blended into the role without really knowing it. Cvea was happier than she had ever been in her life, fully embracing her role and status now without even a glance back to her past. Eliani found she was incredibly smart and Cvea was already light years ahead of normal medics in their training due to Eliani’s guidance and her ability to retain information and learn so quickly. Ridor would brief everyone on the team when he was finished here and they all knew it. Androcles didn’t keep anyone out of the loop for any reason. They were blending very well as a team and it was almost scary to see them in action together. Rumors were already starting to make their way around how they were essentially a younger version of the King’s personal team and everyone knew how lethal the King’s personal team was.
Dorian and Laren sat beside one another on the other side of the table to Aviel’s left. Sarlana and Murano beside them. Sa'sur sat to Androcles’ right side as Admiral of the Fleet that they now had. She loved her new job but hated that everyone called her Admiral now. Armen stood directly behind and to Andro’s left, choosing to stand as opposed to sitting. His large frame was not suited for one of the smaller chair that circled the table. Deion, Nara and Mari were finishing up some training classes in order for them to be awarded their Agoge graduation certificates. Sadi and all of the Princess of the Union to include Lisisa, Arduri, Iama, Sheva and now Onera were in the landing bay where the PREMONITION was docked and seeing to the ship. While Dorian had not yet claimed Onera in the manner of their people, the half Immortal and half vampire daughter of Yuri and Pa’cour had become a member of their family without question and most had already begun referring to her as Princess. Knowing his brother as he did Androcles knew Dorian was waiting until they saw Yuri and Pa’cour and he could ask for their permission and blessing. Andro knew it wasn’t necessary for he already knew what Yuri and his father had spoken of those months ago, and they would agree immediately.
In the six holo images on the massive table were the senior officers of the fleet that now surrounded SPARTA'S WRATH, as well as the commanding officers of the two Spartan ground divisions that were currently bunked on the KINDRED SOUL WASP-Class Assault Carrier and the DAGGER’S TOUCH, another WASP-Class Assault Carrier that had joined them from Dreamland. They were the first two of an entirely new class of ship that had already proven its abilities in combat. Forty more of the WASP-Class Assault Carriers were due to be finished before the end of the year with another hundred and fifty planned by the end of next year. Josie Miller occupied one of those images, the other taken up by General Washington, Commander of the 82nd Cataphract Division and Captain Ron Patton of the KINDRED SOUL. Colonel Mosont represented the Durcunusaan Ready Division.

Andro had let them chat with one another for a few moments as they had just got done briefing each other on status and mission and readiness but now he sat forward in his chair to continue the briefing. 
“Ok, we’ve covered all the standard reports so far and all of us have had a few days to see my father’s initial reports and his own tactical assessments and recommendations regarding the situation on Ventori. Now we get to put our heads together since this planet is new to all of us and is completely different from our mission on Honelze. Open floor people, who wants to start?” Andro asked.
“Hell, I’ll jump in feet first.” Patton spoke from his holoimage. “Admiral Lorian has the planetary system locked up tight, as we all expected, but she is a fighter pilot by nature. She thinks like a fighter pilot. We need to position the KINDRED SOUL and DAGGER’S TOUCH where we can bore right in Andro. Once we drop, we go in and establish command operations centers. That is what we do. Sitting on the edge of the system does us no good.”

Aside from the men and women in the room with them and those within the holoimages currently displayed, there were precious few in the Universe who would refer to Andro by his given name and they all knew it. It was an honor to be considered a friend and equal to this young man and they made sure of it.

Sa’sur nodded her head. “I concur Andro.” She stated. “Manda is best when left to air to air. She knows her stuff and there is none better but when it comes to ground support leave that to the experts.” 
Androcles nodded. “Let’s hear it.”

“Your father doesn’t want a big signature.” Patton spoke again. “At least not on Ventori. So we go in fast, a high polar orbit, drop one brigade and half our complement of KADEN’S loaded for bear to set up a mobile Command Base in and around this Discovery Base. Not the ADHOC they have now, but a working Command Base. Then we take up a holding position in orbit with DAGGER’S TOUCH on either pole so that way we are always connected to the ground. Each of us will pull twelve hour shifts as Command Support Ship. That way our crews will be rested and ready to answer whatever call comes from the surface.”

“Josie’s Brigade I take it?” Andro asked.

Patton nodded his head. “You’ve worked with her before and she and her people know how you operate on the ground.”

“You guys have worked on this I see?” Andro spoke with a grin.

Washington, Patton and Mosont just grinned devilishly and remained silent. Andro looked at Armen. “Armen?” He asked the hulking avatar. No one took offense at this for they knew how close Androcles had become with the Avatar and to be honest it was becoming harder and harder for any of them to refer to him as just a machine.
-It is a sound tactical plan- Armen answered. –SPARTA'S WRATH will maintain orbit directly over Discovery Base and KINDRED SOUL and DAGGER’S TOUCH will use her as a pivot for all signals-

“Exactly.” Patton spoke from his holoimage.

“Two Brigades.” Andro spoke rising to his feet and moving to the large Star Chart on the wall which currently showed the terrain around Jorlari for two hundred miles in all directions. “General, I want another Brigade dropped here.” He pointed to a location roughly a hundred and thirty miles between the center of Jorlari and the remains of another city.

Washington nodded his head. “Can do. Their mission?”

Andro returned to his chair. “According to Manda’s extensive scans of the surface, Avi believes that this is where the main facility on Ventori is for whoever was conducting the vile work we have all seen the reports on. My father wants it investigated and if there is any sign of Svorag presence you are to call in an orbital bombardment from Admiral Sa'sur.”
The room was silent for a moment before Josie was the one to speak. “Androcles, there could be survivors in and around that city.” She said softly. “An orbital bombardment will kill everything within five kilometers of the city limits.” 

Andro nodded his head. “My father has had scouts in the area for the last twelve hours. It’s been kept very quiet. Only my Uncle Danny, the interim leader of the Beta wolves on Ventori and my mother Anja know about it. She is concerned that a facility of this size could very well hold hundreds of the creatures my father, Uncle and their team fought in the bunker close to Jorlari. If that is the case, they are not equipped to fight these monsters. At least until we arrive. My mother does not wish to take the chance any of them could get free from the facility. They are all in agreement that this facility needs to be taken out.”
“They have two ARIZONA-Class ships with them Andro, plus over thirty refit ships with modified Pralor tech.” Patton spoke now. “They could obliterate the entire planet if they wanted with the firepower they have. Why wait if they think it is such a risk?”

-The facility has power to it, though an attempt is being made to mask this power signature- Armen spoke now. –This power source appears to be energizing a sophisticated sensor network built within the Ventori satellites in orbit. If it is active then they would be able to monitor all ship movements in orbit. King Leonidas does not wish to take the chance that they would release whatever abominations within the facility before we were able to destroy it-

“If this sensor network is active, won’t they know the jig is up when we enter the system and park right over their heads?” Ron asked.

-By then it will be too late for them to react. We will have already deployed the extra Cataphract Brigade and Admiral Sa'sur will be standing by to give the order to fire- Armen answered.
“I expect an updated report when my mother’s arrive in twenty-eight hours, but unless anything changes let’s move forward with this plan.” Andro spoke. “Just be prepared to dance in the wind as my father says. In case anything comes up at the last minute.” Andro saw all of them nod their heads in agreement. “We’ll hold here until they arrive and then immediately make our last jump into the Echo Quadrant. From there it will take us another twenty-one hours to reach Ventori. Make sure everyone is well rested and updated on the plans. Dismissed.” 
Andro waited while the holographic discs grew dark and everyone in the room rose from their chairs and began to exit except for Dorian, Laren and himself and General Dytin and Aviel. When the room finally cleared Andro moved up and locked the door to the conference room and then went back to his chair as Dorian and Laren moved to the two chairs on either side of him.

Dytin had seen this young warrior in action along with Laren and Dorian and their dragons in the cargo bay of that station and he had no doubts that they were indeed Dahakoan. The things they had done were beyond anything he had ever read about or see in his lifetime and that was saying quite a bit. He and Aviel both could sense that Androcles was a Talon Guardian within their blood. It was like an instinct within them, a powerful pull of nature and they did not deny it. 
There had not been Talon Guardians in existence among the Darastrixi for almost a million years and being able to feel two on board this very ship was almost overwhelming to every Darastrixi that was here on the ship with them and among their own transports. It was perhaps the most revered of positions one could hold outside of the legends of the Dahakoan; two positions that were part of the cornerstone of Darastrixi history and legend that had been nearly forgotten and Androcles Leonidas now held both of them. 

“I assume you wanted us to remain for a reason Androcles?” Aviel asked when Andro returned to his seat.
Andro nodded as he looked at the two men. “Yes.” He spoke.

Aviel looked at Dytin and then back to Andro. “What can we do?”
Andro leaned forward now. “Dorian and I have spoken with Laren and Ladur at length about the state of the Darastrixi government.” He told them. 

“Androcles, our leaders are… they are not bad individuals!” Dytin spoke quickly. “They are…”

Andro held up his hand for him to stop, which Dytin did. “You misunderstand what our interest is General.”

“You are Dahakoan Androcles. Dorian. Laren.” Dytin spoke. “All of you. It is within the realm of your power as such to bring an end to those within our government if you deem them evil in any way. This is something that is part of our history and law and our people will not question it.”

“After what Laren and Ladur have told us, we don’t see them as evil General.” Andro told him. “We see them as apathetic and disingenuous. More concerned with appeasement and maintaining the status quo because that is what they have known for so long.”

“And not wishing to lose their power or control.” Dorian added.   

Aviel nodded his head reluctantly. “Yes Dorian, in some respects you are correct in what you say.”


“And how long has that been going on?” Andro asked.


“For far too long.” Aviel answered softly.


Andro looked at them for a long moment. “Dorian and I have dragon blood in our veins. Laren, Elynth, Ryner and Ladur have Lycavorian blood in their veins. How it came to be and why is of no matter any longer. We are Dahakoan.”

Dytin and Aviel nodded their heads. “Yes, you are.” Dytin told them firmly. “There is no doubt of that. But you are so much more. All of you.”


“That is why we need you to teach us.” Dorian spoke now leaning forward.


Aviel and Dytin looked taken aback. “Teach you?” Aviel gasped after a moment.


“Teach us what we need to know.” Andro told him. “Teach us about our people, because that is what we are no matter where we came from. The dragon blood in our veins makes us such. Sarlana cannot do it for she has been away from her people for too long and she has stated this very thing.”


“I am no teacher!” Dytin spoke.


“No, you are a warrior General.” Laren spoke now. “And we need that.”


Dytin looked at them with wide eyes. “After what… after what I saw on that station there is not a Darastrixi alive that could stand against any of you in single combat. And together you would instill fear into the hearts of any who stood against you.”


“We don’t want to instill fear General Dytin.” Dorian said. “We want to instill hope.”


Dytin looked at his friend Aviel and saw him smiling slightly and he turned back to meet Dorian’s gaze. “You are serious?”


“Barring an unspeakable act of depravity General, we will not impose our will on the Darastrixi people.” Androcles said. “Or more accurately, the government. We need to show the Scourge for what they are and we can’t do that with violence.”


“Some of those men and women are complicit in the taking of our Maiden females Androcles.” Aviel told them. “Some younger than Laren. The Scourge have tortured them for centuries. Someone must answer for that.”


Andro nodded his head in agreement. “And someone will. But they will answer to the Darastrixi people as a whole.”

“We cannot go back!” Dytin spoke. “The history scrolls you speak of that could be used to teach you what you want to know reside within our libraries and museums. We would be arrested on sight! Anyone aligned with us would be arrested on sight.”


“We are not asking you to go back.” Andro said. “We are asking that you teach us. There are over thirty thousand Darastrixi among you now! Thirty thousand! Some older than Sarlana I have been told. That is who we want to learn from.”


“To what end?” Dytin asked.


Andro met his eyes. “One day we are going to return.” He told them as he rose to his feet. “It is on that day when we will act as Dahakoan and set our people free.”


“How?” Aviel asked.


Andro smiled and looked at Laren who had a decidedly dark twinkle to her beautiful multi layered blue eyes. “We have made a promise to each other. All six of us. On that day, we are going to return every Darastrixi Maiden ever taken by the Scourge to the planet of their birth.” Laren told them. “And woe unto the monsters who choose to stand in our way.”


Andro looked up from the huge table and saw his brother Byron enter the conference room just as Dytin and Aviel exited. Byron Leonidas was the youngest Leonidas child in actual years since Dorian, Fedor and Eirene had their births accelerated, and he was also the least well known. Their parents had kept information and even photographs of Byron, Retta and Calyb Leonidas very tightly controlled for many different reasons, foremost being their privacy as they grew. Though even at just under seventeen years of age, his half elven brother looked to be in his early twenties and was cut from the same mold as his father and brothers. His five foot eleven frame was tightly packed with muscle and extremely well defined in the same, ripped muscular fashion as his Spartan blood declared. His light blond hair was cut short and wavy but there was no mistaking his half elven ears and the deep brown eyes of their father. He had been eagerly undergoing his Spartan Agoge while on the ship with Retta and Calyb, the condensed classes far more structured and intense than normal, but something that all of them reveled in to be honest. The senior instructors who had been finishing Deion and Nara had now turned their full attention to Byron and the twins and they were advancing rapidly through the training.

Andro knew something was up the moment he saw the look on his younger brother’s face and He turned to Dorian and Laren who were standing beside the table. “I’ll see you two in the gym.” He spoke as he collected the data pads and pushed them aside as Byron came in.


Dorian understood the statement and look and playfully punched his brother in the arm while ducking to the side. Byron laughed and connected on an uppercut to Dorian’s shoulder. “Too slow!” Dorian barked as he held Laren’s hand and they exited the conference room.


Andro waited until the door had once more shut behind them and then he looked at his brother. “You look like you have a lot on your mind fervon. Care to share?”


Byron looked around. “I can come back if you are busy.” He stated.


Andro grinned and pulled out the chair for him. “Take a seat Byron.” He said as he settled into the chair. “Though, if you are looking for advice on playing the Kanare again you have come to the wrong place. I twisted the notes so badly when mother tried to teach me she never let me hold the instrument again.” 


The Kanare was a multi stringed elven instrument of music much like the Cello from ancient Earth. Byron Leonidas was a master of the instrument even at this young age and many Master Elven Music scholars on Elear considered him a prodigy on the delicate instrument.

Byron chuckled as he sat down in the chair. “Mother forbid you from playing because you were too forceful and broke the strings whenever you tried to hit C note. We went through four Kanare before she gave up. And they were expensive.”


Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “Ah well.” He looked at him. “What’s up brother? I know you did not come up here to lecture me on my pitiful skills with the Kanare.” Byron shifted in his seat and Andro noticed that his palms were sweaty. He leaned forward in his chair and looked at his younger brother. “Spit it out fervon.”


Byron looked at Andro intently. No matter what, their brother Androcles had been there for all of them throughout their entire lives. It did not matter what the problem was, what time of day it was, or where he was, if one of them needed him Androcles had always been there. None of their siblings feared telling Andro anything and Byron Leonidas took a deep breath.


“Andro I don’t want to go to the Fleet Academy.” Byron blurted out quickly. “I want to go to Elear and attend the Pi’liate Music Institute.” 
Andro sat back in his chair while staring at his brother. Though half elf, Byron’s wolf blood was supremely dominant within him just as it was in all his halfblooded siblings. While the ancient Leonidas bloodline enabled him to match most pureblooded Alpha wolves evenly, purebloods with the original bloodlines of the five packs from Lycavore like Androcles, Jomann or their Uncle Danny, not to mention their father, they could defeat him quite easily. They were much stronger, faster and had far more endurance than most other wolves. Their senses were also much more acute and Byron thought for sure he detected anger in his brother’s scent and posture. 
“Andro, I want our family to be known for other things besides war and politics. I want us to be remembered for the arts as well. All of us have a passion for music and art and culinary skills thanks to our parents, but none of us have pursued them. I didn’t come to this decision lightly fervon! I have been thinking about it for months now. I don’t want father… I don’t want father to be angry. I don’t want you to be angry. I just want to lead…”


“A normal life?” Andro interrupted him.


Byron met his eyes. “Yes.”


Andro rose to his feet and moved across the room to stand in front of the view window and was silent. Byron rose to his feet and followed him, standing behind him. “I know you are disappointed.” He began. “I know father will be disappointed as well. I just…”


Andro turned and looked at him. “Do you have so little faith in us fervon?” He asked him softly.


Byron looked at him with wide eyes. “What?”


Andro reached up and took his brother’s head in his hands. “Why do you think we do what we do fervon. Me, Eliani, Denali, Resumar, Arrarn, our other siblings and our father and mothers? Why do you think we do what we do every day?”


“I don’t understand.” Byron told him. “To defend our people. Our family.”


Andro shook his head. “We do it so that you and Retta and Calyb and the siblings that we will have in the future… we do it so that you don’t have to!” Andro told him. “We do it so that you can have the normal lives that you desire.”


Byron looked at him in shock. “I thought you would be… I thought you would be angry.” He gasped.


“Carians why would I be angry fervon?” Andro told him. “We have known since you were three years old that music was your calling, our entire family has known this. Why do you think we always had you play the Kanare at gathering and dinners? Why do you think I have had you make me the data tapes of your work? It is utterly brilliant fervon, and it is your music that brings me happiness and peace when I listen to it.”

“But father…” Byron stammered.


“Father?” Andro exclaimed. “Father has wanted you to make this decision for months! Ever since your time came to attend your Agoge.” He told him tightening his grip on Byron’s head. “Our mothers have kept him from talking to you about it because they wanted it to be your decision.”


Byron blinked several times in shock and his hands lifted to come to rest on his brother’s forearms. “Andro, you are serious?”


Andro laughed and pulled his brother into a rib cracking embrace. “Do you want me to bring Eli up here to confirm to you what I say fervon? She would just slap you in the head and cuss you for waiting so long to make this decision.” He pushed him back just as quickly and looked at him. “Father has never wanted his children to follow in his footsteps. We have chosen to do this Byron, so that you and Retta and Calyb and any who come after do not have to. So that you would be free to choose whatever path in life made you happy. You have no idea how happy this is going to make our parents fervon. It’s about nubous time you know! Your sisters are going to throw a party because of this!”


Byron let Andro pull him into another embrace and this time he returned it as his eyes teared up and he held his brother with as much power as he was able to muster, which was considerable to say the least.


Andro pulled him back once more and looked at him with a smile on his face that Byron had never seen before. It actually softened his brother’s normally intense features almost to the point of childhood. “Have you contacted them? When can you start? What can I do?”


Byron’s face split into a massive smile as well then and he shook his head. “The next class begins in six months. I have already enrolled.”


Andro squeezed his shoulders. “Our mothers are going to sibfla when they find out you finally came to your senses.” He said with a grin. He pulled him close and headed for the door. “Come fervon… it’s time to tell our siblings. They have wanted a reason to have a party and you just gave them one!”

Byron Leonidas was all smiles as he held his brother when they exited the conference room. He knew as a half breed that there were many elves on Elear who considered him and any like him to be inferior. The natural elven superiority often overrode the common sense for many young elven males. Yet he had never been more proud of the name he carried and the blood that ran in his veins and the love he felt for his brother than at this very moment in time. That pride and love would nearly triple in the coming months ahead, he just did not know it yet, or the reasons behind it.

Yet he soon would.

VENTORI

DISCOVERY BASE


It was perhaps, the most moving reunion that Martin Leonidas had ever witnessed. Even though they were on this very planet, his Etheric abilities had been severely curtailed with his death and then his reincarnation as an Etheric representation and he could not sense them at all. Jezima and Meral were still shielding at extremely high levels that only Martin, Helen and his Queens could detect. Sumar had been filled with disbelief at the knowledge Martin gave to him that they were still alive, and even as he subjected him to a barrage of questions, Martin had reached for Aricia and the others to bring Jezima and Meral to where he was. 


Jezima and Meral could not understand why Aricia and the others had brought them out here into the night until they came around the edge of the building and saw the clear Etheric projection of the son and brother they had lost so long ago. Dadrien had watched from beside Martin as Sumar moved over in front of them without question, Jezima and Meral collapsing into the arms of Aricia, Anja and For'mya, a tidal wave of tears erupting forth from their eyes. Sumar had not hesitated for an instant and squatted before them, reaching for them. There was no way he could possibly touch them physically, so Sumar did the next best thing. He used his hands to channel his limited Etheric ability now to wrap around his mother and sister. Aricia, Anja and For'mya moved over beside Martin, all of them gazing at the immense Etheric figure of Dadrien beside Torma. All of them had tears in their eyes and they pressed tightly to the man they all so loved. Martin didn’t remember how long they had sat there, and he didn’t care to be honest. First Isheeni had walked out of the darkness to settle beside her beloved Torma, both of them caressing each other’s scales. Then Miath and Aurith drifted out of the darkness to settle on the opposite side of Dadrien, staring at the Etheric projection of the very first of their kind with awe. The draw within the Etheric realm was simply too much and soon Helen and Arzoal had returned, followed by Zarah, Lucia and their dragon Seyra.

Soon there were dozens of Lycavorians and elves surrounding the area, all watching with utter reverence and respect. The commotion had woken most of the Tasmor guests and they too came out of their respective quarters to follow the Lycavorians as they made their way to the edge of the lake. Saydia, Anthylea, Perlyea and Aduna stood beside each other, many of the Lycavorians and elves having dropped to one knee in a show of reverence for what was happening, allowing them a full view of the reunion that was taking place. All of them with wide eyes at the two Etheric projections before them. It was unlike anything any of them had ever seen in their lives. Namiri and Emylea stood together beside their mother taking it all in and unbeknownst to their mother, feeling every bit part of what was happening in front of them. They didn’t know how, only that they did and it felt wonderful to say the least. To the many Tasmor that were watching it all seemed so magical and amazing and this only served to make each of them believe that perhaps what they had discovered here, what their Sovereign Regent was working to make permanent, perhaps this is what was meant for their people. Many began to drop to one kneel as well in a show of respect for what they were witnessing, a movement that did not go unnoticed by the many Lycavorians and elves who were in the area now.


Martin turned his head when he felt Wayonn’s hand come to rest on his shoulder. Aricia was tucked against his right side, For'mya and Anja on his left, all of them with tears in their eyes and Martin detected the hint of moistness in Wayonn’s eyes as well.


“Martin it…” Wayonn stammered.


Martin nodded his head with a smile. “It feels incredible.” He said.


“Carians… it feels perfect.” Wayonn echoed his words softly.


“Go Wayonn.” Martin said softly looking at him.


Wayonn shook his head quickly. “I cannot.” He spoke. “It would…”


“You were just as much a brother to him as his own blood Wayonn.” Martin told him softly. “Now go and do what you have longed to do for millennia. Go and say goodbye. I do not know how much longer he and Dadrien will be able to hold these forms and you will regret if you don’t.”


Wayonn met his eyes for a long moment and then rose to his feet. His whole body was shaking as he inched his way closer to the trio in the middle of the open field and then Jezima and Meral reached for him just as Sumar’s face turned and saw him. Then it was too much and Wayonn moved forward to settle between Jezima and Meral who instantly leaned against him in love.


It was emotionally overwhelming for many who were witnessing it, a goodbye that was over forty thousand years in the making. It was something that everyone who witnessed it would remember for the rest of their lives. It was something that they would remember and try to live up to and emulate for others to experience.


It would never be forgotten.


For'mya shivered in delight as Martin’s arms held her off the ground and his kiss stole her breath away. Her arms were wrapped tightly around his shoulders as they kissed and Anja and Aricia looked on. They held hands tightly, each of them having experienced the same sort of kiss from Martin only seconds before, leaving both of them flushed and exceedingly happy. His kisses always set their blood to churning, and for For'mya and Anja this took place even before they were fully wolf. Martin set For'mya down and leaned over to nuzzle her four inch high elven ear with his nose eliciting a gasp of intense delight from For'mya as she gripped his arms tightly. He held her close to his side and looked at them.

“You three try to stay out of trouble ok.” He told them as Aricia and Anja moved up close to him, Aricia pressing up against For'mya’s back as Anja tucked herself under his opposite arm.


“You should be one to talk Beloved.” Aricia told him with a smile. “You need us to keep you out of trouble.”


Martin grinned. “Now ain’t that the truth.” He said. 


Anja placed her hand on his abdomen and squeezed him tightly. “Just keep in mind that you have three other mates who will want your undivided attention when we return to Honelze. And we already told them you will fulfill your duties as their Alpha and husband.” She told him with a twinkle of happiness in her jade colored eyes.


Martin smiled and leaned over to kiss her full lips once more. “I have every intention of doing just that.” He told her. “All of you need to keep an eye on these Tasmor Quorum folks. I get the sense that some of them don’t like us very much.”


Aricia nodded her head in agreement. “Do not worry. That is why Namiri and Emylea are coming with us as well. Saydia and Perlyea insisted that they both needed to go even when the Quorum demanded they remain behind.”


“You know Andro ain’t going to be too happy about this inspection thing.” Martin told them.


For'mya nodded her head. “Yes… that we do know.” She said. 


“Make sure he doesn’t squash them or blow them out an airlock or something of that nature will you. It wouldn’t due for our joint relations if he did and you know how he hates political posturing.” Martin said.

“Don’t do anything with the information Lirana’s mate might tell you without checking with me first Lover.” Anja told him. “Dee, Radra and I are the only ones with the know how to contain this type of weapon.”


Martin looked at her. “I got this Red.” He said. “I’m reckless but I ain’t stupid.”


“That would be debatable by some Beloved.” Aricia told him causing Martin to lean over and nuzzle her neck firmly, making her gasp in delight.


For'mya placed her hand over his heart and looked up into his face. “We will be fine Martin Leonidas.” She told him. “Trouble follows you our love. Not us.”

Martin nodded his head sheepishly. “Yeah, tell me about it.” He said. “I’ll see you all in a few days.” Martin watched as they turned and took each other’s hands with For'mya in the middle as they made their way towards the STRIKER that was idling on the makeshift airfield. They would use that to transit up to the ARC ROYAL and then use the HELIX-Class Pralor Corvette to make their way to Andro. 
He turned his head slightly when he felt Danny come up beside him. “They here?” He asked.

Danny nodded his head. “They just entered the system and contacted Manda as directed. This Konlar seems on the up and up fervon.”


Martin nodded his head. “Yes he does, but let’s not take any chances Dan. They so much as twitch oddly, blow that ship out of the stars and execute every single one of them here on the ground. I will not allow Lorendo to find out what we are doing.”


Danny nodded his head. “I figured as much. So did Manda. She’s got eight main batteries targeting the ship and will maintain the lock until she hears otherwise from you.”


Martin turned to look at him as the STRIKER began to lift off. “Let’s go to work fervon. We got a lot to do before they get back and kick my ass.”


Danny laughed. “They are going to do more than kick your ass!” Dan said. “But you already knew that.”


Martin grinned widely. “Let’s go clean out some vermin shall we? I want Jorlari cleaned out and ready to receive refugees before my children get here. They’ll call me a slacker if it isn’t.”


Danny smiled again. “Nalmos is waiting for us on the west side of the city. The Master Chief has everything set up and Zarah and Lucia have their teams on the perimeter. Give the word and we’ll hit the last two facilities in the city and then clean it out.”


Martin nodded his head. “No time like the present.” He said.

SPARTA'S WRATH


Aviel and Dytin moved into the massive lounge on the port side of the ship and found Nahko and Dalis sitting with Laren’s parents and Sarlana. The lounge was perhaps half full with many different species to include Lycavorian, Elf and Vampire. Dytin was getting better at telling them apart physically, the elves were obvious really with their four inch high ears. He had learned that those who were half elf usually had much smaller ears but they were still pointed. Vampires for the most part were fairer skinned than the other species, their tans not as dark or deep. There were two reptilian species that he had seen himself as well as several bird like individuals. There were perhaps a dozen Darastrixi sitting at three tables and mixed in with several different species. Androcles had allowed the Darastrixi from the transports and other warships to shuttle to SPARTA'S WRATH and make use of the many different facilities on board. Dytin and Aviel were fascinated with the food types and had sampled everything they could in the days they had been here. Though he knew he did not have to tell the Darastrixi this, he had informed everyone that this was the ship of a Dahakoan and they were to maintain decorum at all costs. No wandering off to see parts of the ship they were not allowed into or asking too many questions. The warning was not needed he discovered on the second day, for several of the engineers from the Union had invited their Darastrixi counterparts aboard for a tour of the ship and it had only grown from there. Many of his officers and crew were aboard the ship learning from their Union counterparts and there were many more families aboard than he had thought Androcles would allow. He had been meaning to ask Sarlana about this and now would be his opportunity as they moved up to the table.  

Nahko looked up as they approached and took chairs. “Aviel, Dytin, we believe we have worked out a plan to begin instructing all of the Vrrarhoinpa among the Pralors and even back within their Union.” She told them. “Once we begin, we can train them to use their vocal cords just as we do and they will be speaking within six months. Ch’teven, Shalu and Chalith are already beginning to select groups as teachers from the transports.”

“The Union?” Dytin asked.


“Darastrixi are an integral part of the Lycavorian Union General Dytin.” Sarlana told him. “They hold seats within the ruling body of the Union and they have a say in everything that happens.”

Dytin looked at her. “The Dahakoan did this?” He asked.


Sarlana shook her head. “Androcles’ father.” She answered him. “He and Elder Mother Arzoal together almost three decades ago when our kind was first discovered. Martin’s Anome Aricia, who you will meet soon, she is Androcles’ birth mother and it is she who is the one who first discovered they could bond with our kind, but it was Martin and then Androcles who took that to the next level. The Darastrixi within the Lycavorian Union are free and happy and even better educated for their ages than those on our own homeworld. They needed to be in order to survive. Arzoal has done wonders as their Elder Mother.”


Aviel looked at her intently. “Doraanar… this Elder Mother that you speak of… she was once a Pralor. She transferred her conscious mind into a Darastrixi egg. She allowed our kind to cross breed among species. Is it wise to refer to her in such terms? Her actions will not sit well with many of our people.”


Sarlana tilted her head slightly as she looked at him. “As you well know Aviel, Darastrixi eggs do not form conscious thought until they reach full maturity. Indeed they do not truly exist until the egg reaches its full maturity, since our minds do not evolve until the fourth stage of egg growth. Arzoal transferred her mind into an egg that was still in the first stage of its growth. She was among those Pralors who cared for our eggs on Elear and she knew this. This is the reason it took over a hundred years for that egg to hatch. Since that egg hatched, she has done nothing but devote her life to the Darastrixi as one of us. Every decision she has ever made has been to keep those Darastrixi with her, under her rule and guidance, safe and alive. 
“It is the members of the Elbakiw Sulevfu and Urlkrisir Mamiss themselves who brought this about! We should never have allowed the Pralor Science people to use Darastrixi on Seed Missions knowing that no Elder Mother was among them. They should never have been allowed to leave our planet without the knowledge that Arzoal possessed when she did what she did!” Sarlana leaned forward at the table slightly irritated. “One of the Dahakoan is the product of that very cross breeding you speak of and she is a Talon Guardian. Do you question that? Do you wish to challenge that?”

Aviel shook his head quickly. “Of course not Doraanar. That knowledge is without question. I did not mean…”

Sarlana took a deep breath and calmed down knowing that Aviel was a good man and only wanted what was best. He would avoid confrontation at all costs, but if push came to shove he would fight savagely, just as any Darastrixi. “Many of those bonded to the Lycavorians and Elves and Vampires within the Union are cross breeds and they are among the most powerful and honored Darastrixi in this Union. Elynth’s own father Torma, his name is spoken of with awe by all species within the Union for what he has accomplished. As has his son Jeth, Elynth’s brother. Trust me when I tell you, given their size and prowess in battle, either of them would squash the most experienced Darastrixi warrior with barely any effort. You have seen the many history files that I gave to you Aviel; what they have accomplished through the centuries, what Arzoal has accomplished with no guidance whatsoever from the fool Elbakiw Sulevfu or the Urlkrisir Mamiss! What she alone has built without their fool dictates. Do you truly wish to drive a wedge between our people by denouncing Arzoal?”


“Doraanar that is not what I meant.” Aviel said quickly. “I am…”


“He is only stating what the Elbakiw Sulevfu and Urlkrisir Mamiss will say when it is discovered.” Dytin finished for Aviel as Nahko reached over and grasped her husband’s hand in support. “I have read the files you gave to us Doraanar as well. Every single one of them and this Arzoal holds my utmost respect, as well as Aviel’s. What she has accomplished is beyond imagination. The Elbakiw Sulevfu and Urlkrisir Mamiss will not see it that way however.”

“I do not care how they see it.” Sarlana spoke. “It is a fact. If the Elbakiw Sulevfu and the Urlkrisir Mamiss truly wish to do something utterly stupid, something that will turn our people against one another, than that would be it.”


“What do you mean?” Aviel asked.


“If the Elbakiw Sulevfu and Urlkrisir Mamiss choose to denounce her, or any of her many actions, there will be civil war among our people.” Sarlana spoke plainly looking at them across the table. “They will be denouncing over five million of our own people. The actual number of Darastrixi within the Union is a closely held secret but Arzoal has brought them back from the brink. Where only a few thousand once survived, between the several planets they call home within the Union now, their numbers have grown to over five million. Most of them near the age of Elynth and Ladur and Ryner. Those who sit on her Dragon Council are the oldest among them as it should be, but none of them adhere to the simplistic rantings and dogma of old men who have been in power for far too long. They have done this without the ridiculous edicts of the Elbakiw Sulevfu and Urlkrisir Mamiss to guide them. Arzoal’s teachings fill their minds and their hearts. They are freer than any of our people have ever been in our history. Any attempt by the Elbakiw Sulevfu and the Urlkrisir Mamiss to take this away from them will be met by force. Any attempt to persecute Arzoal for her actions will earn the ire of not only the Dahakoan, but Martin Leonidas and the entire Lycavorian Union. The Darastrixi of the Union do not fight alone General, Aviel. They are revered among many of the species within the Union.” She said meeting each of their eyes. “They are part of a much larger whole. A whole that includes over thirty trillion lifeforms who will fight with them and beside them without question. And fight viciously if they have to. Trust me when I tell you, I have met Martin Leonidas and I have seen but a tiny glimpse of what the Dahakoan’s father is capable of. You have seen for yourself what Androcles’ siblings are capable of, what their normal troops are capable of. They are Spartans! A word that strikes fear into the hearts of their enemies. If the Elbakiw Sulevfu and Urlkrisir Mamiss think they will come out on top of that particular conflict, then they are some of the stupidest individuals I have never met in my life.”

Nahko chuckled at the last part of Sarlana’s statement. “Finally, someone who is not afraid to speak their mind.” She looked around the table at all of them with a smile. “Present company excluded of course.”


“She will need to appear before them at some point in the future Doraanar.” Dalis spoke now. “For their blessing.”


Sarlana nodded her head. “I know this. I only tell you what will happen if they act like the fools they appear to be.”


Aviel shook his head quickly. “That is not a concern of ours now. I look forward to meeting with her and speaking with her at length.” He said firmly. “Her experiences out here among the stars alone are more than any of us have ever seen. I wish to learn from her just as she can learn from us.”


“She is an Elder of our people and my men and our people will treat her as such.” Dytin added from his chair. “And the one who is called Teniri. She is also considered an Elder Mother I understand. Named such by Arzoal herself.”


“And they have fought the Scourge.” Aviel spoke once more. “Something that our people have forgotten how to do. Trust me Doraanar, there is more that they can teach us. Like Dytin, I have read all you have given to us on her and her past and I assure you, she holds nothing but my respect. And awe.”

Sarlana smiled and nodded her head. “I know Aviel and forgive me my harsh words, but being among Androcles and these men and women has made me unafraid to voice my opinions and emotions. It is quite refreshing to be honest.”


Dalis nodded his head from his chair. “Yes it is.” He spoke.


“Is this part of why Androcles allows our people on his ship Doraanar?” Dytin asked now. “He has allowed hundreds of our people to come aboard and see how they do things and this is something I did not expect.”


Sarlana nodded her head. “All of you must understand what I have learned in these last weeks among them. Androcles and Dorian, their father Martin, their siblings and mothers, they are Lycavorians and Spartans first and foremost. Family is the center of their universe, some would say even to a greater extent than the Dahakoan. Since his birth Androcles has looked out for each of his siblings as their guardian. There have been times where he has defended them viciously as well. When it was discovered that he had Darastrixi DNA in his body, when he and Dorian discovered what that meant, the connotation of that, they embraced it fully and without thought. Just as he is Lycavorian, he is also Darastrixi, just as Laren is Darastrixi, she is also Lycavorian. We are his people. That is their mindset and focus. If ever there was a species that could help the Darastrixi to drag themselves kicking and screaming into the future, these are the men and women to do it.” Sarlana looked at them. 

“They are a loyal people to a fault, they will do anything, go to any lengths for a friend or family, for that is how they are built. However, if you betray them, treat them as inferior or try to forcibly impose your will upon them, they will release uoinota ias wer guawysverni upon you. And there will be no respite from their skriiod.” (Hell among the heavens) (Wrath)


It was Dalis who said what all of them were thinking.


“Then so be it.” He said softly.

UNKNOWN SPACE


She was Lycavorian by birth.


One of the strongest Alpha female wolves to have ever lived among her species in their entire history and once considered to be the most powerful Yowa to ever walk the green plains of Lycavore. There were many names throughout history for what she was and among the many different species throughout the stars, the most common and well known was surprisingly a human word.

Witch.

Her fascinating amethyst colored eyes were gazing over the clam, gleaming surface of the massive lake outside the wall sized window. The surface of the azure and jade colored water was glittering in reflection with the rising of the sun over the mighty peaks to her east. One of the many oddities of this beautiful world that she had long ago grown accustomed to. She smiled when her wolf ears picked up the telltale sound of hurried footsteps in the anteroom of her large and comfortable home. Far larger than she would have liked, but she had long grown accustomed to this as well. She didn’t turn when she heard the four heartbeats enter through the sliding doors and she only lifted the mug of sweet tea to her lips and drank from its warmth.

“I could hear all of your hearts racing before you even entered my home.” She spoke the words still looking out upon the lake. “What vexes my dearest friend and our three strongest warriors so that they feel the need to rush here so quickly?”

“Revered Mother…” The tall woman spoke from beside the two much younger females and the single male.

“Nicha, how many times must I tell you in a single millennia to speak my name when we are alone?” She said with a smile as she turned slowly and looked at the blond hair of the woman.

The woman smiled and bowed her head. “Dynina.”

Dynina brushed aside the long, thick locks of her raven colored hair, and sipped her tea once more as her amethyst eyes settled on the two women and male. “And how are my favorite grandchildren this day?”

The two young women and male bowed their heads to her in response. All of them bore the raven colored hair of her bloodline, as well as the deep tans that Lycavorians usually had because none of them spent much time inside. They were different however, the black ring surrounding the vertical slit of their pupils. All of them with amethyst colored eyes like herself. The texture of their exposed skin was also different, though no less soft in its touch, with its scale like nature.

“Dynina… the crystal has activated.” Nicha spoke with excitement in her words. “The… the Heralds are among us!”

Dynina nodded her head and motioned with her hand to the side where they all saw the small, glowing multicolored blue crystal on the credenza. Its glow was bright and steady and cast a bluish glow on the wall behind it. 

“I sensed them the moment they came together.” Dynina answered calmly. 

Nicha looked at her with wide eyes. “You have known?” She gasped.

Dynina nodded her head slowly. “They are my blood Nicha, of course I have known. I have known for many years that they exist.”

“Why have you not told anyone grandmother?” The young female asked bluntly. “Why have you not told us?”

Dynina moved forward and looked at them with a loving smile. “Because it was not time my beautiful Perlae.” She replied. “Now however, now that they have finally united and come together, now it is time for the puzzle to be complete. Now it is time that you, Ishma and Awser join them. Only together will you be able to decipher and use the markings all of you carry. Are you prepared? Are your Bonded Ones prepared?”

Awser looked at his grandmother. “It is the day we have waited for staania.” He told her with bright amethyst eyes. “The day we have prepared for all of our lives.”
“Remember your tasks and your duties.” Dynina told them. “They are more powerful than any who have come before them, including all of you, and they will need you to help them to focus this power. And you will need to deliver my message to their father, for only he will be able to act on it. Only he will be able to control and command them all.”

“We understand grandmother.” Ishma spoke.

Dynina nodded her head and turned to set her tea on the knee high table before turning back to them. She reached up and let her hands explore each of their faces as she smiled. “Your task is the most important that we have undergone since we arrived here. Soon it will be time to reveal ourselves and it is you who must guide them here and then on to our final destination wherever that may be.”

Dynina watched as the three of them clasped their hands together tightly. “We will not fail you grandmother.” Perlae said.
“I know you will not.” Dynina said. “I have seen it. But even I cannot see what is beyond, so you must be wary. They must be wary.” Dynina smiled and dropped her hands. “Go now. Say your goodbyes to your father and then gather your Bonded Ones and make your way to the ship.”

The three of them bowed their heads to her and then quickly turned and left the room. Nicha moved up beside her friend and adopted sister. “You worry for them?” She spoke softly.

Dynina nodded her head. “They are my blood.” She answered. “I swore to my daughter I would see them stay safe. She knew what they were born for from the moment they entered this world and she sacrificed her life in order for them to survive.”

“Do you fear that they will be rejected?” Nicha asked. “We know that they do not trust easily.”

Dynina nodded her head. “But when they do trust they do so utterly and without any question.” She said. “Do I fear they will be rejected? No.” She turned and reclaimed her tea from the table. “They are of my blood my friend, and once it is discovered who they are and where their blood comes from, Androcles and Martin, their family, they will embrace them as family as well. It is the nature of wolves.”

“Can we succeed Dynina?” Nicha asked her.

“We have waited over fifteen thousand years.” Dynina answered. “Waited and planned just as we were instructed. It is why we have remained hidden here for so long from everyone. My people. Your people. Kenroe’s people. The darkness is upon us once more Nicha, and it will spread to every possible corner of the universe if we do not stop it this time. We have no choice but to succeed now my friend.”

“But they have infiltrated so deeply.” Nicha said.

Dynina nodded her head. “Yes they have. But they have never faced what will be arrayed against them this time.” She looked at Nicha and smiled, her wolf fangs extending fully and revealing the savage, dual incisor fangs in the front. “They have never faced my bloodline in battle before. We will see how they fare against those who do not fear them or their vile kind. I would not want to fight us, and I am one of us, just as you now are.”

Nicha smiled. “Yes I am.” She stated.

Dynina took her hand. “Once they have departed destroyed the portal completely Nicha.” She said. “It must not be left active for anyone to find and trace back to us.”

Nicha nodded. “I will see it done.”

Dynina sipped her tea once more. “Now comes the hard part.” She said with a slight smile.

“What is that?” Nicha asked her.

“Now we wait.” Dynina answered. “Now we wait.”

